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Jakarta Undercover


Foreword

I never thought that Jakarta Undercover would be so warmly welcomed by readers. I am grateful and lucky that, through my book, I finally got the chance to speak to so many people. For me, the conversations I had were both surprising and shocking because they were conversations about sex and sexuality. Such themes are taboo for many people and some people were uncomfortable talking to me about such things.

So it is true that experience is the greatest teacher of all. I learnt many insightful facts from having so many conversations with so many different people, such as the general public, college students and intellectuals.

Once, I was invited to Yogyakarta and engaged in hot debates with institutions such as Gajah Mada University (UGM) and Institut Agama Islam Negeri (IAIN) Sunan Kalijaga. I also went to other cities where I visited Diponegoro University (UNDIP) Semarang, Satya Wacana University Salatiga, Airlangga University (UNAIR) Surabaya, Parahyangan University (UNPAR) Bandung, Bandung Islamic University (UNISBA), Jember University (UNEJ) as well as some bookshops like Gramedia and Toga Mas. In all these places I experienced many interesting things and was asked many intriguing questions: What’s the reason behind publishing Jakarta Undercover? Why do you choose to write about sex? Why do you expose in detail the one thing which is still taboo for many people? Aren’t you afraid that people might use your book as a sex guide, which will be a negative influence on society?

I was asked most of these questions when I went on talk shows on several college campuses around Jakarta, such as Indonesia University (UI), Atmajaya University and Universitas Islam Negeri (UIN), which used to be IAIN Syarif Hidayatullah, my alma mater for the four years I was at college. I tried to explain to people that by writing Jakarta Undercover I was simply trying to inform my readers about the reality of the sex industry in Indonesia. So why sex? Because it is a subject no one talks about and, as I recall, at that time there wasn’t any other book which explored Jakarta’s sex industry so directly. Nowadays there are more and more books tackling this subject. That’s why I thought sex would be such an interesting subject to write about. It is like a strange alien which intrigues everyone but most people are too shy to admit it.

If the book was later used by some as a sex guide, that’s up to the reader. I tried my best to disguise all the names and places and, besides, the aim of the book was to explore the issue of the sex industry, not to promote sex itself. None of the chapters contain a sex scene, and anyone who has read my book will know that.

Another interesting point to make is that several of the questions I was asked related to my religious background: Why is it that, given your religious background and after studying religion for several years, you end up writing about sex? Isn’t it a contradiction?’ These were common questions I was asked, and touched on the behaviour of the middle classes and the idea of women as objects.

For me, some of these questions started me thinking. To be honest, it was my religious background that made me want to know more about the nightlife around me, nightlife I had never experienced before. The world I knew when I studied at schools with a strong Islamic background—such as Madrasah Ibtidaiyah (MI), Madrasah Tsanawiyah (MTs), Madrasah Aliyah (MA) and IAIN—was like a white screen which always showed the same old faces.

It was the world of journalism which opened my eyes to black screens, and I have to admit that I was tempted to find out more. The result was my book, which I really hope can help anyone who reads it. At least it will open people’s eyes to the reality of the sex industry, and encourage people to come up with solutions for making our world better. It’s a cliché, I know, but that’s how I feel. If we can first talk about sex without feeling embarrassed, then we can begin to find some common ground to solve the problems together.

The black screen wasn’t always frightening. There were other sides which showed the good side of humanity. During my research I encountered many female sex workers, and not every one of them was doing it for the money—some were doing it to fight for something greater. Take Vonnie, for example. She’s a massage girl who also offers sex services for between Rp500,000 (US$60) and Rp1 million (US$120). She does it so she can pay for her child’s medical expenses. He suffers from Down’s Syndrome and even though he is six years old, he has the mental age of a baby. Then there is Lina. She was just seventeen years old when her parents sold her into the sex industry. And Lusi, who is forty years old and works as a mammi. She has been a single parent for many years and does it to take care of her three children.

