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The laid-up life. Not the laid-back life or the life 
of getting laid. Nope, laid-up as in, on your ass.

You see, I had occasion to be hospitalized for 
a rather lengthy period of time—prior to and 
after—a major abdominal surgery that cor-
rected some things which, according to phy-
sicians, were “all fucked up” and needed some 
serious work. As life passes in both a dull haze 
and simultaneous �urry of activity, I have a list 
of insights from my many weeks in a couple of 
Oregon’s �ner hospitals.

I know everyone likes a good list, so it’s not 
story time—it’s bullet-point time!

Things I learned in the hospital:

1. They can talk it up all they want, but the 
food always sucks. Yeah, yeah, “everybody 
knows that.” But, they try to trick you. They 
have fancy menus and delicious-sounding 
descriptions for their edible o�erings. But, 
for all the e�ort they put into that, the food 
manages to suck in a way very particular to 
each hospital. In one I was at, they managed 
to make everything so dry, that it could bare-
ly be eaten. How do you fuck up rice? Well, it 
can be done, if it’s dry as the Sahara and has 
overcooked, crunchy parts in it. Way to mess 
up the simplest of foods! Furthermore, these 
are supposed to be prepared by dietitians, on 
sta� to cook healthy, satisfying meals!!! When 
Taco Bell sounds better than food prepared by 
someone with a doctorate degree, you know 
you’re in a messed-up situation.

2. Hospitals are a place for rest, not sleep. That 
may be confusing, if you’ve never been hos-
pitalized. The vision is of someone in a com-
fy, bed-goes-up situation, in and out of con-
sciousness due to drugs or whatever. But, this 
is not the case. Outside of very serious circum-
stances, you are not “drugged to sleep,” as they 
prefer you reasonably lucid and want you to 
sleep on your own. This is hard, given that ev-
ery few hours, someone will barge in on you 
and check vital signs, get blood or ask you 

questions, regardless of the time of day. 

3. If sleep is precious, boredom is eternal. 
It’s 90% downtime, for the most part. And, 
if there’s serious action (like surgery), you’re 
knocked out for it, if it’s any kind of signi�cant. 
Books, laptops, sex industry magazines and 
other distractions only go so far, when you 
don’t really have the option of getting up and 
moving around—you will be bored.

4. Your best friend can literally be a hole in 
your neck, with medical dreadlocks com-
ing out of it. It is called a “central line” and, 
while a hole in your neck with a hose running 
down your jugular doesn’t sound pleasant, 
you really don’t notice it (plus, it beats hourly 
needle-stickings).

5. People can, will and regularly do rip out 
their catheters. Here is a snippet of a conversa-
tion heard outside my room, between an old 
man and nursing sta�: 

“Sir, you need to get back to your bed.” 

(murmur murmur) 

“Sir! Your gown is unbuttoned! You need to be 
resting!” 

(murmur murmur) 

“Sir! Don’t pull on your catheter! Please, don’t 
pull your catheter out!” 

(murmur murmur) “YEEEEOWCH!” 

“Sir, let’s get you back to your room.” 

Learn from this old man—do not remove your 
own catheter. It hurts enough when THEY re-
move stu� embedded in your peehole. Don’t 
“freestyle” it.

6. In the matter of organ transplants, there’s a 
misconception that the organs are “on ice” and 
waiting to be put into recipients. This is not so. 
Most of the time, the goodies are kept in the 
still-living-but-brain-dead body of the donor. 
The donor’s body is kept medically alive un-
til they round up everyone who’s claimed a 
piece of them. Then, they “pull the plug” on 
life support, to let the donor “die naturally.” So, 
to recap, they’re already dead, but everyone 
has to wait for the body to die. Furthermore, 
if this process takes too long, you can lose vi-
able organs waiting for them to up and die. 
Plus, they can’t just strangle them, to speed it 
up—I asked, and they looked at me like a sav-
age. They’re already dead! Perma-death their 
ass and get on with it!!! TV and movies seldom 
touch on this, perhaps because a kidney or a 
heart in a bag of ice is less unpleasant to think 
about, than literally using a living corpse as a 
steam tray to keep fresh organs warm.

7. Sometimes, when you have to take a dump, 
you are not master of your own fate. Accept 
the fact that someone else may be steward of 
your bowel movements.

8. Since constant re-runs on TV are the norm 
for hospitals, Star Trek watchers might �nd the 
parallels between living in a hospital and liv-
ing on a Trek ship become readily apparent 
very quickly. How so? Well, here’s a sub-list:

* All the sta� wear di�erent colored uniforms 
depending on their jobs and are always walk-
ing with purpose while speaking jargon.

* The food tastes like it was replicated or some 
shit.

* Day and night lose meaning rather quickly.

* Things are always beeping, alarming, broad-
casting messages to certain sta�, who can 
moments later be spotted rushing down a 
hallway. There’s always a background of tech-
no noise.

* Services are 24/7—food, medical care, re-
pairs, etc. 

* There are often �ghts, camaraderie and 
gambling between strange alien beings in the 
public areas, like the ER waiting room.

* Glowing screens everywhere.

* Living quarters are compact, but e�cient 
and fairly comfortable.

* There is often a jovial, bald man (or a stern-
faced, middle-aged woman), giving orders to 
everyone.

* I am pretty sure some Klingons attacked 
once.

9. Nursing sta� either know what they’re do-
ing or are pleasant to look at. Never both, but 
seldom neither.

So, it goes without saying, avoid hospitaliza-
tion if you can.

Cheers,

-WSTM

Wombstretcha The Magni�cent is a writer, horse 
counter-terrorism expert, Maya Angelou imper-
sonator, Etsy pimp chalice maker, “yo mama” 
joke critic and retired rapper from Portland, OR. 
Wombstretcha can be found at Wombstretcha.
com, on Twitter as @Wombstretcha503, and on 
Facebook as Wombstretcha The Magni�cent.
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Here’s a little backstory about me, loyal read-
ers: my roots are based in Portland. I was born 
on your streets. My mother survived on your 
dance stages—we lived in your doorways. I 
am, perhaps, more “Portland” than most of 
you could truly claim. Since then, I’ve lived 
all over the country and have now landed in 
NYC, to chase my comedy dreams. I moved 
to NYC with my then-girlfriend, whom I met 
in Portland. In fact, Valentine’s Day was actu-
ally our anniversary. Our relationship began 
one fateful Valentine’s night, at Casa Diablo, 
full of whiskey and vegan food—a night that 
eventually took us to NYC. This isn’t a sad 
sack, somber piece. People change and that 
crazy, talented woman will always have a 
piece of my heart. But, now that we’ve ended 
our “Bonnie And Clyde Of Comedy” relation-
ship, I’m faced with a dilemma: being single 
on Valentine’s Day. In NYC, I’ve got it easy, 
because I can do ANYTHING here. This city is 
an endless vortex of activity. Most of you are 
in Portland, though, so I’m here to take you 
on a singles journey, through one of my fa-
vorite cities on the planet, during the biggest 
consumer-driven, bullshit holiday there is. 
 
Let’s get the most obvious one option of the 
way: strip clubs. Go to the strip clubs, guys! 
Don’t be a fucking baby about it. Go and 
spend your money on ladies that are liter-
ally giving up their Valentine’s Day for YOU 
to have a good time! A couple rules to re-
member, though, since desperation may be 
thick. First and foremost, keep your hands to 
yourself. You’re not taking them home. They 
don’t owe you shit. You’re going to get atten-
tion and they’re providing a service. So, keep 
your hands to yourself. Also, enjoy yourself 
and don’t be a cock about it—no sadness, 
just happy times and private dances. Got it? 
Good. My personal recommendations are 

Casa Diablo, Kit Kat Club, Lucky Devil, Devil’s 
Point and Mary’s Club (if you want some nos-
talgia in your life). Enjoy the sins of the �esh! 
 
My next recommendation is going to see a 
live show. When I say live show, I mean any-
thing that PDX has to o�er. Dante’s is a den 
of sin—every night of the week—so, step 
into the hallowed halls of hell and see a 
show. Fire-breathing burlesque dancers and 
metal music not your thing? Well, shame on 
you. You can also check out Helium Com-
edy Club to laugh away the loneliness. If 
you like your Valentine’s Day a little slea-
zier, I’d recommend taking your sin-soaked 
ass to Aladdin Theater for “A Date With 
John Waters.” Go see a drag show in Salem, 
maybe? Shock yourself outta that com-
fort zone. Point being: live entertainment 
is a Portland staple, so take advantage of it. 
 
The �nal recommendation I have for you is 
very simple: get laid. Yes, you heard me cor-
rectly. Go out to a bar, meet other singles, hit 
it o� with someone, go back to one of your 
places and fuck each other into a new dimen-
sion. You think you’re the only single person 
on Valentine’s Day? Get all the way the fuck 
outta here, you self-important asshole! There 
are SO MANY single people �oating around 
the city. Jump in the pool and get your parts 
wet. It’s one of the best parts of being sin-
gle—you can fuck a lot, and lots of other peo-
ple are looking for exactly that, too. Orgasms 
bring people together better than most oth-
er things. Everyone loves to cum, as it turns 
out. Who would have guessed? But, wait...
maybe you hate bars. Maybe you’re sober. 
Maybe the sheer thought of going into a sea 
of drunken desperation causes your gluten 
intolerance to act up. I get it—the bar scene 
isn’t for everyone. You’re in luck, though, be-

cause you’re in Portland. You ready to step 
out of the box and nosedive outside of your 
bitch-ass comfort zone? Are you? I mean, 
are you REALLY ready? Good. Fuck the bar 
scene. Go to a swingers club. Yes, you heard 
me correctly. Swingers clubs get a bad rap for 
being, gross, for lack of a better term. Well, I 
can tell you from experience that…some of 
them are. Luckily, you have me to guide you. 
My personal recommendation is the former 
home of “Club Sesso,” now known as “Club 
Privata.” The place has rave reviews and is 
de�nitely one of the more upscale ones in 
the city. Remember the basics, though: no 
means no, always ask �rst and have some 
goddamn tact. It’s a �esh bu�et, but you 
still need to be a good person about it. I 
promise, it will pay o� to not be a scumbag. 
 
There you have it, single friends. You’re lu-
cky to live in such a wonderfully free city of 
sinful delights. Underneath the surface of 
artisan oxygen bars and hipster beards lies 
a wonderful, delicious layer of sexual free-
dom. You’re not alone on this day and once 
you step outside of your box, you’ll see the 
light. And, above all, remember that Val-
entine’s Day really is a bullshit holiday, cre-
ated to sell chocolate and horseshit Hall-
mark cards with sappy, �accid motivational 
quips, written by some queef in a cardigan. 
This year, it’s just a Wednesday, like any other 
week. So, all that shit I mentioned above…
go ahead and do all of it, starting tomor-
row, so you don’t wallow in your sadness. 
Go live life and fall back in love with Port-
land—and, more importantly—yourself. 
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Despite what many may think, bartend-
ing is not a party—it isn’t glamorous and 
it most de�nitely isn’t always easy. It’s a job, 
like any other. We have to clock in and out 
on time, answer to a boss, deliver customer 
service and behave in a professional man-
ner. In addition, we have to closely moni-
tor people’s behavior, ensure we keep bar 
costs down, count our cash accurately, host 
a party, attempt to build customer loyal-
ty and maintain a safe environment…all 
while SOBER.

Sometimes we have to break up �ghts, 
deal with violent or combative intoxicat-
ed people, clean up vomit, or worse, keep 
an eye out for the predators and all-around 
shitbags that come in many forms. It’s a 
great job, but also a daunting one at times. 
People often say that Portland bartenders 
are “rude.” I asked about a little over 100 
Portland bartenders what they hate the 
most about working in a bar. This is just a 
short list of things that make us need to 
take a Xanax at about 10PM, just to cope. 
No, it has nothing to do with tips. Tips are 
appreciated, but not expected. Of course, 
if you’re not tipping at all, you’re an ass-
hole—period…and, you know it. If your 
bartender is rude to you, chances are you 
may be doing any or all of the following, as 
in, someone who:

1. Cuts the line, frantically waves you down 
or even shouts for you to serve them, even 
though they clearly weren’t next—then, 
doesn’t know what they want.

2. Orders, but then takes forever getting 
their money out or their card, even though 
tons of people are waiting, even though it’s 
a slammed Friday night, as if they weren’t 
aware that we are in a money exchanged 
for goods situation.

3. Orders, then runs o� to the bathroom 
without paying or leaving a tab name, 
while tons of people are waiting to order 
and now you have to look for them con-
stantly, to come back to actually pay for the 
drink you just poured.

4. Orders, but then is super annoyed that 
you don’t remember their tab name, even 
though there are literally a hundred tabs 
open. Listen, Chad, it turns out people 
don’t really like it when you gamble with 
their tabs, i.e. their bank accounts. So, I’m 
going to go ahead and make sure I put the 
correct drinks on the correct tab, so people 
don’t get ripped o�. Is that cool?

5. Is a beer snob. Asks to taste multiple 
beers...slowly...and wants to talk about the 
A.B.V. and origin of each one, even though 
the bar is at least �ve deep and is very far 
from being any sort of “beer bar.” It’s a beer 
dude, not a life decision.

6. Insists on ordering unnecessarily com-
plicated drinks, even though the wait time 
to get one is near 20 minutes at this point, 
because it’s Friday and the bar is busy. “I’ll 
have a well vodka and soda with two mud-
dled limes, three muddled lemons, shaken, 

with a sugared rim.” I wonder why the wait 
to get a drink is taking so long? Weird.

7. Orders soda water after soda water, be-
cause they don’t want to drink from the 
water station and then are surprised that 
it costs anything. Special shout out to peo-
ple who get a soda water with bitters and a 
lime. The average bottle of bitters costs $11 
a bottle and a bag of limes costs about $20, 
depending upon the season. The canister 
of soda costs about $25-$30, depending 
upon the distributor. Yeah, they cost mon-
ey. You are not entitled to consume prod-
ucts for free, just because they don’t have 
alcohol in them.

8. Says, “I just want a...” and then proceed 
with the most high-maintenance order 
known to man.

9. People who are seriously pissed that you 
don’t have “a big rock.” Guess what? The 
whiskey is the same, regardless of the size 
of ice cube.

10. Is genuinely pissed o� that you won’t 
interrupt the house music to play a song 
request. Do you know how disruptive that 
is to everyone else? Also, if I play a song for 
you, I have to stop and play a song for ev-
eryone who asks. The last time I checked, 
I’m not getting paid to DJ. I’m paid to pour 
drinks.

11. Tries to shout an order at you, while 
you’re still clearly helping another cus
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tomer.

12. Stands at a place that obviously isn’t 
for ordering, or somehow tries to come 
behind the bar to interrupt you to place a 
drink order.

13. Shouts orders at your back, while you’re 
turned around entering things into the 
POS. Especially infuriating, because some-
times you have two-to-four orders in your 
head that you’re struggling to accurately 
enter into the system.

14. Order the order that doesn’t end! You 
make some drinks, set them down, 
then they keep calling friends 
over systematically, so that the or-
der takes three times as long as it 
should or could.

15. Orders “a vodka soda,” watches 
you make it, then says, “Oh, I want-
ed Ketel One” or “I wanted that tall,” 
forcing you to dump it or remake 
it, when they knew exactly what 
they wanted in the �rst place.

16. Whispers their order, like it’s a 
damned secret, even though its as 
loud as a Metallica concert in the 
bar, forcing you to say, “WHAT?” 
over and over, or even leading you to con-
tort your body over the bar and cupping 
your hand over your ear, in an e�ort to hear 
their baby voice. SPEAK UP!

17. Makes out or talks amongst their group, 
ignoring you...but, you can’t walk away and 
serve someone else, because you’ve al-
ready started part of their order and it’s 
way too busy to walk away and come back 
and keep track.

18. Sticks their �ngers in the fruit tray and 
help themselves, forcing you to dump it, 
because...gross. Do you want an olive in 
your drink, that has had a bunch of peo-
ple’s �ngers brushed over it? No? Weird.

19. Chooses “close out” more than four 
times...maybe up to 20 in a night.

20. Claims to be a “tequila expert.” Look, 
Millennials: just because you went to Cabo 
that one time does not make you a con-
noisseur. No, I don’t have the particular 
Mezcal you think you want. Just pick from 
the 8 tequilas I DO have and shut up. Liter-
ally, no one is impressed.

