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Is, it a Beach… a Brothel… No, it’s a Massage Parlour?

By Anand Desai – a_y_desai@hotmail.com
How often is it that you get to take a stroll in the dead of night on Juhu beach? Not until the other night when at 3am an apparition at my bedroom window threatened to intrude. In chase of these thugs and following helpful clues offered by a few sleepless bystanders, I ventured onto the beach. The sight there momentarily led me to forget this unfortunate incident.

The beach at Juhu Chowpatty was strewn with men sprawled on mats having different parts of their anatomy twisted, turned, rubbed and massaged. While some of the masseurs were professionally engaged in reviving their clients exhausted spirits, yet others were mingled rather more intimately with their customer. Upon casual enquiry I was identified the in-vogue “Dhoom” and “Murder” therapy techniques. Whatever happened to the wonderful female form that made these films such a success? Then again, what female would venture out at this time of the night? Aha, thus the male substitute.

Only a short stroll further up north revealed how wrong I was about women and the night. As we walked, a man in apparent drunken stupor came stumbling out of a grove of trees by a building wall. Then emerged a lady, a first of several that we spotted operating out of this natural seaside nest.

Oh and let me not forget that pimp checkpoint at the entrance of Birla lane! A bunch of rickshaw drivers were huddled in seemingly filing their days’ returns to the presiding officer.  

With such variety of activity, I had all but forgotten about the intruder, who by then would have been somewhere between Bandra and Byculla. 

By the time my nightly stroll was done it was dawn. And it certainly was the wonderful beach we all have come to love. So it is a beach…isn’t it?