Another criticism I received was that I used ‘I’ in my stories: Why does every story have the word ‘I’ in it when you were never involved in the situation, only watching? Isn’t that a bit hypocritical?

Even my friends, the actress Rieke Dyah Pitaloka and writer Ayu Utami, jokingly said that using ‘I’ made people think one of three things: maybe ‘I’ was a homosexual because he never seemed tempted by hot exotic dancers; maybe ‘I’ was impotent; or maybe ‘I’ was so religious that nothing could tempt him away from his faith.

I blushed when I heard this, and replied that their theories were not even close. I tried to explain that the ‘I’ figure only seemed like an observer but in reality he participated in those events too. For example, when ‘I’ refused to have sex with the beautiful girl inside the shaking Pajero, it was just for sake of the plot and the setting. There were times when the ‘I’ figure had to be the actor and times when he had to be the director. Many times I had no choice but to take part. In Naked Clubbing, the first requirement to get inside the party was to strip naked, so I had no choice but to strip. It was basic logic: How could I write about a nude party if I’d never even been to one?

I was asked similar questions when I went on radio talk shows in Jakarta and other cities: HRFM, Cosmopolitan FM, I Radio, MTV On Sky, Prambors, Female, U FM, S Radio, Radio One, M97 FM, Smart FM in Jakarta, Colours, I Pro 2 FM and Suara Surabaya in Surabaya, Trijaya and Sonora in Yogyakarta, Mas FM in Malang, OZ Radio, Ardan, 99FM, Rase FM, MGT and HRFM in Bandung. Or when I was the guest star on several TV chat shows like Halaman Depan and Sensual in Trans TV, Selamat Datang Pagi in RCTI, Love and Life and Midnight Live in Metro TV. Or when I went on several infotainments like Kabar-Kabari, Cek dan Ricek in RCTI, KISS in Indosiar, 99per cent and Kroscek in Trans TV, Inside Celebrities in TV7, Hot Shot and Poster in SCTV, MB on TV and Jumpa Pers in Lativi and also GO Show and Celebrity Update in TPI, which broadcast every single day.

However, when I was invited as a key speaker on Midnight Live on Metro TV in September 2003, something surprised me. The show was on for one hour and for that whole hour I exposed Jakarta’s nightlife. During the interactive session the station received at least 800 SMSs, 400 callers and the computers crashed. For me that proved how interested people are in finding out the truth about Jakarta’s nightlife. Even though I knew I would be criticised, I felt it was important for me to speak to the public. That’s how you hear different viewpoints and learn from your mistakes. I managed to answer some of the questions, but others I had to look into first. All in all it was a very positive experience.

That’s why I decided to write a sequel to Jakarta Undercover. As you probably know, the events written about in the first book are just a small part of what really goes on in Jakarta’s nightlife. There is a lot more.

I have spent almost six years studying the nightlife in Indonesia. Some call it ‘the grey world’ or ‘the illicit world’, and I uncovered so much that I knew it wouldn’t fit into just one book. So I wrote Jakarta Undercover II to complete the first book, which focussed on the sexual behaviour of the middle classes and high society. The main themes of the first book were about how exclusive nightclubs provide sex menus as the main course, and how the middle classes and high society are used to free sex. But I think the second book shows that the sex industry also operates among the lower classes.

I hope that Jakarta Undercover II will answer the questions and criticisms I received for the first book. But then again, maybe not, which is why I ask you to please tell me what is on your mind. The reader is the author’s best friend when it comes to criticism.

Unlike Jakarta Undercover, eighty per cent of what is inside this sequel has never before been published. The remaining twenty per cent has appeared in several magazines like Male Emporium (ME) and Djakarta.

Lastly, this book was published with the support and help of so many people, and for that I would like to thank you all.

First and foremost, thank you to Allah SWT for letting me live my life, be alive on His earth and for every blessing he has given me.