21. Outright asks for free drinks “for the 
birthday girl.” You’ve never seen them in 
your bar before in your life. They aren’t reg-
ulars. They marched right up to the bar and 
straight up asked for free drinks.

22. Says they’ll tip you if you “smile.” I’m not 

a trained dog. Keep your dollar, asshole.

23. Makes a big fucking deal about you 
needing to see their I.D., even though 
you’re a good ten years older than them, 
and also, fuck you—it’s the law.

24. Complains and asks you to change 
the house music. Like, you think you’re 
so damned special that your opinion out-
weighs everyone else’s in the bar? If that’s 
the case, you should go out and be a DJ. 
Good luck.

25. Leaves snotty napkins, trash, chewed 
gum, etc. on the bar for the bartender to 
clean, even though there are ample trash 
cans available. Basically, sending a mes-
sage that the bartender is lower than you 
and deserves to pick up your bodily waste. 

26. Flags you down and shouts at you to 
come and get a tip from them rather than 
just leaving it on the bar or in the jar. This is 
degrading.

27. Asks for hugs. In what other job is this 
acceptable?

28. Questions the I.D. process. When I ask 
you if you are over 21, per the law, and you 
proceed to sco� and make a huge deal 
about how you are Way, WAY over 21, I re-
ally don’t care. It’s a yes or no question that 
I’m required to ask. If I don’t, I could lose 
my license and not be allowed to bartend 

anymore, which is my livelihood. 
Someday no one will card you 
anymore. Enjoy it while it lasts. 
JUST ANSWER the question.

29. Hits on you, then gets VERY 
upset when you politely decline, 
because they really believed that 
your polite customer service was 
�irtation or, even worse, that be-
cause they gave you a generous 
tip, you owe them something.

30. Mutters their name, when you 
ask them about their tab. Look, 
you’ve been saying your name 
your entire life. I’ve just heard it for 

the �rst time. Also, chances are it sounds 
like a lot of other names in the P.O.S. AN-
NUNCIATE! SLOWLY!

31. Falls under the “hamster” category—
people who shred up their coasters or nap-
kins and leave the little paper shreds every-
where, for you to clean.

Want to be a good bar patron? Be a fa-
vorite? Favorites and good customers get 
served �rst, get freebies and all-around, 
better service. If you make my job easier, I’ll 
make your drinking time worthwhile. Wait 
your turn (trust me, we see you), tip and be-
have. Its literally that easy.

 e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m  2 3



2 4  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m2 4  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m

I �nally did it. I got the number of the 
cute chick that works at the dispensary 
and we’ve been dating for at least a few 
weeks (unless I really, really fucked up be-
fore this magazine hit the press). What’s 
odd, though, is that both of us are what 
most would consider “normal,” in terms of 
where we land on the stoner scale—nei-
ther of us have dreadlocks, wear tie dye 
or listen to reggae (at least, no more than 
most Oregonians). For me, this is a �rst on 
many levels; with the exception of casual 
�ings and disposable connections, I’ve 
never really dated someone that can hold 
their own, when it comes to weed. Both 
of us have jobs, interests that require mo-
tivation and even social circles that con-
sist of folks who don’t smoke weed. How 
do I see this playing out? Well, here are a 
few areas, where I see the positive in dat-
ing someone who consumes as much OG 
Kush as I do...

Who Cares About Weed Breath?

I used to smoke cigarettes. That shit was 
disgusting. I can’t kiss a tobacco smoker 
anymore, unless I’m drunk (and, as we 
all know, that’s the same as rape). But, 
I don’t get the “your breath tastes like 
weed” complaints that I’ve received from 
past lovers who don’t blaze. What does 
weed breath taste like? Tea? Skunk? To 
me, it tastes like cotton and the �avor of 
whatever soda I’m enjoying. Smelling like 
weed, sure, I can see where that’s prob-
lematic. But, checking oneself for weed 
breath is something that I’ve never �g-
ured out how to do. Thus, I have no prob-

lem swapping oral �uids with another 
weed smoker, nor does it lead to requests 
that I go gargle some mouthwash. We can 
share dabs, joints, edibles and even day-
old Applebee’s, all without the need to 
apologize for our stoner breath.

Sleeping With Each Other Is Often 
Literal

In recent years, my sex drive has increased 
like the price of Bitcoin—with fewer 
crashes and minimal restriction from for-
eign markets. But, what has not increased, 
is my ability to operate on minimal sleep. 
I’ve slept through job interviews, anni-
versaries, two earthquakes and god only 
knows what else. I put sleep somewhere 
between freedom of speech and the right 
to fresh air. In fact, if given the choice be-
tween an all-night sex session that costs 
me a night of sleep and ten hours of un-
interrupted napping, I’m gonna opt to 
crash and hope for wet dreams. So, it’s ex-
tremely awesome to be dating someone 
else who feels that staying home and say-
ing “to hell with plans” is not only an op-
tion, but a virtue. Sleep is a delicacy, like a 
strong Indica with lasting e�ects. Sharing 
a “fuck it” day with someone whose ass 
you don’t mind palming is heaven.

You Won’t Move Too Fast

The major di�erences between the av-
erage drunk �ing and a weed date are 
about two visits to Planned Parenthood, a 
morning of regrets and at least one verbal 
altercation with your one-night stand’s 
boyfriend, outside the tap house the next 
night. I speak from experience. Now, with 
weed-friendly courtship, you’re both hel-

la paranoid that the other one might not 
feel the same way. This leads to watching 
at least two seasons of Black Mirror, while 
moving back and forth between �rst base 
and the dugout. I’m not saying that ston-

ers can’t be as freaky, slutty or kinky as the 
rest of us, but marijuana doesn’t exactly 
turn someone into a whore-nado of re-
grettable sex. Plus, when you �nally do 
get down to it, weed makes sex last lon-
ger (for men, particularly, it takes longer 
to orgasm when baked).

Dates Can Be Boring, Inexpensive And 
Awesome

When not at least mildly intoxicated with 
a nice Sativa-dominant hybrid, I �nd it 
hard to interact with the female gender. 
This leads to �rst dates full of expensive 
distractions like expensive dinners, theme 
parks or nightclubs. Aside from Sinferno 
or Hive, I really don’t hit a lot of clubs and 
I don’t like shelling out money for movie 
tickets. However, when I’m dating another 
stoner, we can sit around for hours play-
ing Playstation, then take a small hike or 
even a drive to the beach, which ends up 
being just as fun as any “typical” date ac-
tivity. And, when we do decide to go out 
into public and pretend to not be high, 
it’s all giggles and smirks. Anything that 
normies consider “boring” is made better 
with weed (this is a fact). Further, I don’t 
ever plan on having kids, but you can bet 
your ass that if the condom breaks and 
the clinic is closed, my little minions and 
their dance recitals will be enjoyed while 
blunted to the max.

If It Gets Boring, Just Switch Strains

What happens when the same old, same 
old gets to be too routine? Well, just 
change it up from Girl Scout Cookies to 
OG Kush. Relationship getting boring? 
Switch from Indica to Sativa. Does your 
man talk too much? Give him some Chem 
Dawg and watch him shut up. Is your girl 
getting anxious about going out? Fill her 
lungs up with some Blueberry Diesel. For 
every problem in life, there’s a strain of 
weed. Compare this to a typical, alcohol-
driven relationship, in which case it’s just 
a long cycle of �ght, fuck, rinse, repeat...
marijuana is clearly the better choice.

So, there you have it, a few ways that pot 
can make your relationship extremely en-
joyable, and if things go sour, completely 
forgettable.
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Are we kidding? It’s only one month 
into the new year and already, we’ve 
got the same old shit in the headlines. 
The Republicans did something dumb. 
The Democrats did something creepy. 
Rinse, repeat. Then, we’ve got the new 
shit, that simply tries to one-up the old 
shit, in terms of being even dumber shit. 
This month? Teenagers are vaping Tide 
Pods. Yes, they’ve moved on from eating 
the damn things and are now smoking 
the liquid using e-cig devices. Idiocracy 
is slowly becoming a documentary and 
Darwin deserves a posthumous award 
or two. But, alas, this is “local news and 
events,” not “Ray’s list of shit that he’ll use 
as a defense, when he �nally snaps and 
takes out a liberal arts college.”

Strip Club News From Around P-Town

In an extremely unfortunate turn of 
events, Club PlayPen’s doors are tempo-
rarily closed, due to a �re that occurred 
last month, damaging the interior be-
yond the point of immediate repair. Per-
sonally, I think Club PlayPen is one of the 
best spots on the north end of town and, 
once they re-open after a remodel, I fully 
plan on rolling out there to grab a few 
drinks and dances. Strip clubs and taco 
shops are the only establishments that 
I shed a tear for, when they close down 
(even temporarily).

Speaking of which, on a much more posi-
tive note, the location of what was once 
the Boom Boom Room is now housing a 
new, upscale club called Reveal. Thank 
god someone kept the building a strip 
club, because it’s a fucking perfect loca-
tion—right o� of I-5, o�-street parking 
and within walking distance of public 
transit. Portland adult entertainment 
mainstay, DJ Dick Hennessy, will be host-
ing a Mardi Gras Party at Reveal Lounge 
on Saturday, February 20th. I’ll be sure 
to swing by, so bring me some of those 
sweet Dutch pre-rolls, Dick! Gorilla style!

Venereal Day Is Here

As far as the rest of the town, well, what 
can we say? It’s February, which means 
the �rst two weeks of the month are 

dedicated to social anxiety and questions 
about where the relationship is going, 
followed by two more weeks of being 
broke, or worse, having the bubble guts 
thanks to upscale diners never cleaning 
their kitchens. Valentine’s Day isn’t some-
thing I shake my �st at, but it’s no big 
deal, when it comes to my dating life. If 
I’m only nice to you for a few weeks dur-
ing the shortest month of the year, then 
I’m probably not making dinner reserva-
tions for anywhere besides McDonald’s.

Now, for the singles out there...man, do 
we have some great advice in this issue. 
Helen’s column, Slutscapades, takes on 
V-Day cards (read Helen’s tips on mak-
ing your own—I’m thinking of a Silence 
Of The Lambs theme, but I can’t �nd a 
unique rhyme for “lotion”), while Jonas 
Does Portland drops some knowledge 
on how to be single in the Rose City on 
the world’s most overrated holiday. My-
self? Well, I suggest only one course of 
action for anyone this year, whether or 
not you’re single, taken or “jus’ fuckin’,” 
like most of Portland—patronize an adult 
shop. That’s right...I’m not only pander-
ing to our advertisers here, but I’m being 
completely honest about how to make 
a memory. See, no one will look back on 
years of amazing, romantic sex and think, 
“Hey, remember that time you took me 
to that nice restaurant that overlooks 
downtown?” Unless, of course, that din-
ner was followed by a trip to Taboo or 
Fantasyland. Adult stores are to Valen-
tine’s Day what candy stores are to Hal-
loween—sure, there’s always a reason to 
patronize them, but the perfect time to 
do so is on a day when everyone is cel-
ebrating.

Israel’s Tip Rail Makes Headlines

Aside from that story about Trump and 
some over-the-hill pornstar (seriously, I’m 
not fucking covering it...see my column 
on Presidents And Porn for the real dirt), 
there really isn’t a lot of news regarding 
strippers, adult stars or Exotic-worthy ma-
terial �oating around the media outlets, 
until you go halfway across the world 
to Israel. Sure, Israel is in the news every 
day, but mostly because of holy wars,  

politics and all that dumb shit. This time, 
however, we’ve got ourselves a fresh-ass 
scandal, complete with strippers and 
politicians’ kids. According to Chicago 
Tribune, “Prime Minister Benjamin Netan-
yahu faced a new scandal Tuesday after 
a recording emerged of his 26-year-old, 
stay-at-home son joyriding at taxpayer 
expense to Tel Aviv strip clubs with his 
super-rich buddies and bragging about 
how his father pushed through a contro-
versial gas deal.”

Whoa. Now, that is some next level shit, 
when it comes to co-opting Western 
traditions and embracing globalism. I 
remember when images of backdoor, 
Middle Eastern scandals involved images 
of briefcases and assault ri�es. Netanya-
hu’s kid, well, he has shit �gured out. Take 
money from the taxpayers, court your cli-
ents by taking them to the strip club and 
then brag about it, because why the fuck 
not? I can’t tell if this kid is looking up to 
Bill Clinton, Donald Trump or a combina-
tion of both, but it’s nice to see that U.S. 
and Israel are �nally coming to an agree-
ment on the good ol’ fashioned ways in 
which grown adults conduct business—
by letting the bosses’ son take everyone 
out for lap dances.

Strippers On The Big Screen

It’s odd, living in a major metropolitan 
city with more strip clubs than cops, 
mainly because the widely held beliefs 
regarding strip club culture—especially 
in the media—are often a few decades 
old. Hell, even our own Oregonian recent-
ly ran a story about Portland’s “seedy un-
derbelly” of “strip clubs and prostitutes,” 
with their newest gritty scandal being...
wait for it...Jiggles losing their liquor li-
cense. Yeah, that happened in 1984. The 
place is a goddamned Cracker Barrel 
now, half of the dancers who worked 
there are hitting menopause and there 
are these crazy pocket computers that 
all the kids are using to send messages to 
each other. Let’s ignore the 1,134 other 
strip clubs in downtown Portland alone 
and two decades’ worth of history, be-
cause why not?
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So, it’s dope to be privy to not one, but 
two, locally sourced, far-from-”indie” 
�lms that represent the Portland strip 
club industry, while simultaneously hu-
manizing the dancers who keep our 
clubs well-oiled (literally and �gurative-
ly).

The �rst of these �lms is Vicious, a 2016 
release that is not to be confused with 
a short �lm of the same title, released 
a year earlier (both possess a “woman 
in trouble” plot synopsis, so make sure 
you check out the version showcased at 
ViciousTheMovie.com). The recipient of 
multiple awards, Vicious is an extremely 
underrated piece of cinema for more 
reasons than the obvious. For regular, 
boring, non-strip-clubby audiences, it’s 

a well-crafted thriller drama which is un-
likely to generate any serious criticism. 
But, for those of us familiar with the strip 
club industry, Vicious is refreshing, in 
that it was clearly made by people who 
have not only been to a strip club once or 
twice, but have actually gotten to know a 
few dancers, bouncers, club owners and 
customers. Films that show a respect for 
the strip club industry are di�erent than, 
say, shit fests like Showgirls or Striptease, 
that feature soulless dancers, generic 
backdrops and plot lines that always in-
volve some shady, ethnically ambiguous 
dudes involved in drug deals or money 
laundering. In reality, there is crime and 

drama in the clubs, but never as it’s por-
trayed on the big screen.

Vicious tells a story that rings true to all 
too many dancers—that being, the tale 
of customer-turned-stalker. Strippers live 
a paradox, in which they become experts 
in being a fantasy girl for the men (and 
women) who pay their bills (and, thus, 
their livelihood), but in this process, they 
must also retain strict anonymity. I’ve al-
ways explained it as follows: a stripper 
can show a stranger her private parts, 
but she becomes a target when she lets 
him know her real name. Strippers are on 
the same level as, say, undercover cops 
or government informants (but, far supe-
rior in terms of ethics and contribution 
to society as a whole), when it comes 

to on-the-job safety. While this is clearly 
acknowledged in Vicious, the �lm takes 
it one step further by portraying club 
owners, bouncers, customers and danc-
ers as one would meet them in real life. 
Sure, stereotypes are shit and there are 
dozens of archetypes out there, when it 
comes to clumping us “strip club people” 
into a box, Still, an oiled-up Burt Reyn-
olds or fake titty Demi Moore never did 
us justice.

It’s hard to review Vicious without giving 
away spoilers, but it’s worth noting that, 
even after a decade or two in this indus-
try, I found Vicious both hard to predict, 

as well as non-patronizing. Big ups to 
writer and director Jason Rosenblatt, for 
putting out such a well-produced and 
entertaining representation of the strip 
club life.

Next up, we’ve got Dancer Diaries. This 
�lm, well, I’m partial to it, because I have 
a small role. Same with local favorites 
including Elle Stanger, as well as many, 
many more familiar faces. Director and 
writer, Andy Norris, published a book by 
the same name, but there’s really only 
so much justice one can do for naked 
women, using text alone (trust me, I bat-
tle with this on a monthly basis). So, his 
movie sits, about 80% �nished, awaiting 
funding. DancerDiaries.com is the place 
where you can become a producer of 
this destined-for-cult-status �lm, but let 
me save you the sales pitch—this movie 
is already the shit. Go check out clips 
from the website if you don’t believe me, 
but in short, it’s a spiderweb of stories 
that all involve Portland-area strippers 
(or, at least characters who strip and end 
up in Portland, somehow).

Humanizing dancers is something that, 
regardless of the sheer volume of adult 
entertainment available online, we don’t 
see enough of. Dancer Diaries features 
pole tricks and �st �ghts galore, but the 
focus of the plot is really on the women 
involved and their various backstories. 
Audiences will follow one girl as she 
hitchhikes up the 101 from Humboldt 
County, while another dancer’s story 
involves a more Vicious-themed set of 
gritty crime and tense-ass drama. I’ve 
also had the honor of meeting the direc-
tor and writer, Andy Norris, and believe 
you me, when I tell you that this dude 
is fucking meticulous. I loathe the terms 
“indie” and “local,” so I won’t use them to 
describe Dancer Diaries (plus, Andy’s still 
waiting on funding and I’m not sure he 
�lmed most of it in Portland, so it is nei-
ther independent nor homegrown, if you 
want to get technical). I’ve seen stu� on 
Net�ix that looks like it was produced on 
a �ip phone, so it’s painful to see some-
thing as polished and professional as 
Dancer Diaries collect dust in post-pro-
duction. If you’ve got a few extra Bitcoin 
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laying around, toss some at this project and 
I guarantee you’ll be doing a service to the 
community.

New Year, New Writers!

Exotic would like to welcome to our team two 
new pen names, which are attached to real 
faces (trust me). Miss Tini, a resident P-Town 
bartender, just popped her Exotic cherry this 
month, with an excellent and scathing rant on 
the customers that keep bartenders on edge. 
Remember, strip clubs are bars—just, ya know, 
bars with poles and naked people. Learn from 
Tini and take her column to heart, before hit-
ting the town with your amateur friends for 
Mardi Gras. Next up, we have Blazer Sparrow, 
who is presenting his second column this 
month. Blazer’s a music guy, and a cis white 
male, so I put him second. Plus, he’s a musi-
cian, so I’d put him third if I had the chance. 
Still, rumor has it that Chuck Palahniuk is a fan 
of his writing, so don’t skip his piece. And, of 
course, the rest of our “unusual gang of sub-
geniuses” has cram packed this month’s issue 
with a double dose of editorial. Like what you 
see? Want to send hate mail? Hit us up on 
Facebook (Facebook.com/XoticMag) and give 
us a poke, like, share or subscribe.

THU 8 – THE GOLD CLUB
4-YEAR ANNIVERSARY PARTY

THU 8 – LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE
10-YEAR ANNIVERSARY PARTY

SAT 10 – HAWTHORNE STRIP
NAOMI’S B–DAY PARTY

TUE 13 – CABARET
MARDI GRAS FAT TUESDAY PARTY

WED 14 – SPYCE
VALENTINE’S DAY

(FREE ENTRY FOR COUPLES)

THU 22 – STARS CABARET (BRIDGEPORT)
ADULT FILM STARS KATIE MORGAN 

& EVAN STONE

FRI 23 – SKINN – SQUIRT GUN CONTEST

FRI 23 – STARS CABARET (SALEM)
ADULT FILM STAR KATIE MORGAN

& EVAN STONE

FRI 23 – TOMMY’S TOO
DAISY DUKE CONTEST

SAT 24 – REVEAL LOUNGE
SOCIAL SOIRÉE

SAT 24 – STARS CABARET (BEND)
ADULT FILM STAR KATIE MORGAN

& EVAN STONE



While no one factor is particularly to blame 
for the insu�erable nature of the live music 
scene in Portland, you, the audience—yes, 
you—could make these passive-aggressive, 
beanie-and-scarf fashion shows much more 
enjoyable for everyone involved (including 
the venue owner, band, bartender and the 
poor bastards in the audience) with these 
�ve easy steps.

PAY THE COVER 

For Christ’s sake, it’s three fucking dollars. 
You could scrounge that change up from 
your couch and, in doing so, �nd the remote 
and some unopened Taco Bell sauces—in-
centive bonus! It doesn’t matter if you know 
someone in the band or are a “photogra-
pher.” The less people pay, the grumpier the 
venue becomes and the less likely they are to 
book your friend’s band again. More impor-
tantly, your buddy’s band makes less money 
than they would have if folks payed the cov-
er charge. Maybe, if these �rst couple of lo-
cal shows go well, you can bug your friend 
about getting in through the back stage at 
Doug Fir or Crystal Ballroom. But, at the bot-
tom level, nobody has any favors to give out. 
You’re gonna spend $20 on booze and, if you 
can get a hold of your guy, another $80 on 
blow. Seriously, why is your heart breaking 
over three sweaty pocket dollars? It’s cool 
that some places in Portland (like the Firkin) 
don’t even bother charging a cover. But, for 
the smaller venues that do, it really shouldn’t 
be a deterrent—especially if it’s anything un-
der $5. The more people pay to go to these 
shows, the more likely venue owners are go-
ing to put them on and then we can all have 
more awesome live music shows in Portland 
(assuming the bands are good).

BUY MERCH (IF THE BAND HAS ANY)

Now, I know I just broke your wallet by ask-
ing you to shell out three whole dollars to 
get into Twilight and your drinking bud-
get has been drastically reduced. However, 

I need to ask you one more small favor. Buy 
a T-shirt or a CD...or, even a sticker. Unless 
the band really sucks (in which case, why are 
you at the show?)—it really does make a dif-
ference to buy something directly from the 
band (even if it’s a dumb $1 sticker). The main 
reason is all those three-dollar covers at the 
door are more than likely going straight into 
the venue owner’s pocket. Best case scenar-
io, they use the door take to pay the door guy 
himself (ironic) or the sound person. I guar-
antee almost none of that money goes to the 
band. One way to subvert this capitalist tom-
foolery, is to give money directly to the band. 
Plus, putting that sticker on your bumper, 
your binder or even a telephone pole, does 
make a di�erence. Wearing their T-shirts in 
public makes a huge di�erence. It really does 
help get the band’s name out there. It helps 
even more if you happen to be attractive or 
popular (ideally, both).

MOVE!

By far, the most obnoxious thing about Port-
land’s live music scene (especially in the rock 
genre) is the audience’s utter refusal to move 
a muscle. People say Seattle is even worse, 
but I’ve attended and performed shows in 
Seattle, and it isn’t nearly as bad as the stand-
ing-still contest at every rock show I’ve been 
to in Portland. Granted, it is up to the band to 
be into the music they’re performing, which 
the audience then feeds o� of, which the 
band then, in turn, feeds back o� of and so 
on. Still, the audience could take initiative. 
Whether it’s dancing, moshing, headbanging 
or simply shu�ing from side to side, just do 
something. Anything. Unless the band sucks, 
in which case, leave or go �nd your blow guy. 
But, if you’re enjoying it, show it. It makes a 
world of di�erence. If you can get that posi-
tive feedback loop going, then everyone has 
a good time. People talk about how awe-
some that show was, the venue notices, the 
band notices, etc. Everyone wins.

DON’T BE A CREEPER

This, of course, ties into a much larger prob-
lem that expands beyond Portland and the 
music scene in general. But, it still applies in 
our quest to make Portland shows not suck! 
Also, yes, number four is pretty much ex-
clusively aimed at guys. Luckily, with most 
venues, if you get too creepy or too handsy, 
you’re gonna get kicked out (as you should 
be, asshole). But, still, stop! Yes, seeing bands 
is a great way to meet people if you’re single. 
You already have something to talk about—
you know, the band you both like (or, were 
at least dragged to at the behest of friends.) 
Still, there’s a million wrong ways to go about 
talking to people at shows. And, the more 
you do it, the less fun everyone is having at 
the show. It discourages people from see-
ing the band again or attending the venue 
again, because they become associated with 
jerks like you, so don’t be that jerk. We’re 
all here to enjoy the music and you’re mak-
ing it di�cult with your “accidental” grazes. 
Also, don’t stand in the corner with your eyes 
glued to the three girls on the dance �oor 
and not the band. We all know what you’re 
doing and you’re ruining it for everyone else.

STAY FOR THE WHOLE SHOW

I get it if you just came from work or have a 
café or hospital shift at 4AM the next morn-
ing, but unless you have a good reason to 
not see all three or four (hopefully not �ve) 
bands, just stick around. Maybe you’ll �nd a 
new favorite local band. Maybe you’ll make 
some new friends. Either way, you’ll never 
�nd out, if you show up exactly when your 
friends’ band plays and leave as soon as their 
set is over. There is nothing more aggravat-
ing than getting that text from friends ask-
ing when “my band” starts. I don’t know, but I 
can tell you when the “show” starts and that’s 
when you should arrive. Also, stick around ‘til 
the end. Unless you’re double booking to-
night, you might as well get another drink, 
rather than close your tab out and seek out a 
disappointing night elsewhere. The point of 
having more than one band on the bill isn’t 
just to get more people to come out, but to 
also cross-pollinate fan bases. And, yes, by 
fan base, I mean the �ve people obligated 
to come, because their friend’s in the band. 
Still, it’s a start, and if you’re going to build 
something out of nothing, you have to start 
somewhere.

You’d be surprised how much the Portland 
music scene would improve, if you just did 
these �ve little things. Be the change you 
wish to see in the scene! Unless you enjoy 
being part of the Who-Can-Look-Like-They-
Care-The-Least Contest.
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When people get a hold of new technolo-
gy, they tend to create social spaces with-
in otherwise practical and utilitarian envi-
ronments—new waves of technology are 
always accompanied by an element that 
fits a particular need for human interaction. 
When given the opportunity to escape into 
virtual worlds, consumers express insatiable 
desire for interaction with real people. AOL 
is famous for chat rooms and instant mes-
saging. Before that, BBS systems were used 
to connect basement-dwellers with ASCII 
porn and creepy old men who presented 
as horny teenage girls. Games such as Sec-
ond Life bridge real and virtual social realms, 
while shoot-em-up and combat games con-
tinue to focus on interactive elements (there 
have been real-life marriages and funerals 
held in the Warcraft universe). Put simply, 
social interaction is never replaced by virtu-
al reality but, rather, it adapts to it.

A great example of how platforms de-
signed for digital entertainment turn social 
is Twitch, an online streaming platform that 
is, in theory, designed for gamers to broad-
cast their conquests, live for other viewers 
to enjoy. In reality, it’s basically YouTube, 
with far less restriction. Twitch is home to 
thousands of cleavage streamers (hot girls 
in skimpy outfits, pretending to play Zelda 
in the world’s smallest in-game camera...
you can get the same result if you just open 
Minesweeper and Chatturbate at the same 
time), as well as various other channels that 
host stand-up comedy, political talk shows 
and anything else you’d find on YouTube. 
Video games are almost an afterthought on 
many Twitch channels, and it is also the plat-
form in which I was first introduced to the 
concept of sex dolls.

I stumbled onto a streamer named Turd 
Flinging Monkey, who hosts a Twitch show 
that focuses on a philosophy called MG-
TOW, which stands for “Men Going Their 
Own Way.” If Men’ Right’s Activists (MRAs) 
are analogous to radical feminists, MGTOW 
are the male equivalent of single, working 
women who are opting out of childhood 
and choosing to focus on their careers. While 
feminism and men’s rights are active philos-
ophies, MGTOW is more passive and self-fo-
cused. Still, regardless of what the MGTOW 
community has to say for themselves, like 

any other unorthodox, self-sustained coun-
terculture, they are shamed and demonized 
by pretty much all of the internet (including 
Men’s Rights Activists). According to insert-
news-outlet-here, MGTOW is usually de-
scribed as a bunch of women-hating misog-
ynist trash.

So, it might come as a surprise to learn MG-
TOW and Twitch streamer Turd Flinging 
Monkey’s take on sex dolls—put simply, his 
channel portrays sex dolls as a safe alterna-
tive to real-life women, as the dolls provide, 
and I quote, “companionship” and com-
mitment, without any risk of being “alimo-
ny raped” or otherwise taken advantage of 
by unfair laws that disadvantage men. The 
Doll House (The-Doll-House.com), a spon-
sor for the Twitch channel being discussed 
here, advertises a variety of sex dolls that 
range in size and shape. While most dolls 
are younger in appearance, none of them 
appear to be underage, ridiculously out-of-
proportion or otherwise first-gen Lara Croft, 
in terms of being impossible to replicate in 
human form. Yes, the dolls feature a vari-
ety of body shapes and breast sizes, but the 
business presents itself in an arguably classy 
fashion, considering the company is sell-
ing rubber fuck puppets over the internet. 
There are no tag lines for “extra tight pussy” 
or “bitches that won’t complain.” In fact, the 
sex dolls designed for men, so far, are pre-
sented with no more innuendo than fash-
ion models seen in advertisements for The 
Gap or as “social media influencers” on Ins-
tagram. 

What has the response been from lawmak-
ers, “sex-positive” blogs and otherwise “pro-
gressive” media outlets, when it comes to 
female sex dolls designed for men? Well, 
earlier in the year, sex dolls were labeled as 
a threat to women, according to the usual 
suspects of outrage generation (The Guard-
ian ran an article titled Should We Ban Sex 
Robots While We Have The Chance?). Last 
month, it was headlines about how sex 
dolls are hackable dangers that can be pro-
grammed to kill, if the wrong autistic Rus-
sian pimp somehow obtained one. A dia-
logue regarding sex workers whose jobs are 
threatened by sex dolls may sound like a 
bad Lifetime movie, but a recent controver-
sy in the U.K. over sex doll brothels seems 

to be on par with the Satantic panic of the 
‘80s, in terms of real-versus-perceived threat 
to society. The general consensus seems to 
be that female sex dolls, designed for men, 
are misogynistic hate crimes with function-
al genitalia. Again, these dolls are being ad-
vertised as “alternative(s) to companion-
ship,” not “female genocide.”

Aside from hacky comedians and inter-
net memes, I have yet to see a single, seri-
ous objection, on the part of men, regard-
ing sex toys designed for women. In fact, 
I know plenty of dudes who use dildos on 
their partners. No confident man (or wom-
an) should be threatened by something 
that requires a USB charger to facilitate an 
orgasm. I know, as the world’s greatest lov-
er, that my male ego will never be so frag-
ile as to be threatened by anything named 
“Rabbit,” unless we’re talking rap battles. 
Still, according to neo-fauxmenist bloggers 
everywhere, sex dolls designed for men 
usually fall somewhere between Swasti-
kas and Confederate Flags, in terms of what 
they represent.

That was, until last month, when news 
headlines announced the next advance-
ment in cutting-edge technology, designed 
for women, set to hit the market by 2019. 
Someone better Tweet to @BellHooks, be-
cause the gender gap has closed! Ladies, 
gentlemen, non-binary and androgynous, 
the first male sex doll, designed for wom-
en, has hit the market. And, according to 
all the progressive, super-woke, feminist-al-
lied media outlets, what does it offer? Male 
companionship? An alternative to players 
and pick-up artists? A safe replacement for 
predatory men? No, of course not...accord-
ing to the headlines, this new male sex doll 
features “BIONIC PENIS.” With a firm jawline, 
chiseled abs, blue eyes and white skin, this 
poster boy for the ideal Aryan cyborg fea-
tures unbeatable, super-advanced robot 
cock. 

Okay, let’s review. The community of sup-
posed neckbeards and misogynists who 
survive on a diet of Mt. Dew and rape jokes 
is pushing for dolls that offer “companion-
ship.” These dolls are being shunned for ob-
jectifying women, by the same news outlets 
that are now screaming from the mountain 
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tops about “bionic penis.” Something some-
thing equality of the sexes, blah blah hypoc-
risy, yadda yadda current year. To quote the 
general MGTOW sentiment, “If it makes men 
happy with no bene�t to women, it’s op-
pression. If it makes women happy with no 
bene�t to men, it’s empowering.” This may 
be a jaded, if not extreme, view of the sexes, 
but goddamn if it isn’t true (at least when it 
comes to the public perception of sex dolls).