Next I would like to thank my parents, abah H. Markun and ummi H. Musri’ah, my brothers Muflihah, the late Minhaj and Mahfufah and my little sisters Nafisah and Mutammimah, who are always there to support me, no matter what.

For my best friends: Aip Leurima, thank you jaz; Jamer ‘Tong Clay’ Siahaan, thanks, bro; Chris Luhulima, Kiki Susilo, thanks, co; Dodi Tri Widodo, thanks, Mr Lecturer; Cornelia Agatha, thanks, darling; Echa- Kum-Kum, thanks, beb; Sonny Lalwani, Rizal Mantovani, Abdee and his SLANK; Bebi Romeo & Tommy F Awuy, thank you my man, thank you bro; and also Garin Nugroho, matur suwun yo, Mas (thank you so much, Mas). Also to Desmond J. Mahesa, thank you for everything, bro.

To Susy ‘Sisi’ Harlianti, thank you so much for such a lovely afternoon tea. When I remember it I always laugh, think seriously, then laugh again.

For Hermawan Kertajaya with his Mark Plus, thank you for the marketing buzz.

To Ria Irawan, Aa Izzur, Teuku Ryan, Audy, Anya Dwinov, Vira Yuniar, Novia Ardana, Dewi, Ricky Jo (my bro), Vicky Burki, Jose Purnomo, Lusy Rahmawati, Meisya Siregar, Happy Salma and Edi Brokoli, thank you for your support, smiles and laughter.

To my dear beloved friends at GagasMedia & AgroMedia: Boss Anton, Boss Andi, Kang Hikmat, Kang Tanudi and also Mas Julius (Galang Press), Pak Johan and Mas Arif Toga Mas. I deeply appreciate your hard work in keeping my book in the market.

I can’t forget the Menteng gang and Gardu gang: Pak Rey & Devy, dik Miko, Lisa, Didit, ‘tante’ April, Risa ‘yayang’, (de) Silvi, Mas Eko, Dedi Batak, (Pra) Susi, Popy, Melly Zamri, Jo Marcela, Ane J Coto, Gugun Gondrong, You Die, Weny, Wisnu ‘nyo’, Wisnu Andhika, Luftan, Lena, Little Boy, Big Boy, Morie, Satria, Dina, Nirmala, Erwin, Richard, Edwin Abeng & Ririn, Jimmy, Reta, Dina ‘Chris’ and so many more that I can’t mention every one. You’re the best and all the best …

Thank you to Bang Paul and Bang Fritz for their valuable lessons on how to define life. To ‘neng’ Ussy Sulistyawati, Jane Shalimar, Trie and Tasya, good luck in reaching your dreams, girls.

Also to my writer colleagues: FX Rudy Gunawan, Richard Oh, Djenar Maesa Ayu, Ayu Utami, Nova RIyanti Yusuf, Sitok Srengenge and Fira Basuki. I gratefully thank you for all your meaningful, casual discussions.

To Boutique 21 Gang Plaza Senayan: Herlan, ANce. To some of my best buddies who became members: Grace, Fett, Oge, Riri, Tejo ‘TTC’, Edy Bogel, Peggy and the rest of the gang who would sit for hours just to share stories with me and laugh. Thanks a lot.

My deepest gratitude to the late Pak Mujimanto Asmotaruno and friends at Male Emporium (Cintya, Dede, and Andriza), and I-Radio (Rafiq, Tony and Untung D). Also my thanks to my gang in Indigo (Pak Will, Ardy, Chris, Agung, and Ludy) who gave me the chance to do the lifestyle coverage for SILET in RCTI.

Thank you to Heriyadi H. Sobiran, the chief of Popular Magazine who was always there when I needed someone to talk to. Also to Dono Baswardono, Mas Dadi Darmadi who was struggling through Harvard University, Baby Jim Aditya, Bung Gege and Mammi Di and also some names that would made the list even longer if I mention them all.