Radical fauxmenists will tell you that sex 
dolls are not only a threat to women, but 
that they reduce women to their sexual 
components (while, at the same time, shop-
ping for dildos). What’s even more ironic, is 
that if the argument that male utility can be 
replaced by robots, that’s something men 
learned centuries ago. Why do you think we 
have unions battling automation? Where 
men can be replaced, they’ve already been 
replaced. But, if the only utility o�ered by 
women, to men, was sex, Las Vegas would 
look like Detroit by now. The great sex ro-
bot takeover would have gone down in the 
early ‘80s, putting all the sex workers out 
of business and leaving abandoned broth-
els all over Nevada. But, as it turns out, “es-
corts” do just that. Guys enjoy the compa-
ny of a beautiful woman for more reasons 
than coitus.

So, these male sex dolls, which are being 
touted as a straight up “replacement for 
men” (not “male companionship,” not “pred-
atory men,” but just “men”) are applauded 
for having “bionic cock.” Nowhere in the ad-
vertisements regarding sex dolls designed 
for men is there a claim that the dolls can 
replace women altogether, rendering them 
useless to society. The only regressive ob-
jection I’ve seen to sex dolls designed for fe-
males is that they are “heteronormative,” but 
I’m guessing that this was a buzzword used 
for garnish, as I’ve never met a gay dude 
that wants �acid cock from a fat man (news 
�ash, bloggers: men don’t care about media 
representations of body image, otherwise 
Homer Simpson would have hit the gym at 
least once). 

So, what does this say about gender dynam-
ics?

Well, men want companionship and women 
want a good, hard cock. The ways in which 
sex dolls are being marketed speak volumes 
to the actual desires of men and women, 
as well as what society is currently lacking 
in terms of what men and women have to 
o�er. Unlike the postmodern bullshit that 
�oats around in most causal dialogue re-
garding sex-positivity, gender norms, etc., 
the reality of our sex drives is currently be-
ing measured by the market, and the style 

of sex dolls being sold re�ects (gasp) tradi-
tional standards of beauty. As a general rule, 
women are hypergamous, i.e., they want 
bigger, better and more. So, they get bionic 
cock. As a general rule, men are neotenous, 
meaning that we desire youth and fertility. 
So, we get Asian girls with giant boobs. Any 
�rst-year Gender Studies student can ar-
gue all they want about how Amy Schum-
er is just as beautiful as Megan Fox, or how 
women desire Peter Gri�n as much as they 
do Channing Tatum, but the market will de-
cide which dolls sell and which dolls col-
lect dust in the warehouse. Go ahead. De-
sign a �ve-foot-�ve male sex doll, with a soy 
body, cardigan sweater, organic scarf and 
average-to-small-sized cock. Advertise that 
he comes complete with “bionic respect for 

women” and a liberal studies degree. See 
how well that shit sells.

Returning to the beginning of this article, 
what attracts people to simulation games, 
such as Second Life? Well, if I’m an over-
weight, introverted, awkward person in 
real life, I can either choose to become a 
strip club DJ and work myself up to Edito-
rial Chief for a kick-ass magazine that ap-
peals to beautiful women, or I could design 
a Second Life character with chiseled abs, 
sick afro, business suit and all the stu� that 
makes ladies wet. The third option, that be-
ing a daily workout routine, complete with 
self-re�ection, discipline and responsibility, 
is achievable, but it takes too much e�ort. 
But, if I put my mind to it and had robotic 
dick surgery, I could become the man that 
women are paying to fuck. With enough ef-
fort, kindness, exercise and self-awareness, 

any woman could become the sex doll that 
their boyfriend replaced them with. And 
this, my friends, is the curse of the post-
modern narrative. Sadly, most people are 
attracted to physically �t, honest and posi-
tive people. Sex dolls are proving this. Oth-
erwise, there would be breast size options 
on the male dolls and an option for the fe-
male dolls to come with recurring billing ev-
ery few months, backed by the threat of jail 
time.

The types of sex dolls being marketed speak 
volumes to what actual men and wom-
en are lacking, in terms of sexual market-
place value. You can’t sell water to a �sh. 
People seek out what is not currently avail-
able, to meet needs that aren’t being met. 
The sex dolls being marketed to women re-
�ect a style of man that would be labeled 
as a proponent of “toxic masculinity” or “al-
pha male bullshit.” In reality, there are only 
so many sensitive male feminists a girl can 
take home, before she forgets what it feels 
like to orgasm. The types of sex dolls being 
marketed to men would be labeled as “op-
pressed, silenced” women who are “sex ob-
jects” and nothing more. In reality, there are 
only so many “accept me at my worst and 
deal with whatever STD I bring home from 
Coachella” women that a man can date, be-
fore he just wants to cut out the bullshit and 
have someone to cuddle with. Sex dolls are 
the canary in the gender war coal mine. Go 
ahead and argue all you want about body 
image and gender roles, but the market 
doesn’t lie. Right now, men are paying thou-
sands of dollars to avoid being cheated on, 
given an STD or having their incomes tak-
en away. Women are paying thousands of 
dollars for a hard cock, attached to man that 
doesn’t work at Starbucks.

Post-article disclaimer to make sure folks 
know I’m not some problematic caveman: 
does this article completely ignore the LGBT 
angle? Very much so. But, unlike straight men 
and women, gay people are judged regard-
ing their bedroom habits almost immediate-
ly upon meeting someone, whether overtly 
or unconsciously. So, I’m just gonna assume 
that the LGBT community is light years ahead 
of the straight demographic, in terms of deal-
ing with judgment related to sexual practic-
es. This article is “heteronormative” because, 
well, the idea of fucking a plastic woman or-
dered from a website promoted by a monkey 
who �ings poop, or purchasing a robot man 
with a “bionic dick” are, arguably, topics for 
straight dudes and hetero chicks. 
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Last month, several “news” outlets re-port-
ed a story regarding President Trump, in 
which The Donald supposedly spanked 
a pornstar, Stormy Daniels, with a copy 
of Forbes. This isn’t exactly a recent in-
cident, but apparently the hush money 
just ran out. I mean, does anyone actual-
ly read magazines anymore? In response, 
the porn industry echoed a sentiment—
that being, “We don’t want to be associat-
ed with Trump. Please don’t put his name 
in the same news headlines as us.”

Pornstars don’t want to have their repu-
tation tainted by the leader of the free 
world—now that is something. We’re talk-
ing about an industry whose product cat-
egories range from “teen creampie” to 
“pregnant gangbang,” not wanting to be 
associated with an arguably successful, 
powerful person. How awful do you have 
to be, to have your shittiness outshine 
your trillions of dollars? I mean, I’m not the 
most radical leftist, but goddamn, Don-
ald...you done fucked up hard. Give it a few 
years and we’ll be reading headlines, such 
as, “Ku Klux Klan Fears Trump Endorse-
ment Has Hurt Recruitment Numbers” or 
“10 Ways The Trump Administration Has 
Harmed Country Music.” The Donald’s abil-
ity to burn his most stable bridges actually 
makes me jealous—the guy is like Kanye 
West, minus any talent or humility. But, 
this isn’t a political think piece about the 
current state of things. Rather, I’d like to go 
back through the years and draw atten-
tion to the relationships other presidents 

have shared with the adult entertainment 
industry.

Believe it or not, various Commander-In-
Chiefs have had unique relationships with 
the porn industry. Yes, even our most re-
cent golden child, Big Poppa Barack. But, 
let’s start back when the porn industry 
was still extremely underground.

J.F.K.

The relationship between Marilyn Monroe 
and Kennedy isn’t exactly a secret—I’m 
pretty sure they include a section about it 
in history textbooks. But, it is worth not-
ing, simply because Marilyn appeared 
nude in the �rst issue of Playboy and, in 
the early ‘50s, Playboy was the closest 
thing to RedTube or Hustler. Hell, even Ex-
otic would be considered super hardcore, 
by the standards of yesteryear. The then-
President was said to have been having an 
a�air with Monroe, as on his 45th birthday, 
Marilyn gave Kennedy the equivalent of a 
private dance, while singing “Happy Birth-
day” in a sultry fashion. This has become 
a meme and it’s not exactly a dark secret.

What most folks don’t know about, is that 
Kennedy was a documented freak. Two in-
cidents speak to J.F.K.’s dark, sexual past, in 
a way that would make tabloids, even in 
the current year. First, we have the White 
House intern and former church adminis-
trator, Mimi Alford. At only 19, Mimi claims 
her virginity was taken by Kennedy, who 
had previously requested that she per-

form sexual acts on the President’s friends, 
while J.F.K. watched. Now, 19 in the days 
of J.F.K., adjusted for sexual marketplace 
value in�ation, is on par with 35 to 40, in 
2018 years. But, what was not socially ac-
cepted in the ‘50s and ‘60s, was J.F.K.’s re-
lationship with male friend Lem Billings. 
According to Billings, he and Kennedy—
friends since prep school—shared sever-
al rounds of oral sex, with Billings always 
being on the receiving end. I always cite 
Kennedy as “one of the good ones,” when 
explaining politics to my girlfriends, but 
man, that was some progressive shit right 
there—blowjobs in the oval o�ce, before 
television was colorized. Plus, there are no 
search results for “stain on dress,” when 
searching Kennedy’s sex scandal details—
Monica could learn a thing or two from 
J.F.K., about the bene�ts of spitting versus 
swallowing.

Nixon

Dick Nixon is somewhat of an enigma. 
Even though his administration is syn-
onymous with “political scandals” in ev-
ery sense of the word, there is very little 
evidence to suggest that Nixon ever had 
an a�air with a pornstar. And, let’s not kid 
ourselves here—Pat Nixon wasn’t exact-
ly Michelle Obama or Melania Trump, in 
terms of sex appeal. So, it is pretty ironic 
that Nixon is directly (if not, accidental-
ly) responsible for the mainstream accep-
tance of pornography.

The Watergate scandal, in which Nixon’s 
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team pulled some GTA V-type tactics to 
obtain access to secret, government doc-
uments from the Democrats, put Nixon 
on the map. This incident involved wire-
tapping, coverups and all sorts of cool 
shit, that for some reason, has yet to be 
made into a feature-length Hollywood 
�lm. However, what was turned 
into a mainstream, cinematic re-
lease, was a porn �lm titled Deep 
Throat. Although the plot and 
production value of Deep Throat 
was nothing special, in terms of 
attracting a larger audience than 
other spank �icks in the ‘70s, the 
�lm’s title was also used as a nick-
name, to refer to one of the Wa-
tergate incident’s most famous 
informants. This is on par with 
a porn �lm titled “Kato” hitting 
the theaters during the O.J. tri-
als. So, much like the creator of 
Pepe The Frog had to publicly 
distance himself from the am-
phibian meme’s association with 
the alt-right, Nixon attempted to 
draw attention away from his scandal, by 
calling for a boycott of Deep Throat. But, 
unlike the creator of a sabotaged meme, 
Nixon’s attempts to “boycott porn, be-
cause porn” were ridiculously extreme, 
and due to time and place, they back�red. 
With the then-President calling for arrests 
of the producers, actors and exhibitors of 
the �lm Deep Throat, naturally, the porn-
viewing public did what any other purvey-
ors of porn would do—and they support-
ed the �lm in droves. “You can’t do that,” in 
the 1970s, translated to “Fuck, not only are 
they doing it, but they’re doing it in large 
numbers.” Porn was not immune to this 
rule. So, in short, Nixon invented the Strei-
sand e�ect (telling people not to look at 
something, makes them want to look at it). 
If only Nixon’s war on drugs had the same 
e�ect as his war on porn.

Reagan

Ronald Reagan is a G-rated sweetheart of 
a President. Known for opening the door 
for Trump (and, by 2020, Oprah or The 
Rock), Reagan was our country’s �rst ce-
lebrity-turned-President, having earned 
his Hollywood star by making a movie 
about putting a monkey to bed. Reagan’s 
wife, Nancy, had an odd amount of sex ap-
peal for an older woman, but she never 
appeared nude in her mid-50s. However, 

the couple’s daughter, Patti Reagan, did. A 
few years ago, in a 2011 issue of More (no, 
I’ve never heard of it, either), Patti Reagan 
posed nude...at 58 years old! I can’t �nd 
the photos, but I’m already gonna give her 
props. Any post-menopausal woman with 
the guts to strip down for the masses is my 

kind of lady. But, this was not Patti’s �rst 
time showing o� her Ronalds and Nancy.

In 1994, Patti posed nude in, and on the 
cover of, Playboy. Even though she used 
her interview to open up about her history 
of drug addiction and other personal trau-
mas, the most controversial element of 
Patti’s 1994 appearance in Playboy was the 
cover shoot, in which Patti appears top-
less, with the hands of a muscular, black 
male covering her breasts. This may seem 
like Nickelodeon material today, but in the 
conservative ‘80s, race relations were on 
par with, well, current levels of tension. 
Something about a celebrity-turned-pol-
itician breeds racism...I have no idea why 
this is and maybe it will change once Den-
zel runs (“Washington For Washington” is 
a damn good slogan, just sayin’). Let’s just 
say that the First Daughter having her nips 
covered up by a sweaty brotha, like an ad 
for Spike Lee Fragrance, rattled some con-
servative cages (even in the mid-’90s).

Clinton

Okay, this is an easy one—the dude has an 
entire Wikipedia page dedicated to wom-
en who have �led sexual assault charges 
against good ol’ Slick Willie, but his wife 
ran for president as a feminist, so...I guess 
he’s o� the hook? Looking past cigars and 

stains, though, one will �nd a pretty amaz-
ing photo of Bill Clinton �oating around 
the inter-webs, with Bill sharing one hell of 
a smile with porn actresses Brooklyn Lee 
and Tasha Reign.

For whatever reason, these two adult star-
lets were at the same dinner as 
Clinton. The girls saw Bill from 
across the way, and according to 
reputable news source and mod-
ern day A.P. substitute, TMZ, Lee 
claims “Secret Service guy called 
(Lee) back and (to) come over and 
hang out and take pictures and 
stu�. (Bill)’s really, really sweet. 
I just told him that I loved him, I 
thought he was a great President 
and he just kind of winked and 
smiled.” Bill Clinton later claimed 
to have no idea who the porn 
starlets were, but having become 
accustomed to gorgeous, sexy 
women, I’m assuming that it was 
just another day in Willieland. 
This is literally the most dirt I can 

�nd on the guy—which, is of no surprise. 
When you’re swimming in pussy, a few ex-
tra drops don’t even hit your radar.

Obama

And, with this, we conclude our list of 
presidential relationships with pornstars, 
in trend with the digital age. Although his 
wife is bangin’ and he has no history of sex 
scandals, it is not Obama himself that gets 
Barack’s administration a spot in this list, 
but his Twitter account. The veri�ed, blue-
checkmarked, totally-not-run-by-a-team-
of-interns Twitter account, @BarackObama 
follows dozens and dozens of pornstars. 
From Asa Akira to Nikki Benz, several of 
the accounts followed by Obama are run 
by pornstars, with bios such as “I have an 
award-winning asshole” (Joanna Angel). 
Does this mean that Barack is secretly sex-
tweeting with our fellow adult entertain-
ers? Probably not. But, in a perfect world, 
the man has at least used his power once 
or twice, to put a smile on the face of a 
working girl. If any of our former Presi-
dents can be trusted with naked women, 
I’m gonna put my bets on Obama. And, 
no—I’m not a fan of the mass deporta-
tions, wars for oil or de�cit that his admin-
istration left behind. But, at least he seems 
the type to ask before grabbing a pussy.

 e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m  3 5



To me, Valentine’s Day brings memories of 
exchanging Valentine’s cards with friends 
and frienemies in elementary school. The 
anxiety induced in that maudlin holiday is 
indescribable, particularly, how to select a 
card that encapsulates/obscures my feelings 
for everyone in my class, because if you are 
going to give one person a card, you have to 
give EVERYONE a card—because Commu-
nism, that’s why. Do you want candy, Helen? 
Then, you have to be a happy Communist 
and participate.

I wonder how many trees were cut down to 
make those Ninja Turtles and Batman cards 
that filled my pink construction paper heart 
pocket and expressed such sentiments such 
as, “You’re bodacious,” “I love you more than 
pizza!” or “When Batman activates his bat-
computer, it says you’re the one for me!” Now 
I suppose it’s Frozen and Hamilton-flavored 
cards and, next year, it will be something else 
filling our landfills.

Are there Gorlillaz Valentine’s cards yet? 
Someone should get on that. Ah, a Google 
search tells me, yes, someone has got on 
that. Good for them.

It’s baffling to me, that when something be-
comes successful in American pop culture, 
someone is there to capitalize on it in the 
most banal way. And, where is this more evi-
dent than in Valentine’s Day cards? You can 
buy cards for nearly every remotely popular 
franchise and this has even promoted fans 
to make tribute cards to share them on In-
stagram and Pinterest—full of corny puns 
tied to the latest pop culture obsessions, be 
it Rick and Morty, Stranger Things or even 
Grumpy Cat.

What content creator dreams of their pre-
cious characters one day being so dispens-
able, that they are published on hundreds of 
thousands of small pieces of paper, next to 
cheesy phrases? Was the original designer of 
Slimer from Ghostbusters sketching out ideas 
with a green-colored pencil thinking, “How 

will this look on a three-by-four inch Valen-
tine’s card and will someone be able to pull 
off a pun that doesn’t make everyone think 
of a money shot?”

The word “shot” makes me think of Reservoir 
Dogs. Has someone made Reservoir Dogs 
Valentine’s Day cards yet? Someone should 
really get on that.

Maybe you, dear reader, would like to play 
along? Simply think of your beloved’s favor-

ite pop culture obsession and make your 
own card, with a double entendre in that lex-
icon. Be your paramour’s interest lie in film, 
comics, video games, television or internet 
memes, with a little creativity, you can make 
something that they will cherish for a whole 
2.5 seconds.

Here is where you’ll have to stretch your 
thinking muscle, take a cliché love idiom 
and twist it somehow to make it a riff on 

that character’s backstory. Shall I give you 
an idea to get you started? Take the phrase, 
“head over heels.” Trade one word with an-
other—Kylo Ren or a Storm Trooper might 
say, “I’m helmet over heels in love with you, 
Valentine!” Or, say the character has some 
recognizable shoes—Cyndi Lauper could be 
saying, “I’m head over kinky boots for you, 
cutie.” Congrats, you played along. Slow clap.

Every card riffs on a familiar phrase from 
poetry or songs. Try writing ones based on 
phrases like, “We are a match made in heav-
en” (retch), or “I’m sweet on you,” “You had 
me at hello,” “Your love fills my heart” (gag) 
or go Shakespearian, with a variation on “if 
music be the food of love, play on.”

Which brings me to my favorite Valentine’s 
cliché—a phrase so baffling, it keeps poets 
up at night, pondering its origin and mean-
ing. It’s in a cringe-inducing Stevie Wonder 
song and on so many Hallmark cards, that 
you could stack them and reach Lady Liber-
ty’s boob. I’m talking, of course, about, “I love 
you from the bottom of my heart.”

The bottom is where the best love comes 
from (obviously), like a bottle of wine with 
sediment. Perhaps it means, “I love you from 
the heart located in my bottom” (a cute nick-
name for the prostate). When you read this 
phrase in a card, or hear it in a schmaltzy bal-
lad, you will no longer be able to resist think-
ing of it as a stand in for, “Please stimulate my 
bottom heart, gently at first and after you’ve 
cut your nails. Happy Valentine’s Day.” 

Dr. Helen Shepard is a Clinical Sexologist based 
in Eugene. You can contact Helen with any 
sex-related questions or show off your custom 
made Star Trek: TNG Valentine’s before you hit 
“send” and totally blow it with that cute co-
worker in accounting. Helen can be reached at 
EugeneSexology@Gmail.com.
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This essay is third in a series, based on the sug-
gested writing assignments in Antero Alli’s The 
Eight-Circuit Brain. 

Each essay in this series delves into a specific 
circuit. This essay combines (C2) emotional 
power and (C6) psychic intuition, uniting both 
to open the doors of perception that raise em-
pathy and deflect conflict.

Alli’s system of eight-circuit praxis emphasizes 
the psycho-spiritual with exercises that link the 
body, mind and spirit complex. It’s my opinion 
that this is the most accessible occult curricu-
lum available because of its rejection of dogma. 

A brief history lesson: Timothy Leary created 
the eight-circuit model of consciousness the-
ory with the intent to map intelligence and 
experiential knowledge. Robert Anton Wilson 
expanded the model. Alli developed it into an 
exploratory practice. 

My definitions of the eight circuits change as I 
continue my on-going experiments. Currently, I 
label them as (C1) bio security, (C2) emo power, 
(C3) logos, (C4) community, (C5) pleasure, (C6) 
psychic intuition, (C7) synchronicity and (C8) 
dream. 

The circuits run in pairs: C1/C5, C2/C6, C3/C7 
and C4/C8. My previous essays handled them 
individually, but it made more sense to com-
bine C2/C6 here, because it would be too pe-
dantic to solely give the spotlight to my inner 
Morrissey.

***

What I’m about to share with you can be used 
against me forever. I should be more reluc-
tant to disclose my psychological processes 
to a bunch of strangers reading a titty maga-
zine, but what the hell? Most of this is prob-
ably on Facebook, anyway.

Herein is my confession, of dualistic emotion-
al biases, which falls under the second circuit, 
because it rules emotions, feelings, bound-
aries, status and power. It’s the dominion 
of domination/submission, in all its internal 
and external emanations. This is where nega-
tive and positive emotional biases form and 
amass. 

After acknowledging these biases, I thought 
my life would get easier. Instead, I’ve found 
myself at the end of a relationship and at the 
beginning of deeper self-awareness. 

I’ll start with the negative emotional biases, 
because that’s where my mind automatically 
turns first. 

Upon closer inspection, I’ve learned that I 
discredit my own feelings when someone 
discounts them. I second guess myself and 
worry I must be wrong. This is unhealthy, be-
cause all feelings are valid, even when they’re 
ridiculous. Even though I know that to be 
true, I’m easily bullied by anyone who has 
a hold of my heart. I turn into the opposite 
of my normal-spirited self. I shrink. I falter. I 
wither.

I handed an ex-boyfriend a real-time journal, 
of all the moments I felt myself falling in love 
with him. I thought it was one of the sweet-
est things I ever did for someone. The end-
ing included my feelings of abandonment 
when he ghosted me for two weeks to go on 
a drinking binge, before he soberly dumped 
me upon his return. I didn’t try to get back 
together with him—I simply gave him the ro-
mance diary as a memento, since I only wrote 
it to give to him someday. 

“I’ll come back for you,” he told me. But, 
somehow, I was the manipulative one. I qu-
estioned whether it was true—had I uncon-
sciously been manipulative, when I gave him 
the love ballad? Was I that much of a diaboli-
cal mastermind? I stupidly questioned my-
self and considered it. I later chalked it up to 
dodging a bullet. Words of wisdom: if he’s an 
avid Guided By Voices fan, RUN. 

During this reflective exercise, I also realized 
I negate my emotions when I get too hope-
ful. Unconsciously, I’m afraid that all positiv-
ity is phony baloney and what I want will be 
taken away from me, before I can even enjoy 
it. Abandon, lest ye be abandoned. I’m eager 
to undo this imprint, before I ruin yet another 
chance at bliss.

Before I wallow in my deepest regret, let’s flip 
the script to positive emotional biases. 

I’m a lover, not a fighter. I thrive on collabora-
tion, not conflict. I’m a bit introverted, but I 
love my people. I’m pretty good at trusting 
my initial feelings, but it feels even nicer and 
validating, when I discuss a matter with the 
people closest to me. And, they corroborate 
and expound perspective.

I usually trust my misgivings, when I step 
back and see the bigger picture. I’m analyti-
cal by nature, so I tend to look for patterns. 

If my apprehension intuitively identifies an 
overarching recurrence, I know I can contin-
ue to trust my gut and its 500 billion neurons. 
My gut has helped me immensely in life. I 
think it’s absolutely linked to the psychic in-
tuition of the sixth circuit. 

That raises the sixth circuit conundrum: is it 
enhanced perception or paranoia?

I like how Alli calls accelerated perception a 
state of being “unsane,” which he says is “be-
yond sanity, but also not insane.” Full disclo-
sure: I unabashedly consider myself unsane. 
Life would be so boring without a little magic.

Alas, the line between intuition and paranoia 
sometimes blurs for me. I fine tune Channel 
6 and look for associations attached to the 
subject at hand. If there’s reluctance or mis-
trust, I check myself and ask if I’m just expect-
ing the worst because of my own negative 
emotional biases and past experiences. I turn 
inward and search for patterns within myself. 
I turn outward and look for patterns in others. 
If I recognize a behavioral pattern, it confirms 
my intuition is on point. Familiar bad territory 
always hard-wires my gut to send me hesita-
tion. 

It’s counterintuitive, but it’s harder for me to 
accept positive intuitions. I often stress I’m 
being too delusional and self-important. It’s 
much more difficult for me to receive a good 
feeling with hope and optimism. Back to that 
imprint of self-doubt and self-sabotage, dis-
guised as self-preservation, that I’m working 
hard to undo. It’s such a parasite. 

The psycho-spiritual elixir of (C2) emo pow-
er and (C6) psychic intuition reminds me to 
control what’s in my actual realm of control. I 
can’t set fire to a possibility, so that I can avoid 
a possible fire. That’s success avoidance and it 
needs to be avoided. Instead, I must accept 
circumstance without expectation—love, 
without harming myself in the process. And, 
always trust my gut, which will warn me, if 
you use any of this confessional to mess with 
my head later. 

Jaime Dunkle mixes the profound and the pro-
fane in her prose, with an altruism that stems 
from a tenure as a journalist. Jaime’s stories 
range from fiction to personal narrative and of-
ten blur between the two. For more info go to: 
JaimeDunkle.com or @JaimeDunkle. No creep-
ers allowed.
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S T R I P  C L U B S
ACROPOLIS 1  FOOD LOTTERY
8325 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 231-9611
Daily 10:30am-2:30am
THE AFTER PARTY & STRIP CLUB 2
301 NW 4th Ave | (971) 266-3279
Mon-Sat 8pm-4am
BOTTOMS UP! 5  FOOD LOTTERY
16900 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 621-9844
Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am
CABARET 7  FOOD LOTTERY
17544 SE Stark St | (503) 252-3529
Daily 2pm-2:30am
CASA DIABLO 46  FOOD LOTTERY
2839 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 222-6600
Daily 2pm-2:30am
CLUB PLAY PEN 30  FOOD LOTTERY
6210 NE Columbia Blvd | (503) 281-3212
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 2pm-2am
CLUB ROUGE 48  FOOD LOTTERY
403 SW Stark St | (503) 227-3936
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 2pm-2am 
CLUB SINROCK 23  FOOD LOTTERY
12035 NE Glisan  St | (503) 889-0332
Daily 2pm-2:30am 
COLUMBIA STRIP 32  FOOD LOTTERY
605 N Columbia Blvd | (503) 289-1351
Daily 11am-1am
DANCIN’ BARE 11  FOOD LOTTERY
8440 N Interstate Ave | (503) 285-9073
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
DEVILS POINT 12  FOOD LOTTERY
5305 SE Foster Rd | (503) 774-4513
Daily 11am-2:30am 
DREAM ON SALOON 16  FOOD LOTTERY
15920 SE Stark St | (503) 253-8765
Daily 11:30am-2am
DUSK ‘TIL DAWN: CASA DIABLO II 80  FOOD  LOTTERY
8845 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 222-6610
Daily 2pm-2:30am
DV8 17  FOOD LOTTERY
5021 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 788-7178
Daily 2pm-2:15am
THE GOLD CLUB 72  FOOD LOTTERY
17180 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 908-1177
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-12am
HAWTHORNE STRIP 19  FOOD LOTTERY
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 232-9516
Daily 2pm-2:30am
KING’S  15  FOOD LOTTERY
13550 SE Powell Blvd | (971) 703-4248
Daily Noon-2am
KIT KAT CLUB 69  FOOD LOTTERY
231 SW Ankeny St | (503) 208-3229
Daily 5pm-2:30am
LUCKY DEVIL LOUNGE 47  FOOD LOTTERY
633 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 206-7350
Daily 11am-2:30am
MARY’S CLUB 25  FOOD LOTTERY
129 SW Broadway | (503) 227-3023
Daily 11:30am-2:30am

MYSTIC GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 52  FOOD LOTTERY
9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523
Daily 10am-2:30am
PIRATE’S COVE 29  FOOD LOTTERY
7417 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 287-8900
Daily 2pm-2:30am
REVEAL LOUNGE 4  FOOD LOTTERY
8345 SW Barbur Blvd | TBA
Daily 2pm-2am
RIVERSIDE CORRAL 31  FOOD LOTTERY
545 SE Tacoma St | (503) 232-6813
Mon-Sat 10am-2:30am, Sun 1pm-1am
ROSE CITY STRIP 10  FOOD LOTTERY
3620 SE 35th Pl | (503) 760-8128
Daily 3pm-2:30am
THE RUNWAY GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 55  FOOD LOTTERY
1735 SE Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 640-4086
Mon-Wed  Noon-1am, Thu-Fri Noon-2:30am, 
Sat 4pm-2:30am & Sun 4pm-1am
SCARLET LOUNGE 60  FOOD LOTTERY
12646 SE Division St | (503) 477-4318 
Daily 10am-2:30am
SHIMMERS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 40  FOOD LOTTERY
8000 SE Foster Rd | (971) 230-0047
Daily 10am-2:30am 
SKINN GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 21  FOOD 
4523 NE 60th Ave | (503) 288-9771
Sun-Thu 10am-2am, Fri-Sat 10am-1am
SPEARMINT RHINO 65  FOOD LOTTERY
15826 SE Division St | (503) 894-9219
4pm-2:30am Daily
SPYCE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 49  FOOD LOTTERY
33 NW 2nd Ave | (503) 243-4646
Sun-Thu 6pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 3pm-2:30am
STARS CABARET BRIDGEPORT 50  FOOD
17939 SW McEwan Rd | (503) 726-2403
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am
THE SUNSET STRIP 37  FOOD LOTTERY
10205 SW Park Way | (503) 297-8466
Mon-Fri 11:30am-2:30am, Sat 4pm-2:30am,
Sun 5pm-2:30am
TOMMY’S TOO 39  FOOD
10335 SE Foster Rd | (503) 432-8238
Daily 10am-2am
WHISPERS 67
8102 NE Killingsworth St | (971) 255-1039
Daily 11am-3am 
XPOSE 70  FOOD LOTTERY
10140 SW Canyon Rd | (503) 430-5364
Daily 3pm-2:30am

E V E R Y T H I N G  E L S E
ADAM & EVE 121
9220 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 224-1604
Mon-Thu 11am-9pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm,
Sun 12pm-6pm
ALL ADULT VIDEO 103
14555 SE McLoughlin Blvd | (503) 652-2004
Daily 24 hours
ARMCHAIR FAMILY VIDEO 105
3205 SE Milwaukie Ave | (503) 477-5446
Mon-Fri 11am-6pm, Sat 11am-5pm 
CATALYST: A SEX POSITIVE PLACE 171
5224 SE Foster Rd | (503) 726-9930
Hours vary by events
CINDIE’S 109
8201 SE Powell Blvd #H | (503) 771-9979
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun 11am-10pm
FANTASY FOR ADULTS ONLY (5) 180
3137 NE Sandy Blvd | (503) 239-6969
Daily 24 hours
1703 W Burnside St | (503) 295-6969
Daily 10am-3am
10720 SW Beaverton-Hillsdale Hwy
(503) 235-6969
Daily 10am-10pm
15536 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 203-6969
Daily 10am-Midnight
6440 SW Coronado St | (503) 244-6969
Daily 24 Hours
FANTASYLAND (2) 116
5228 SE Foster Rd | (503) 775-0094
Daily 24 hours
16016 SE 82nd Dr | (503) 655-4667
Daily 24 hours
FAT COBRA VIDEO 118
5940 N Interstate Ave | (503) 247-DICK (3425)
Mon-Fri 6am-3am, Sat-Sun 24 hours
FSO 147
833 SE Main St #232 | (503) 490-6985
Tue-Sat 12pm-6pm
HEAD EAST 164
13250 SE Division St | (503) 761-3777
Sun-Thu 10am-9pm, Fri-Sat 10am-10pm
HOT BOX 157
4589 SW Watson Ave | (503) 574-4057
Mon-Sat 11am-10pm, Sun 11am-9pm
LIBERATED WORLD 123
10660 SE Division St | (503) 257-6881
Daily 24 hours
MR. PEEP’S / MR. PEEP’S TOO (2) 162
13355 SW Henry St | (503) 643-6645
20625 SW TV Hwy, Aloha OR | (503) 356-5624
Daily 24 hours
OREGON THEATER 127
3530 SE Division St | (503) 232-7469
Daily from 12pm
PARADISE ADULT SUPERSTORE 128
14712 SE Stark St | (503) 255-9414
Daily 24 hours
PASSIONATE DREAMS  130
6644 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 775-6665
Daily 10am-4am