Last but not least, to my fellow press who I deeply thank for the role they played in promoting Jakarta Undercover not only nationwide but also worldwide. I can only give you my humble gratitude for all your support.


The Central Asian Blue Sauna

There are many top exclusive fitness centres in Jakarta which serve not only local ‘talent’ but are now starting to add Central Asian ladies to their menus.

Everything began with a harmless idea—an idea that came from Chandra. Chandra is a thirty-five-year-old lad who runs an advertising agency at Gatot Subroto. He challenged our friend Riko to a little adventure with these Central Asian ladies.

It was after hours at the Hard Rock Café in Thamrin, Jakarta Pusat, and the three of us—me, Riko and Chandra—had accidentally gathered there after Riko, who had just finished his regular workout at a fitness centre in Menteng, suggested it. Luckily Chandra and I were nearby when Riko called us. It seemed like a good idea to gather somewhere and wait until rush hour and the traffic jams had passed. Anyone knows that at this time—around 5.30 pm—it is impossible to go anywhere by car. Chandra lives in Bintaro, and Riko in Cibubur, so they had two choices: get stuck in traffic jams trying to get home at such a crazy hour, or have a few beers somewhere first until the traffic cleared.

‘Let’s have beers! I don’t want to grow old driving in such heavy traffic!’ said Chandra once he’d arrived and joined our table. Riko appeared ten minutes later, still dressed in his sports gear.

‘I want an OBS. What are you guys having? Beers?’ Chandra asked. OBS is a drink made up of thirteen different kinds of alcohol. You can find it in almost every bar and club in Jakarta. OBS stands for Orang Bisa Senang (Make People Happy), and is Chandra’s favourite.

‘Beers,’ we replied.

A waitress came to take our order. It was still early and the place was almost empty. Smooth background music played as the evening drew in and Jakarta’s sky turned from red to black.

‘Do you or do you not want to know more about the Central Asian ladies at MS Sauna?’ I asked, suddenly remembering that Chandra had bragged about them several times before.

‘There’s no way we could invite them here. Are you crazy? It’s better if we just go there. I don’t lie about things like that,’ Chandra answered. So one hour later we left the Hard Rock Café to see if what Chandra had told us was true. None of us wanted it to be just a lie. ‘You guys go ahead,’ I said. ‘I’ll catch up later. I swear, I’ll come.’ I had to excuse myself since I had to do a one-hour broadcast at a radio station first. ‘Make sure you come or it will be your loss,’ Riko said. We said goodbye at the car park. Riko decided he would leave his car there and travel with Chandra, who was still driving his beloved black Terano.

I arrived at MS Sauna at 9 pm. When I called Chandra he said that they were waiting for me at the karaoke room, so I parked my car in front of MS’s luxurious building. MS was certainly the biggest and most sophisticated building there. This four-storey shophouse complex—which officially offered saunas, shiatsu massages and a karaoke/home theatre—was located opposite the supermarket.

I rushed into the karaoke room. Two female receptionists gave me a warm welcome. I glanced around and saw that the lobby-cum-restaurant was quite full that night. When there were a lot of people queuing for the facilities, the restaurant doubled up as a waiting room or was simply used as a hangout, decorated with beautiful waitresses.

A girl escorted me to the second-floor karaoke room where Chandra and Riko were.

‘What took you so long?’ Chandra yelled at me the minute I arrived.

I ignored him as I surveyed my new surroundings. I’d initially thought MS was another discotheque, club or bar with a restaurant and karaoke setup. In actual fact it was more like a fitness and relaxation centre. The room was a bit dark but I could make out a big screen on the wall in the centre of the room. The song ‘My Way’ had just finished playing and ‘No Me Ames’ followed. I could see that Chandra and Riko were sitting comfortably on a black sofa. On the table was a bottle of Jack Daniel’s, a few glasses of coke, an ice bucket and a few small fruit platters. Suddenly I got it: they were planning on being here for quite sometime and could hardly wait for the real ‘main course’ to arrive. Chandra looked like he was more than ready for it.