PEEP HOLE 131
709 SE 122nd Ave | (503) 257-8617
Daily 24 hours
PUSSYCATS 134
3414 NE 82nd Ave | (503) 384-2794
5226 SE Foster  Rd | (971) 255-0133
5141 SW Beaverton-Hillsdale Hwy | (503) 245-4393
Daily 24 hours
SHEENA’S G SPOT 137
8315 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 972-1111
Daily 24 hours
SILVER SPOON 139
8521 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 245-0489
Mon-Sat 10am-7pm, Sun 11am-5pm
SPARTACUS LEATHERS 141
300 SW 12th Ave | (503) 224-2604
Mon-Wed 10am-11pm, Thu-Sat 10am-12am,
Sun 12pm-9pm
SYLVIA’S PLAYHOUSE 163
8226 NE Fremont St | (503) 568-4090
Daily 24 hours
TABOO VIDEO (4) 144
Downtown: 311 NW Broadway | (503) 227-3443 
Portland: 237 SE MLK Blvd | (503) 239-1678
Portland: 2330 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 777-6033
Vancouver: 4811 NE 94th Ave | (360) 254-1126
Daily 24 hours
TORCHED ILLUSIONS 149
17935 SW Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 259-2310
Daily 6am-2am
TORCHED ILLUSIONS II 169
12963 SW Pacific Hwy | (503) 430-5140
Daily 10am-12am
TRUE’S LINGERIE SHOPPE 114
1720 NW Lovejoy St, Suite 216 | (503) 964-3732
Tue-Sat 2pm-6pm
THE RED DOOR 172
314 W Burnside St, Suite 300
Daily 24 hours
THE VELVET ROPE 101
3533 SE César E Chávez Ave | (971) 271-7064
Thu 8pm-2am, Fri-Sat 8:30pm-4am,
Sun 8pm-2am

D I S P E N S A R I E S
MARIJUANA PARADISE G
9663 SW Barbur Blvd | (503) 206-7462
Daily 10am-8pm
NECTAR - NE SANDY B
3350 NE Sandy Blvd | (971) 703-4777
NECTAR - MISSISSIPPI D
4125 N Mississippi | (503) 206-4818
Daily 10am-11pm
NECTAR - SW PORTLAND E
10931 SW 53rd Avenue | (503) 477-8800
Daily 10am-11pm

DOWNTOWN PORTLAND

48

19

144

141

25

NW EVERETT ST. 
NW EVERETT ST. 

SW
 1

4T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

3T
H 

AV
E.

NE COUCH ST.

NE DAVIS ST.

SE W
A

TER A
VE.

SE 3RD
 A

VE.

SE 2N
D

 A
VE.MORRISON BRIDGE

HAWTHORNE BRIDGE

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 11TH
 A

VE.

SE 12TH
 A

VE.

SE 13TH
 A

VE.
SE 13TH

 A
VE.

SE 14TH
 A

VE.

SE 8TH
 A

VE.

SE WASHINGTON ST.

SE ALDER ST.

SE MORRISON ST.

SE STARK ST.

SE OAK ST.

SE PINE ST.

SE ASH ST.

SE ANKENY ST.

W. BURNSIDE ST. W. BURNSIDE ST.
SW ANKENY ST.

E. BURNSIDE ST.

SW MADISON ST.

SW JEFFERSON ST.

SW
 B

RO
AD

W
AY

 A
VE

.

W MORRISON ST.

 
  

N
W

 2N
D

 A
VE.

N
W

 3RD
 A

VE.

N
W

 4TH
 A

VE.

 

NW DAVIS ST.

NW COUCH ST.

SW STARK ST.

SW OAK ST.

SW ASH ST.SW PINE ST.

SW
 3

RD
 A

VE
.

SW
 1

2T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

1T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

0T
H 

AV
E. SW

 6
TH

 A
VE

.
SW

 5
TH

 A
VE

.

SW
 2

N
D 

AV
E.

SW
 4

TH
 A

VE
.

SW MAIN ST.

SW SALMON ST.

SW TAYLOR ST.

SW ALDER ST.

SW WASHINGTON ST.

SE YAMHILL ST.

SE BELMONT ST.

SE TAYLOR ST.

SE SALMON ST.

SE MAIN ST.

SE MADISON ST.

SE HAWTHORNE ST.

SE M
A

RTIN
 LU

TH
ER KIN

G
 JR. BLVD

.

BURNSIDE BRIDGE
NE SANDY BLVD.

47

49

69

B

D

E

G

D U RH A M RD .

S
W

H
A

LL
B

LV
D

.

LO
WER

 B
OONES

FERRY RD .

K R U S E W A Y

L A K E
O S W E G O

TERW
ILL IG

ER
B

LV
D

.

M
C

L O
U

G
H

L IN
B

LV
D

.

3 2
n

d
A

V
E

.

8
2

n
d

A
V

E
.

S U N N Y S ID E R D .

F O S T E R R D .

D .

B U R N S ID E S T.

HALSEY ST .

GL ISAN ST .

SANDY BLVD.

Y
EO

N
S T.

S W B A R N E S
R D .

C O R N E L L R D .

CÉSAR E. CHÁVEZ BLVD

6
0

th
 

AV
E .

A IRPORT WAY

C O L U M B I A R I V E R

W
I

L

L
A

M E T T E
R I V

E
R

B E A VE R T O N - H I L L S D A L E HW Y .

S W C A N Y O N
R D .

C
E

D
A

R
H

I L L S
B LV D .

M
U

R
R

AY
 R

D
.

S P R IN G F IE L D R D .

F O R S Y T H E R D .

R E D L A N D R D .

1
8

1
st AVE.

M A R IN E D R .

S
E

G
R

A
N

D
A

V
E .

K
ER R

P K W Y

C O U N T R Y C L U B R D .

S
C

H
O

LL
S

F E
R

R Y
R

D
.

S W
O L ES O

N
RD .

P
AC

IF I C
H

W
Y.

V E T ER A N S M
EM

O
R IA

L
H

W
Y .

S W
S C H O L L S F E R R Y R D .

S
W

PA
C I

F I
C

H
W

Y.

B A N F IE L D E X P R E S S W A Y

137139

121

4

37

118

46

31
1

80

103 116

CLACKAMAS
TOWN CENTER

PORTLAND
INTERNATIONAL

AIRPORT

OREGON
CONVENTION
CENTER

OREGON
ZOO

WASHINGTON
SQUARE

67

21

29

144

148

163

109

123

STARK ST .

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE BLVD

128 16131

65

101

127

116

40

7

112

157

180

52

39

130

5

50

162

149

169

F E S S E N D E N S T.

L O M B A R D S T.

10
12

144

17

15

172

60

134
70

71

55

11

30

23

BURNSIDE  ST .

FREMONT ST .

K ILL INGSWORTH

M
LK

 JR
 B

LV
D

.

1
2

2
N

D
 A

V
E.SANDY BLVD.

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE  BLVD.

WOODSTOCK BLVD.

KING RD.

POWELL  BLVD.

COLUMBIA BLVD.

PORTL
AND R

D.

SKYL INE  BLVD.

171

164

180

180

180

180

180

134

105

32

134

2

114

147

48

19

144

141

25

NW EVERETT ST. 
NW EVERETT ST. 

SW
 1

4T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

3T
H 

AV
E.

NE COUCH ST.

NE DAVIS ST.

SE W
A

TER A
VE.

SE 3RD
 A

VE.

SE 2N
D

 A
VE.MORRISON BRIDGE

HAWTHORNE BRIDGE

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 11TH
 A

VE.

SE 12TH
 A

VE.

SE 13TH
 A

VE.
SE 13TH

 A
VE.

SE 14TH
 A

VE.

SE 8TH
 A

VE.

SE WASHINGTON ST.

SE ALDER ST.

SE MORRISON ST.

SE STARK ST.

SE OAK ST.

SE PINE ST.

SE ASH ST.

SE ANKENY ST.

W. BURNSIDE ST. W. BURNSIDE ST.
SW ANKENY ST.

E. BURNSIDE ST.

SW MADISON ST.

SW JEFFERSON ST.
SW

 B
RO

AD
W

AY
 A

VE
.

W MORRISON ST.

 
  

N
W

 2N
D

 A
VE.

N
W

 3RD
 A

VE.

N
W

 4TH
 A

VE.

 

NW DAVIS ST.

NW COUCH ST.

SW STARK ST.

SW OAK ST.

SW ASH ST.SW PINE ST.

SW
 3

RD
 A

VE
.

SW
 1

2T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

1T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

0T
H 

AV
E. SW

 6
TH

 A
VE

.
SW

 5
TH

 A
VE

.

SW
 2

N
D 

AV
E.

SW
 4

TH
 A

VE
.

SW MAIN ST.

SW SALMON ST.

SW TAYLOR ST.

SW ALDER ST.

SW WASHINGTON ST.

SE YAMHILL ST.

SE BELMONT ST.

SE TAYLOR ST.

SE SALMON ST.

SE MAIN ST.

SE MADISON ST.

SE HAWTHORNE ST.

SE M
A

RTIN
 LU

TH
ER KIN

G
 JR. BLVD

.

BURNSIDE BRIDGE
NE SANDY BLVD.

47

49

69

B

D

E

G

D U RH A M RD .

S
W

H
A

LL
B

LV
D

.

LO
WER

 B
OONES

FERRY RD .

K R U S E W A Y

L A K E
O S W E G O

TERW
ILL IG

ER
B

LV
D

.

M
C

L O
U

G
H

L IN
B

LV
D

.

3 2
n

d
A

V
E

.

8
2

n
d

A
V

E
.

S U N N Y S ID E R D .

F O S T E R R D .

D .

B U R N S ID E S T.

HALSEY ST .

GL ISAN ST .

SANDY BLVD.

Y
EO

N
S T.

S W B A R N E S
R D .

C O R N E L L R D .

CÉSAR E. CHÁVEZ BLVD

6
0

th
 

AV
E .

A IRPORT WAY

C O L U M B I A R I V E R

W
I

L

L
A

M E T T E
R I V

E
R

B E A VE R T O N - H I L L S D A L E HW Y .

S W C A N Y O N
R D .

C
E

D
A

R
H

I L L S
B LV D .

M
U

R
R

AY
 R

D
.

S P R IN G F IE L D R D .

F O R S Y T H E R D .

R E D L A N D R D .

1
8

1
st AVE.

M A R IN E D R .

S
E

G
R

A
N

D
A

V
E .

K
ER R

P K W Y

C O U N T R Y C L U B R D .

S
C

H
O

LL
S

F E
R

R Y
R

D
.

S W
O L ES O

N
RD .

P
AC

IF I C
H

W
Y.

V E T ER A N S M
EM

O
R IA

L
H

W
Y .

S W
S C H O L L S F E R R Y R D .

S
W

PA
C I

F I
C

H
W

Y.

B A N F IE L D E X P R E S S W A Y

137139

121

4

37

118

46

31
1

80

103 116

CLACKAMAS
TOWN CENTER

PORTLAND
INTERNATIONAL

AIRPORT

OREGON
CONVENTION
CENTER

OREGON
ZOO

WASHINGTON
SQUARE

67

21

29

144

148

163

109

123

STARK ST .

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE BLVD

128 16131

65

101

127

116

40

7

112

157

180

52

39

130

5

50

162

149

169

F E S S E N D E N S T.

L O M B A R D S T.

10
12

144

17

15

172

60

134
70

71

55

11

30

23

BURNSIDE  ST .

FREMONT ST .

K ILL INGSWORTH

M
LK

 JR
 B

LV
D

.

1
2

2
N

D
 A

V
E.SANDY BLVD.

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE  BLVD.

WOODSTOCK BLVD.

KING RD.

POWELL  BLVD.

COLUMBIA BLVD.

PORTL
AND R

D.

SKYL INE  BLVD.

171

164

180

180

180

180

180

134

105

32

134

2

114

147



e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m  3 93 8  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m3 8  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m

DOWNTOWN PORTLAND

48

19

144

141

25

NW EVERETT ST. 
NW EVERETT ST. 

SW
 1

4T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

3T
H 

AV
E.

NE COUCH ST.

NE DAVIS ST.

SE W
A

TER A
VE.

SE 3RD
 A

VE.

SE 2N
D

 A
VE.MORRISON BRIDGE

HAWTHORNE BRIDGE

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 11TH
 A

VE.

SE 12TH
 A

VE.

SE 13TH
 A

VE.
SE 13TH

 A
VE.

SE 14TH
 A

VE.

SE 8TH
 A

VE.

SE WASHINGTON ST.

SE ALDER ST.

SE MORRISON ST.

SE STARK ST.

SE OAK ST.

SE PINE ST.

SE ASH ST.

SE ANKENY ST.

W. BURNSIDE ST. W. BURNSIDE ST.
SW ANKENY ST.

E. BURNSIDE ST.

SW MADISON ST.

SW JEFFERSON ST.

SW
 B

RO
AD

W
AY

 A
VE

.

W MORRISON ST.

 
  

N
W

 2N
D

 A
VE.

N
W

 3RD
 A

VE.

N
W

 4TH
 A

VE.

 

NW DAVIS ST.

NW COUCH ST.

SW STARK ST.

SW OAK ST.

SW ASH ST.SW PINE ST.

SW
 3

RD
 A

VE
.

SW
 1

2T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

1T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

0T
H 

AV
E. SW

 6
TH

 A
VE

.
SW

 5
TH

 A
VE

.

SW
 2

N
D 

AV
E.

SW
 4

TH
 A

VE
.

SW MAIN ST.

SW SALMON ST.

SW TAYLOR ST.

SW ALDER ST.

SW WASHINGTON ST.

SE YAMHILL ST.

SE BELMONT ST.

SE TAYLOR ST.

SE SALMON ST.

SE MAIN ST.

SE MADISON ST.

SE HAWTHORNE ST.

SE M
A

RTIN
 LU

TH
ER KIN

G
 JR. BLVD

.

BURNSIDE BRIDGE
NE SANDY BLVD.

47

49

69

B

D

E

G

D U RH A M RD .

S
W

H
A

LL
B

LV
D

.
LO

WER
 B

OONES
FERRY RD .

K R U S E W A Y

L A K E
O S W E G O

TERW
ILL IG

ER
B

LV
D

.

M
C

L O
U

G
H

L IN
B

LV
D

.

3 2
n

d
A

V
E

.

8
2

n
d

A
V

E
.

S U N N Y S ID E R D .

F O S T E R R D .

D .

B U R N S ID E S T.

HALSEY ST .

GL ISAN ST .

SANDY BLVD.

Y
EO

N
S T.

S W B A R N E S
R D .

C O R N E L L R D .

CÉSAR E. CHÁVEZ BLVD

6
0

th
 

AV
E .

A IRPORT WAY

C O L U M B I A R I V E R

W
I

L

L
A

M E T T E
R I V

E
R

B E A VE R T O N - H I L L S D A L E HW Y .

S W C A N Y O N
R D .

C
E

D
A

R
H

I L L S
B LV D .

M
U

R
R

AY
 R

D
.

S P R IN G F IE L D R D .

F O R S Y T H E R D .

R E D L A N D R D .

1
8

1
st AVE.

M A R IN E D R .

S
E

G
R

A
N

D
A

V
E .

K
ER R

P K W Y

C O U N T R Y C L U B R D .

S
C

H
O

LL
S

F E
R

R Y
R

D
.

S W
O L ES O

N
RD .

P
AC

IF I C
H

W
Y.

V E T ER A N S M
EM

O
R IA

L
H

W
Y .

S W
S C H O L L S F E R R Y R D .

S
W

PA
C I

F I
C

H
W

Y.