‘Where are the girls? Are you guys into each other? This is totally lame. It sucks, man!’ I laughed.

‘Easy boy, easy. We’re waiting for you,’ Riko said.

I pointed out that I was only interested in Central Asian female escorts since the locals were getting too common. Without any more small talk, Chandra and Riko called to the waitress.

‘No need to worry about that. We can order one each. C’mon, Chandra, order now!’ said Riko and we all laughed.

Chandra left the room first. He knew Jakarta’s nightlife inside out and he was well connected, having access to key people in many of the city’s entertainment hot spots. MS was no exception.

Ten minutes later he came back to his seat with a big smile on his face. It was the kind of smile I knew only too well and had only seen on occasions like this. Chandra drained his glass of JD on the rocks, then poured himself another. He asked me and Riko to make a toast.

After several slow songs and a few more drinks, a lady entered our room. She was neatly dressed in a suit, and I guessed she was in her forties. A badge was pinned to the right side of her jacket with the name Lili written on it. She gave us a friendly greeting.

‘Mister Chandra, would you prefer to see the display room or for me to bring the girls in here?’ Lili turned out to be the coordinator for the ladies. She told us that the foreign girls were mainly from Uzbekistan, the Philippines and Thailand. She said there were also three from Tajikistan and two from Russia.

‘Maybe I’ll just bring the ladies here then,’ said Lili.

‘Yup, that’s a great idea, Mammi Li. We’d prefer Uzbeks, Tajikistanis and Russians,’ Riko replied immediately. Mammi is the word for a female pimp and this one certainly was a big mama. I began to take notice of where I was. The home theatre-cum-karaoke room had only sofas and a table with a small bathroom off to one side of it. I wondered how this room could be love-spree arena when it didn’t even have a bedroom.

‘We’re not having the love spree here, buddy. It’s on the third floor. The three of us will have a sauna or shiatsu massage upstairs. Get it?’ Riko explained, as though reading my mind. Oh, silly me. Of course, upstairs. I suddenly realised our karaoke room was just where we picked the girls and the services we required.

By then it was already 9.45 pm, and coming to our room were five Uzbek girls, two Tajikistanis and two Russians. They stood in front of us, smiling broadly, and started to introduce themselves. For me, that was a truly amazing moment because they were all so gorgeous. I have never seen such beauty before. They were all so pretty and their bodies were so hot, super sexy. I didn’t know which were Uzbek, Russian or Tajikistani because they all looked so similar. Even the way they spoke sounded the same. I kept asking Riko which one was from where, but he reminded me that the most important thing was that these ladies were Central Asian.

‘It doesn’t matter which one is Uzbek, Tajikistani or Russian. They are all so pretty. Just pick the one you like best,’ added Chandra.

Then I set my eyes on one girl. She was so beautiful with dark hair that made her look even more attractive. She was tall, probably around 170 cm, and her body was plump and not too flat. Chandra and Riko were more into the blondes. The girl I picked said her name was Zena and her other friends were Alisa and Yala. Zena said she came from the land of Lenin while Alisa and Yala were from Uzbekistan.

After talking to her for quite a while I realised that she not only had beautiful dark hair, but also full tempting lips. I really liked the way she talked, smiled and was friendly. Alisa was a natural blonde, very tall and slender with eyes like almonds. Her face was oval and she had thin lips painted with sexy red lipstick. Yala, the blonde girl, was not as tall as Alisa but her body was as sexy as Zena’s—a bit plump but still sexy. The V-neck tight T-shirt she was wearing made her look like a total knockout. Sex appeal emanated from her, teasing every man who set eyes on her. Zena also looked super sexy, with her tight jeans and short T-shirt showing her beautiful belly. We decided to take things slowly and hang out with the girls for a while in the karaoke room before hitting the sauna room. I noticed that all three of them were speaking English with a strange accent, which made it a bit hard for us to really understand what they were saying.