B A N F IE L D E X P R E S S W A Y

137139

121

4

37

118

46

31
1

80

103 116

CLACKAMAS
TOWN CENTER

PORTLAND
INTERNATIONAL

AIRPORT

OREGON
CONVENTION
CENTER

OREGON
ZOO

WASHINGTON
SQUARE

67

21

29

144

148

163

109

123

STARK ST .

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE BLVD

128 16131

65

101

127

116

40

7

112

157

180

52

39

130

5

50

162

149

169

F E S S E N D E N S T.

L O M B A R D S T.

10
12

144

17

15

172

60

134
70

71

55

11

30

23

BURNSIDE  ST .

FREMONT ST .

K ILL INGSWORTH

M
LK

 JR
 B

LV
D

.

1
2

2
N

D
 A

V
E .SANDY BLVD.

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE  BLVD.

WOODSTOCK BLVD.

KING RD.

POWELL  BLVD.

COLUMBIA BLVD.

PORTL
AND R

D.

SKYL INE  BLVD.

171

164

180

180

180

180

180

134

105

32

134

2

114

147

48

19

144

141

25

NW EVERETT ST. 
NW EVERETT ST. 

SW
 1

4T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

3T
H 

AV
E.

NE COUCH ST.

NE DAVIS ST.

SE W
A

TER A
VE.

SE 3RD
 A

VE.

SE 2N
D

 A
VE.MORRISON BRIDGE

HAWTHORNE BRIDGE

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 6TH
 A

VE.

SE 7TH
 A

VE.

SE 11TH
 A

VE.

SE 12TH
 A

VE.

SE 13TH
 A

VE.
SE 13TH

 A
VE.

SE 14TH
 A

VE.

SE 8TH
 A

VE.

SE WASHINGTON ST.

SE ALDER ST.

SE MORRISON ST.

SE STARK ST.

SE OAK ST.

SE PINE ST.

SE ASH ST.

SE ANKENY ST.

W. BURNSIDE ST. W. BURNSIDE ST.
SW ANKENY ST.

E. BURNSIDE ST.

SW MADISON ST.

SW JEFFERSON ST.

SW
 B

RO
AD

W
AY

 A
VE

.

W MORRISON ST.

 
  

N
W

 2N
D

 A
VE.

N
W

 3RD
 A

VE.

N
W

 4TH
 A

VE.

 

NW DAVIS ST.

NW COUCH ST.

SW STARK ST.

SW OAK ST.

SW ASH ST.SW PINE ST.

SW
 3

RD
 A

VE
.

SW
 1

2T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

1T
H 

AV
E.

SW
 1

0T
H 

AV
E. SW

 6
TH

 A
VE

.
SW

 5
TH

 A
VE

.

SW
 2

N
D 

AV
E.

SW
 4

TH
 A

VE
.

SW MAIN ST.

SW SALMON ST.

SW TAYLOR ST.

SW ALDER ST.

SW WASHINGTON ST.

SE YAMHILL ST.

SE BELMONT ST.

SE TAYLOR ST.

SE SALMON ST.

SE MAIN ST.

SE MADISON ST.

SE HAWTHORNE ST.

SE M
A

RTIN
 LU

TH
ER KIN

G
 JR. BLVD

.

BURNSIDE BRIDGE
NE SANDY BLVD.

47

49

69

B

D

E

G

D U RH A M RD .

S
W

H
A

LL
B

LV
D

.

LO
WER

 B
OONES

FERRY RD .

K R U S E W A Y

L A K E
O S W E G O

TERW
ILL IG

ER
B

LV
D

.

M
C

L O
U

G
H

L IN
B

LV
D

.

3 2
n

d
A

V
E

.

8
2

n
d

A
V

E
.

S U N N Y S ID E R D .

F O S T E R R D .

D .

B U R N S ID E S T.

HALSEY ST .

GL ISAN ST .

SANDY BLVD.

Y
EO

N
S T.

S W B A R N E S
R D .

C O R N E L L R D .

CÉSAR E. CHÁVEZ BLVD

6
0

th
 

AV
E .

A IRPORT WAY

C O L U M B I A R I V E R

W
I

L

L
A

M E T T E
R I V

E
R

B E A VE R T O N - H I L L S D A L E HW Y .

S W C A N Y O N
R D .

C
E

D
A

R
H

I L L S
B LV D .

M
U

R
R

AY
 R

D
.

S P R IN G F IE L D R D .

F O R S Y T H E R D .

R E D L A N D R D .

1
8

1
st AVE.

M A R IN E D R .

S
E

G
R

A
N

D
A

V
E .

K
ER R

P K W Y

C O U N T R Y C L U B R D .

S
C

H
O

LL
S

F E
R

R Y
R

D
.

S W
O L ES O

N
RD .

P
AC

IF I C
H

W
Y.

V E T ER A N S M
EM

O
R IA

L
H

W
Y .

S W
S C H O L L S F E R R Y R D .

S
W

PA
C I

F I
C

H
W

Y.

B A N F IE L D E X P R E S S W A Y

137139

121

4

37

118

46

31
1

80

103 116

CLACKAMAS
TOWN CENTER

PORTLAND
INTERNATIONAL

AIRPORT

OREGON
CONVENTION
CENTER

OREGON
ZOO

WASHINGTON
SQUARE

67

21

29

144

148

163

109

123

STARK ST .

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE BLVD

128 16131

65

101

127

116

40

7

112

157

180

52

39

130

5

50

162

149

169

F E S S E N D E N S T.

L O M B A R D S T.

10
12

144

17

15

172

60

134
70

71

55

11

30

23

BURNSIDE  ST .

FREMONT ST .

K ILL INGSWORTH

M
LK

 JR
 B

LV
D

.

1
2

2
N

D
 A

V
E .SANDY BLVD.

D IV IS ION ST .

HOLGATE  BLVD.

WOODSTOCK BLVD.

KING RD.

POWELL  BLVD.

COLUMBIA BLVD.

PORTL
AND R

D.

SKYL INE  BLVD.

171

164

180

180

180

180

180

134

105

32

134

2

114

147



4 0  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m

A L B A N Y
 ADULT SHOP 
3404 Spicer Dr SE / (541) 812-2522
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days

A S T O R I A
 ANNIE’S SALOON 
2897 Marine Dr / (503) 325-2746
Full Bar, 1 Stage
Tue-Sat 5pm-2:30am

B E N D
IMAGINE THAT 
197 NE Third St / (541) 312-8100
Videos, Mags, Toys, Body Jewelry, Novelty Gifts
24 Hours / 7 Days
STARS CABARET 
197 NE 3rd St / (541) 388-4081
Full Bar, Full Menu, Beautiful Dancers
Mon-Sat 11am-2am, Sun 4pm-2am

C O O S  B AY
BACHELOR’S INN 
63721 Edwards Rd / (541) 266-8827
1 Stage, Full Bar, Full Menu
Mon-Sat 4pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am

C O R V A L L I S
ADULT SHOP 
2315 9th St NW / (541) 754-7039
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

E U G E N E
ADULT SHOP 
90 Holeman Aly / (541) 688-5411
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
720 Garfield St / (541) 345-2873
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am
ADULT SHOP 
86784 Franklin Blvd / (541) 636-3203
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade, Novelties, 
Lingerie
8am-12am / 7 Days 
B & B DISTRIBUTORS 
710 W 6th Ave / (541) 683-8999
Videos, Arcade, Clothing, Novelties, Viewing Room
24 Hours / 7 Days
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
3570 W 11th Ave / (541) 988-9226
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 11am-11pm, Fri-Sat 11am-1am
THE NILE 
1030 Highway 99 N / (541) 688-1869
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers
Mon-Sat 12pm-2am, Sun 3pm-12am
SILVER DOLLAR CLUB 
2620 W 10th Pl / (541) 485-2303
Full Bar, Food, 3 Stages
Mon-Sat 11:30am-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am

G E R V A I S
LAST CHANCE SALOON 
7650 Checkerboard Ct / (503) 792-5100
Full Bar, Lottery, 1 Stage
12pm-2:30am / 7 Days

K L A M AT H  F A L L S
THE ALIBI 
5711 S 6th St / (541) 882-0145
1Stage, Private Dances, Full Bar, Lottery
3pm-2:30am / 7 Days

L I N C O L N  C I T Y
IMAGINE THAT  
2159 NW Highway 101, Ste C / (541) 996-6600
(Downstairs When Entering From Highway 101)
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Body Jewelry,Novelty Gifts
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am

M E D F O R D
ADULT LAND 
2755 S Pacific Hwy / (541) 770-5493
Videos, Magazines, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie
Mon-Fri 9am-7pm, Sat 10am-5pm
ADULT SHOP 
261 Barnett Rd / (541) 772-5220
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
1601 N Riverside Ave / (541) 608-9540
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm

N E W P O R T
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
611 SW Coast Highway / (541) 574-6969
Videos, Magazines, Multi-Channel Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days

O A K L A N D
ADULT SHOP 
726 John Long Rd / (541) 849-3344
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 24 Hours

R O S E B U R G
FILLED WITH FUN 
2498 Old Highway 99E S / (541) 957-3741
Novelties, Videos, Arcade, Toys, Magazines
Mon-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri 10am-12am,  
Sat 11am-12am, Sun 12pm-9pm

S A L E M
ADAM & EVE 
4635 Commercial St SE / (503) 763-6020
Lingerie, Clothing, Books, Gifts, Novelties
Mon-Thu 12pm-10pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-11pm,
Sun 12pm-6pm 
ADULT SHOP 
155 Lancaster Dr SE / (503) 585-8288
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
2410 Mission St SE / (503) 763-3556
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
ADULT SHOP 
3113 River Rd N / (503) 390-4371
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
10am-12am / 7 Days
BOB’S ADULT BOOKS 
3815 State St / (503) 363-3846
Adult Books, Videos, Arcade & Mini-Theater 
9am-2am / 7 Days
CHEETAHS XXX CABARET &  MODELING 
3453 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 316-6969
18+ Juice Bar, Full Menu
Tue-Thu 7pm-4am, Fri-Sat 6pm-5am,
Sun 7pm-2am. Modeling 24 Hours / 7 Days
DIZZY’S SMOKE SHOP 
1051 Commercial St SE / (503) 585-0050
Mon-Fri 12pm-8pm, Sat-Sun 12pm-5pm
4823 Commercial St SE / (503) 385-1564
Mon-Fri 10am-9pm, Sat-Sun 10am-6pm
18+ Head Shop & Gift Shop 
THE FIREHOUSE CABARET 
5782 Portland Rd NE / (503) 393-4782
Full Bar, Full Menu, Lottery
Mon-Sat 12pm-2:30am, Sun 6pm-2:30am
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
3473 Silverton Rd / (503) 370-7080
Videos, Magazines, Multi Ch. Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days
STARS CABARET 
1550 Weston Ct NE / (503) 370-8063
Full Bar, Full Menu, Sports Room, 4 Stages
Mon-Sat 11am-2:30am, Sun 4pm-2:30am
THE SUGAR SHACK GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 
3803 Commercial St SE / (503) 371-1565
Full Bar, Full Menu, Light-Up Dance Floor And Pole
11:30am-2am / 7 Days
VIXENS 
3815 State St / (971) 304-7082
Lingerie Modeling
24 Hours / 7 Days

S P R I N G F I E L D
BOBBI’S VIP ROOM 
1195 Main St / (541) 844-1019
Full Bar, Full Menu, 4 Stages
Sun-Thu 7pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 3pm-2:30am 
BRICK HOUSE 
136 4th St / (541) 988-1612
Full Bar, Full Menu, Dancers, 1 Stage, 2 Cages
11am-2:30am / 7 Days
SPICE ADULT EMPORIUM 
1166 South A St / (541) 726-6969
Videos, Mags, Clothes, Novelties, Arcade
24 Hours / 7 Days
THE MANCAVE 
1444 Main St / (541) 515-6656
Full Bar, Full Menu, 1 Stage
Mon-Fri 12pm-2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am

T H E  D A L L E S
ADULT SHOP 
3506 W 6th St / (541) 298-1874
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Arcade, 
Lingerie
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am

U M AT I L L A
RIVERSIDE SPORTS BAR AND LOUNGE 
1501-6th St / (541) 922-4112
2 Stages, Full Bar, Lottery, Full Menu,
Closed Mon, Tue-Thu 4pm-2:30am,  
Fri 11am-2:30am, Sat-Sun 12pm-2:30am
Adult Entertainment: 6pm-2am

A B E R D E E N
THE FANTASY SHOP 
213 E Wiskah St / (360) 532-8078
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm,
Sun 12pm-8pm
Videos, Magazines, Books
MON-SAT 11AM-1AM, SUN 11AM-12AMB R E M E R T O N
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
338 N Callow Ave / (360) 373-0551
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm
TURF NEWS   
321 N Callow Ave / (360) 479-0111
Videos, Magazines, Books
Mon-Sat 11am-1am, Sun 11am-12am

D E S  M O I N E S
AIRPORT VIDEO 2 
21635 Pacific Highway S / (206) 878-7780
Theater, Arcade, Video Peep Shows, Movies,
Novelties & Toys
10am-2am / 7 Days

E V E R E T T
AIRPORT VIDEO 1 
11732 Airport Rd / (425) 290-7555
Theater, Arcade, Videos, Magazines, Novelties
24 Hours / 7 Days

K E N N E W I C K
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
522 N Columbia Center Blvd / (509) 374-8276
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-1am

K E N T
THE FANTASY SHOP 
604 Central Ave S / (253) 850-8428
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
Mon-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-11pm, 
Sun 12pm-8pm

L A K E W O O D
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
3922 100th St SW / (253) 582-3329
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm
LIBERTY BOOK STORE 
3710 100th St SW / (253) 581-0362
Videos, Magazines, Books, Arcade
Sun-Thu 8am-12am, Fri-Sat 8am-1am

LY N N W O O D
DEANNA’S VIDEO 
15329 Highway 99 / (425) 742-7747
Videos, Magazines, Arcade, Novelties, Toys
9am-1am / 7 Days
LOVERS LAIR 
4001 198th St SW #7 / (425) 775-4502
DVDs, Novelties, Lingerie, Unique BDSM 
Supplies
Mon-Sat 10am-10pm, Sun 12pm-6pm

P A S C O
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
3724 N Rainier Ave / (509) 547-5341
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun 10am-10pm

R E N T O N
CLUB SINROCK 
208 SW 16th St / (425) 255-3110
18+ Gentlemen’s Club, 1 Stage, ATM
Mon-Fri 2pm-2am, Sat-Sun 6pm-2am

S E AT T L E
DANCING BARE 
10338 Aurora Ave N / (206) 523-1227
18+, 1 Stage, VIP Area, ATM, DVDs, Toys, Novelties
11am-2:30am / 7 Days
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
12706 Lake City Way NE / (206) 363-0056
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater
24 Hours / 7 Days
SANDS SHOWGIRLS 
7509 15th Ave NW / (206) 782-1225
18+ Gentlemen’s Club (No Cover), Pool, ATM
12pm-2:30am / 7 Days
TABOO VIDEO 
9813 16th Ave SW / (206) 767-4855
DVDs, Novelties, Arcade, Theater, Best Prices
8am-12am / 7 Days 
THE FANTASY SHOP 
9630 16th Ave SW / (206) 762-3299
Adult Products & Smoke Supplies
10am-11pm / 7 Days
VIDEO VIDEOS 
10326 Lake City Way NE / (206) 523-5973
DVDs, Magazines, Books, Toys, Novelties, 
Theater
10am-3am / 7 Days

S H O R E L I N E
RONNA’S VIDEO 
19540 Aurora Ave N / (206) 542-1044
Videos, Magazine, Arcade, Novelties, Toys
Open Sun-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-1am

S I LV E R D A L E
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
2789 NW Randall Way / (360) 308-0779
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-Sat 11am-11pm 

S P O K A N E
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
3813 N Division St / (509) 324-8961
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie
Mon-Thu 9am-12am, Fri-Sat 9am-2am
& Sun 12pm-10pm

S P O K A N E  V A L L E Y
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
11324 E Sprague Ave / (509) 893-1180
Essentials For Lovers
Sun-Thu 10am-10pm, Fri-Sat 10am-1am
HOLLYWOOD EROTIC BOUTIQUE 
9611 E Sprague Ave / (509) 928-9499
DVDs, Toys, Novelties, Lingerie, Theater
24 Hours / 7 Days

TA C O M A
CASTLE MEGASTORE 
6015 Tacoma Mall Blvd / (253) 471-0391
Essentials For Lovers
10am-1am / 7 Days
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
5440 South Tacoma Way / (253) 474-9871
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm 

O R E G O N

W A S H I N G T O N
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“Hey Ray, why don’t you write about all the 
sex abuse accusations going down in Hol-
lywood? Isn’t that something adult publica-
tions need more of?” That’s the message I’ve 
been getting on Facebook, every time anoth-
er celebrity is accused of doing terrible shit 
to some woman. To be honest, I’ve always 
believed that anyone involved in upper-level 
entertainment or politics is part of some sort 
of child sex ring (or, at least rented out a Co-
rey or two during the ‘80s). But, when these 
stories start to pop up in circles not owned 
by Disney, my interest peaks. I’ve been on 
both sides of this issue, having been part of a 
well-justi�ed witch hunt against a creeper, to 
being falsely accused of nonsense, by one of 
the women involved in said witch hunt. 