But that was the thing about the karaoke room—conversation wasn’t really a priority. So we just sang some songs and drank. It was so funny and amazing to see how such beautiful people like them could be so tone deaf. Zena picked ‘Zombie’ by The Cranberries and sang it twice, while Yala was desperately trying to sing ‘Desperado’. They both failed dismally.

Blue Sauna, Blue Shiatsu

Slowly but surely the temperature was rising. We toasted several times, laughed and talked, even though we hardly understood each other. Less then one hour later the alcohol started to take effect. Our faces began to turn red and our stomachs were getting warmer. The girls’ faces were starting to turn red as well. That was when Chandra and Riko thought it was the perfect time to go to the shiatsu room.

‘I’m getting high. Think I’d better go to the shiatsu room,’ Riko said and grabbed Yala by the hand. They both took off. The rest of us left a couple of minutes later. Riko had been right. If we’d stayed in the karaoke room for much longer, we probably would’ve got really drunk. When I looked at my Guess watch it was 10.15 pm.

‘I can’t stay too long. You know how my wife is. She goes mad if I get home really late.’ This was why Chandra wanted us to move on to the next service. He’d been married for four years and had a kid.

Chandra booked us a VIP room on the first floor. This was where the shiatsu and sauna treatment took place. It had quite a big sauna pool, but not the kind that we could all use at the same time—this one was more private. Then I realised that only VIP rooms had private saunas, a treat for guests who wanted ‘special’ treatment. Inside our VIP room was a long hall, aisles and other smaller rooms. Chandra and Riko each took rooms that were practically next door to each other, while mine was the one in the middle of the hall. There was a number written on a small board hanging above the door.

My VIP room was quite big. It had a bed, two chairs and a dressing table. The dressing table had a mirror and big drawers which contained sheets, a kimono and some towels. There was also a bathroom with a small sauna inside it. The air-con inside the VIP room was supposed to keep it cool but the hot steam from the sauna in the bathroom was making the entire room hot.

Zena took care of everything. She made the bed and put the towels and kimono on the table. She took her time. She even lit a cigarette and sat on a chair while I lay on the bed. Soft music began to fill the room from a speaker on the wall.

‘How about taking a bath first?’ Zena asked in a tempting voice. Unfortunately her English was very confusing so she had to make gestures with her hands to make me understand what she was saying. Then she circled her hand around mine and walked me to the sauna in the bathroom. In the blink of an eye she undressed me, hung up all my clothes then undressed herself.

The party had officially started. In the sauna Zena acted like an expert babysitter bathing a baby with tenderness and care. She herself was not totally immersed in the water, using a white towel to cover her body, but she still took the lead. She rubbed, massaged and touched my back softly, sometimes pinching my body sexily. Oh my god, that fifteen- minute sauna was beyond words.

‘Okay, now dry yourself, then you can relax on the bed.’ Zena gave the commands and I obeyed wholeheartedly.

Now it was time for the shiatsu massage. In reality, however, it was not really a traditional shiatsu massage since the word ‘massage’ was just another word for sex. For this treatment Zena had already prepared a condom, one that she’d brought herself. She told me she always uses her own condoms—never ones from guests, and not even from MS’s office boy who sells condoms on the side. I suppose she feels more comfortable and safer bringing her own.

‘No condom, no sex!’ Those were her exact words. ‘For me, safe sex is a must. Not only is it dangerous not to wear one, but it’s not going to be cheap either when you fall ill.’ And this policy of only using condoms she’d brought herself applied to oral sex too. This girl was very well informed about STDs.

The sex dates that Zena and her Central Asian girls offer are similar to other services that girls in most massage parlours offer. The only difference is that Zena and her girls massage the genitalia rather than body muscles, as with a traditional massage. But, of course, these girls do not come all the way to Jakarta just to be paid the same as their local competitors. They are highlighted on the menu and are more expensive because they are different. A VIP sauna plus shiatsu-massage- sex treatment costs about Rp2 million (US$240). That is a minimum estimate based on Rp1.5 million (US$180) for Zena and the rest for renting the room. But the aforementioned price does not including the cost of food and drinks. Chivaz, vodka and Black Label drinks can cost between Rp600,000 (US$70) and Rp700,000 (US$85). And if you are a tipper, it’s possible to add another Rp300,000 (US$36) or more to your bill. If you decide to go with a local girl you can spend at least Rp1 million (US$120), including the room rent.

So all in all it’s quite expensive. Nonetheless, MS is never short of customers. They are open from 2 pm until 11 pm every day. The guests keep coming, craving the selection of girls from Eastern Europe, the Philippines, China and, of course, Indonesia, all of them with their pretty faces and killer bodies. Beds and saunas are the only witnesses.


Afternoon Sex with China Girls

For those who are into China girls or like to try younger women, some popular massage parlours are open from midday till late afternoon. It’s heaven on earth.

It was around midday when I drove to a place around Monas. I’d been woken from my nap by a call from my friend Ronny. He’s such an impulsive guy and likes doing things spontaneously. His offer was too tempting to ignore, so I decided to go with him to the TSC Club.

Ronny is my other clubbing mate. At least three times a week we hang out together after work, have afternoon tea or go to the hippest discotheques. But there are times, like that day, when his naughty devilish urge takes us on a love spree. Two nights before, we’d been to BC Bar at Thamrin. We spent the whole night partying until suddenly, at 2 am, Ronny made me go to a karaoke club at Kelapa Gading.

‘My friends are there. They want to do karaoke but they’ve also hired a stripper. C’mon, let’s join them—and I don’t take no for an answer,’ he insisted. So off we went and ended up staying there until 5 am.

Afternoon Sex

At around 2 pm were were driving towards Mangga Besar (Mabes). I’d met Ronny a while before at Thamrin. We decided to leave my car at Sarinah’s car park and instead use Ronny’s pride and joy, his black Cherokee.

Ronny is slim, in his thirties, with straight hair. He’s married but claims to be separated. He works around Fatmawati, Jakarta Selatan, dealing in cars and spare parts. When we met that day he was wearing his usual casual clothes: a T-shirt, a pair of jeans and a pair of trainers. Ronny opened his car window and called out to me to join him. I finished my cigarette and hopped in.

‘Where are we going?’ I asked.

‘TSC Club. I went there a couple of months ago.’ Ronny accelerated, almost as though he was scared that the club would vanish if we didn’t get there as soon as possible. From Thamrin we went straight to Mabes. Ronny was craving for a massage parlour that was busy and open twenty- four hours a day. TSC is quite well known among guys who desperately need to relieve their biological urges.

When we got near to Mabes we went to a certain area called LKSR. The huge complex is popular among people from Jakarta because you can find almost everything there: different kinds of shops, discotheques, massage parlours, saunas, beauty salons, hotels and shopping malls. It was not hard to find TSC since we had been there before. It is located within a huge shopping mall, so we went straight to the mall’s car park and parked Ronny’s car in front of a karaoke discotheque.

‘Do you know which way to go? I forget,’ I said because it had been quite a while since I’d been there.

‘We just take those stairs to the first floor,’ Ronny replied. ‘How can you forget?’

When we reached the top of the staircase we saw the entrance to TSC. In fact, TSC is not really a massage parlour. I would say it is more a café or restaurant. The main room looks exactly like a café with a small stage, a bar and seductive lighting. No matter how strong the sun is outside, inside TSC it always seems like night-time. Disco music reverberated around the whole place while waitresses were busy serving guests. We picked a spot in the corner, not far from the bar. That afternoon the place was quite full. Judging from what we could see, it was not only full but full with girls. The girls certainly outnumbered the men.

‘One Long Island and one beer, please,’ Ronny asked the waiter dressed in a purple uniform. He then turned to me. ‘Let’s relax a bit. That way we can see which girls are the best.’ He practically had to yell into my ear because the music was so loud. At the corner just near the entrance were the girls who were still ‘available’. They were sitting in groups talking, sometimes flirting with the guests, whilst the ones who already had their clients were busy entertaining them. Mammies (lady pimps) were busy selling their commodities. That was the selection process. A couple of minutes passed by and a band began to play on the stage in front. They sang their first song and by the time they had finished, a mammi was coming toward us.

But first I have to tell you more about TSC. What is so special about this place compared to similar massage parlours is that it is open at the unusual hours of midday until 9 pm. This is quite early compared to most massage parlours which operate during the evenings, or even twenty-four hours, and reach their peak between 11 pm and midnight. If you visit TSC in the evening, you won’t get such a good selection of girls and the atmosphere is not as thrilling as it is in the afternoon. Having different operating hours to the other massage parlours is quite a good idea as it gives TSC a distinctive edge, making it a very successful business and one of the hottest spots for love sprees.

Of course, the operating hours are just one small part of what makes the place famous and always full—the menu also has a lot to do with it. The club is known for providing China girls and younger girls. You can either browse as you please, or simply order from the mammi. She makes sure you get exactly what you wish for.

‘Bet you want a Chinese lady with big boobs, 36B. I know you always dig those girls, ha ha,’ Ronny laughed. ‘I think you know my type as well, right?’

‘China girl for sure,’ I said. ‘You know me too well,’ Ronny laughed again.

China Girls

It was getting crowded inside TSC when the mammi brought us our girls. We’d decided to use the mammi as we are both quite practical: why bother to browse, squinting in the dark, turning left and right to find a girl when mammi knows best, right? The first girl introduced herself as Alin and the second girl was called

Yenny. Alin was in her early twenties with quite a slender body, long straight dark hair and small eyes. Yenny was a bit plump and not very tall. She had round eyes and wavy brown hair. Alin was exactly what Ronny had asked for, definitely China bred, while Yenny admitted that she had been born and raised in Jakarta.

Alin told us that she had been working at TSC for about nine months with Mammi San as her pimp. On the other hand, Yenny claimed to be a freelancer. TSC had several freelancers but they still had to have a mammi in order to work there. There were three mammies at TSC, each taking charge of at least twenty-five girls.

‘You won’t be disappointed with Alin or Yenny, trust me,’ Mammi San whispered to us, trying to convince us how great her protégés were. Mammies always want to make sure that the customer won’t change his mind and ask for another girl. They are good at marketing, these mammies. They are all experts when it comes to sweet-talking customers.

‘Would you like another drink?’ Alin tried to break the ice by smiling sweetly and offering us more drinks. She looked like she was a friendly girl, and her shyness turned Ronny on.

‘Could I have a Black Label and coke?’ Yenny asked spontaneously. Alin ordered one for herself too, her favourite drink.

The band on the stage was still performing, playing the requested songs. For the next fifteen minutes the four of us chatted and drank. That was when Alin told us her story about never having the chance to visit her home country, China, because she’d been born and raised in Jakarta where her parents ran a small shop. Yenny told us stories about how she’d tried her luck at advertising, music videos and TV dramas. Several times she’d got lucky and once she’d been offered a small part in a TV drama. Even though it had been a small role, she was very proud of it.

‘Well, you can’t blame a girl for trying, can you? The most important thing is that I get to experience a lot of different things,’ added Yenny, who worked at TSC three or four times a week as a freelancer.

While we were chatting it became obvious that Ronny was getting comfortable with Alin, and he wanted to see some action. So they both left. There were two doors: one led to the toilets and the other to ten or fifteen other rooms where the action took place. Alin led Ronny to one of the other rooms.
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