After re�ecting on years and years of really 
fucked-up sex, that has never once resulted 
in a court case or news headline, I realized 
that it’s been two decades since I’ve had to 
be reminded of the rules, speci�cally those 
related to consent. Anyone in their late teens 
to early thirties does not have the same for-
tune. Put simply, I’m wondering if Millenials 
and Gen Z have any idea what it’s like to be 
“in the moment,” while under the sheets. So, 
I did some research (‘shrooms), re�ected on 
what I found and came to the obvious con-
clusion: whether Hollywood, D.C. or West 
Burnside, men and women have forgotten 
how to interact, and only strip clubs can save 
them.

Hear me out...

Handbook For The Recently Accused

The discussion surrounding the #MeToo mo-

vement has brought some great points to the 
surface. Sexual assault is bullshit. False accu-
sations are bullshit. Folks don’t like bullshit 
and there seems to be a lot of it, so let’s �x it. 
Whether or not you’re a woke-ass male femi-
nist who thinks that anything less than sober, 
enthusiastic consent constitutes rape, or a 
woke-ass male feminist who was recently 
accused of rape, all sides can agree that the 
de�nition of what constitutes “rape” has be-
come dangerously ambiguous.

Take, for instance, the controversy surround-
ing well-known male feminist comedian 
and recently accused creeper, Aziz Ansari. 
A woman who had been on a date with 
Aziz recounted a tale to Babe.net that is too 
long to print here. In short, “Grace” (not her 
real name) claims that Aziz (perhaps his real 
name) and her shared a night of violently 
awkward sex. She regretted this sex, ques-
tioned whether or not it was consensual at 
the time, took her story to print and the rest 
is predictable history. The tone surrounding 
nearly every Facebook discussion was split 
evenly between, “This woman su�ered worse 
than Anne Frank” and “This woman was ask-
ing for it, what did she expect going home 
with a handsome, powerful, alpha �gure like 
the guy from Master Of None?” This is the 
discussion that surrounds every public accu-
sation of sexual assault. To hell with nuance 
and gray areas, it’s either true love or sexual 
assault—no middle ground needed. Hell, the 
one thing that the genders appear to agree 
on is the notion that it’s always the other 
one’s fault. But, here I am, the radical centrist, 
suggesting that it’s not as simple as witch-
hunting and slut-shaming.

As a logical, rational person over the age of 
35, I can’t say I’m not confused. I’m used to 
the good old days, when a girl would ask me 
to choke her during sex, so she could cum 
faster, but later on, when I didn’t want to pay 
for dinner, I’d be told that I was a sel�sh prick. 
There would be con�ict, but none of it ever 
led to accusations. Flash forward to the cur-
rent year and you’ll read think pieces on how 
any sign of regret after sex constitutes rape, 
or how not sleeping with someone because 
they’re plus-sized or trans is a sign of hate—
on the same website. “Don’t like my body? 
That’s a hate crime. Like my body? Hands 
o�, it’s my property.” This is why I have all but 
stopped dating (I like to know the rules of 
the game I’m playing) and am waiting for the 
perfect androgynous, used-to-be-religious, 
co�ee-cart-chick-turned-budtender to walk 
into my life, before even thinking about sex 
again. And, I’m not alone—I know tons of 
straight dudes who have all but given up on 
women. But, do you know who hasn’t? Rich, 
powerful creepers from the �lm industry 
and/or political realm. So, as long as the only 
people having sex are predators and victims, 
the “men are scum and women are sluts” nar-
rative will continue. Which, to be honest, is 
bullshit. Mainly, because the solution is so 
fucking simple.

Landlines, Fax Machines & Second Base

I have a radical hypothesis regarding why 
there seems to be such a tense environment 
in the land of sex and dating: what if—and, 
hear me out here—we can learn from our 
parents? You know how “kids these days” are 
too busy sexting each other on PokeTube or 
whatnot, to enjoy the whole “courting pro-
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cess” myth that our ancestors believed in? 
Perhaps, just perhaps...there is a gray area 
between one-night stands and radical, tradi-
tionalist marriage. And, here comes the hard 
part...I propose that the absence of this gray 
area is exactly what’s generating the daily 
“Naive, Powerful Male Accused Of Acting 
Like A Naive, Powerful Male” news stories (as 
well as localized versions of this played-out 
bullshit).

Put simply, I hypothesize that the removal of 
the courting process (and, to some extent, 
traditional gender roles in heterosexual re-
lationships) has led to a complete inability 
for the current generation of young adults to 
foster normal, healthy sex lives (and, I need 
to clarify that by “normal, healthy sex lives,” 
I mean sex that doesn’t end up in the fuck-
ing headlines, that’s all...your lifestyle is �ne, 
as long as it doesn’t produce mugshots). 
Further, I propose that if women accept that 
men just want to fuck them most of the time, 
they could possibly avoid the shock they re-
ceive when a movie producer asks them to 
unzip for a role in Smurfs 4 that’s clearly going 
to another actress.

Now, it seems odd for someone who works 
in the sex industry to be championing court-
ship and relationships. One-night stands, 
sex-positivity, consent and kink are all well-

respected by myself and anyone who writes 
for, reads or otherwise endorses this pub-
lication (or, any other sex-worker-focused 
media). But, unlike most of society, the sex 
industry is where �rm, verbal consent of 
an enthusiastic nature is always a given—if 
you’re fucking someone’s wife at the sex club 
or going to town on your co-worker during 
a porn shoot, you better be up-to-date on 
your consent talk, STI history, etc. We are the 
exception, not the rule—not every sexual 
encounter falls into the poly lifestyle, swinger 
club or hook-up culture. There are no bounc-
ers or security guards in the average person’s 
bedroom. Open sexuality is fun, sure, but 
lots of regular, non-sex-industry folks are just 
looking to “date.”

What’s that, you ask? Oh, my bad...

So, “dating” is a thing that people over 35 
used to do, back when we weren’t able to 
learn everything about a stranger after an 
hour of light social media stalking. Often 
times, we had to walk two miles, in the snow, 
both ways, just to ask a someone what their 
favorite band was. Plus—and, I know this 
sounds insane—we’d often engage in a week 
or two’s worth of “phone calls” (think text 
messages, but with your mouth), just to see 
if we’d vibe with our potential crushes. This 
phase is known as the “courting process,” 

during which time, all sorts of problematic, 
gendered behavior and archaic traditions are 
used to determine compatibility between 
two people. I know...ancient and outdated.

Let me drop the sarcasm for a few sentences 
and spell it out: not everyone is capable of 
casual sex, and because of this, grown adults 
have no idea how to interact in the bedroom. 
Although the sexual revolution is an awe-
some (and, arguably necessary) stage of so-
cietal evolution, the one thing that we’ve lost 
is an appreciation for traditional, basic con-
cepts of courtship. 

I can already hear the accusations of “hetero-
normativity” or “conservative bullshit,” but, 
trust me—these complaints aren’t coming 
from the LGBT community or classical liber-
als—they’re coming from jaded Liberal Stud-
ies graduates, who are experiencing cogni-
tive dissonance after wasting their youth 
on “not needing anyone else” and “playing 
the �eld.” I know, because I’m speaking from 
experience; seeing happiness on the faces 
of two people who don’t appear to be gear-
ing up for BDSM and group sex makes me 
jealous. I wish I could get o� on vanilla mo-
notony. Sometimes, the traditional ideas are 
worth acknowledging—you don’t have to 
be a devout Christian to agree that murder is 
bad and wine is good.
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So, much like I don’t want the yuppies at 
Denny’s giving me and my two tattooed 
dates dirty looks, I’m not gonna shake the 
problematic stick at people with weird fetish-
es, such as “appreciation for second base” or 
“commitment.” I can respect single, working, 
non-committal feminists who have no plans 
on supporting patriarchal concepts of mar-
riage, and at the same time, I can respect my 
sister for spitting out a kid every time she’s 
had intercourse with the guy who took her 
virginity after proposing a year prior. 

What I cannot support, though, is living 
among adult-aged children who do not un-
derstand reality. 

Men Are From Earth, Women Are From Earth

There exists a gray area between “I 
know they’re asking for it” and “I re-
gretted it, so it must be rape” and that 
area is discovered through courtship. 
Let’s use the Aziz Ansari and Louis C.K. 
incidents as an illustration; in both 
cases, the “I didn’t know she wasn’t 
going to enjoy it” excuse is made. Yes, 
men aren’t mind readers and women 
should not expect us to be. Still, suc-
cessful, well-adjusted adults have no 
fucking clue how to behave around 
the opposite sex. And how would 
they? Hashtags are not intended to 
be legal or ethical advice. “Yes means 
yes” is a phrase invented by someone 
who has never had a conversation 
with a woman. Guys need to learn 
the subtle art of decoding what she 
means, when she says loaded words, 
like “�ne” or “okay” (these are translat-
ed to “no” and “no,” by the way). Also, 
get this: if you date someone for a few 
months, you tend to �nd out whether 
or not they like to be throat fucked 
while watching you masturbate. On 
the rare chance that I do opt for one-
night stands, I make sure there’s at 
least a prior one-afternoon stand in 
which to discuss boundaries, as well 
as a morning-after stand to discuss which 
Walgreen’s still sells the cheap Plan B.

We are so far down the “everything is a social 
construct” rabbit hole, that even suggest-
ing women or men generally have nuanced, 
tough-to-decode (but, predictable and hard-
wired) sexual behaviors, is taboo. In progres-
sive cities like Portland or Seattle, it’s not easy 
to have open, honest discussions about tradi-
tional gender roles, without being accused of 
anti-feminist, transphobic mansplaining. But, 
faux-news blogs like Buzzfeed are not good 
places to learn about sex. Uber-progressive 

and/or alt-right SubReddits are not the same 
thing as actual Sex Education courses, taught 
by people with degrees that don’t end in the 
word “studies.” Fact is, male and female court-
ship exists, all throughout nature and far be-
yond our realm of Tinder and Net�ix. I believe 
the Bloodhound Gang had a song about this.

Everything I Know About Dating, I 
Learned From Strip Clubs

Although there is minimal hope left, there 
still exists one place where men and women 
can learn how to act, while engaging in ro-
mantic behaviors and subtly acknowledg-
ing the importance of gender roles associ-
ated with male-and-female interactions: strip 
clubs.

That’s right. I am suggesting that attending 
strip clubs will teach any straight or bi man 
to be a decent man, capable of understand-
ing women in a sexual context, while avoid-
ing trips to jail and/or TMZ. Dudes, from all 
walks of life, should ditch the life coach and 
just get as many private dances as possible. 
No, guys are (probably) not going to end 
up having sex with a dancer. However, they 
will learn nuance, consent, how to talk to a 
woman whose sweaty breasts are showing, 
etc. When a dude is not getting private danc-
es, he can go to the bar and buy a shot for a 
dancer, tip her for her time, then ask her to 

tell him what he’s doing wrong with the girl 
he just met (and how to get her into bed).

In fact, if you’re a real baller, you can prac-
tice the art of courtship, directly, with any 
dancer you choose! Learn how and when to 
give gifts without coming o� as creepy. Un-
derstand how to cope with jealousy, as your 
dancer of choice will occasionally spend time 
with other, more attractive and resourceful 
customers. Or, what the hell, just come into 
the club with a few hundred bucks, sit at the 
rack and learn to keep your fucking hands to 
yourself, while the dancer on stage gives you 
a good show. The best part? Since you aren’t 
(legally) allowed to use sex as an endgame 
or goal with dancers at a strip club, there is 
no fear of rejection. In fact, every night you 

attend a strip club, you will expect to 
leave alone, knowing that the woman 
you just �nessed has no obligation to 
sleep with you.

Surprisingly enough, by interacting 
with stark naked women covered in tat-
toos, guys will learn the art of subtlety. 
No one walks to the stage, holding a 
dollar and saying, to the dancer, “I am 
giving this to you, so that I may stare 
at your breasts—is that okay?” On the 
same token, one can learn a lot about 
entitlement and consent from strippers: 
no one gets a lap dance and insists, “You 
just took the time to grind on my dick, 
that must mean you want sex” (at least 
not without getting tossed out of the 
club). Strippers are surprisingly honest, 
for being so quick to fall into a category 
that some people would call “fake.” Sure, 
you will get a few that will lie to you, 
just to �atter your ego and get paid, but 
that’s exactly what I’m talking about—
you will �nd those women in the real 
world, too! See how this all works?

Ladies, you can learn about men from 
talking with strippers. You’ll �nd out 
that, regardless of how woke, femi-
nist, progressive, loving, down-with-

Snapchat or familiar with the Hunger Games 
franchise guys are, men are only that way 
because they want to fuck you. However, 
second and third bases exist and they’re 
not covered in snakes and AIDS. There are 
plenty of tricks and tips for dealing with the 
penile-endowed and dancers would love 
to share them with you. Ask strippers what 
keeps their best regulars coming back. What 
do they share with regulars, that they would 
not share with �rst-time customers? How can 
a dancer tell when a guy is getting too ag-
gressive? What does she say to ensure that 
boundaries are clear, but that the fantasy and 
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sexuality is not reduced?

It’s The Current Year

I don’t know how many times I’ve screamed from the mountain 
tops about how strippers can save us, but consider this one of 
my loudest attempts to do so. Everyone, from Hollywood, CA to 

Hollywood Transit Center, can learn a thing or two from a naked 
woman—one who will be up front about using sexuality to ob-
tain resources—which is what happens in nature, regardless of 
social constructs, hashtags or current-year postmodern bullshit. 
Most importantly, strippers understand the art of the tease, 
which is exactly what courtship involves. As Dr. King once said, 
you can learn a lot about the content of your character, by listen-
ing to someone with minimal covering on their skin.

Remember, there is nothing wrong with one-night stands and 
casual sex. There is also nothing wrong with fast food. Folks just 
need to learn that the best restaurants require the longest waits, 
and if you’re too hungry in a nice restaurant, you’ll forget about 
manners. This may sound radical, but if a guy slows his roll a bit 
and gets to know a woman, chances are he will �nd out things 
like whether or not she enjoys deep-throating mediocre actors 
or watching balding gingers jerk o�. And, if women accept that 
men aren’t mind-reading altruists, perhaps there will be less “met 
for co�ee, agreed to give sex a try, and an hour later, wound up 
traumatized” op-eds in print.

Our society has lost the ability to recognize nuance, subtlety and 
gray areas. Put it this way, you’re reading about middle-ground 
centrism and rational approach to consensual sex from a free 
porn magazine, that proudly o�ers advertising space to escort 
services and horse porn videos. Meanwhile, Sexuality Weekly is 
printing a checklist of things that, if not addressed during drunk 
sex, could lead to a felony. What’s next? Juggalos marching on 
Washington for civil rights? Fred Durst talking sense into Donald 
Trump on Twitter? Lena Dunham defending incest? Oh, wait. That 
already happened.

Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you, 2018. Your phone 
can �nd you someone to sleep with using complex algorithms 
and GPS positioning, but you won’t have any fucking clue what to 
do with them when their Lyft drops them o� at your apartment. 
Progress is funny like that.
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I have decided to run for President in 2020. I 
�gure, if anyone can just decide to be Presi-
dent these days, then why not me? I have 
watched things happen this past year, which 
I just knew the President couldn’t get away 
with. Yet, every single time social media ex-
ploded (or, half the media lost their fucking 
minds), nothing happened. Our supreme 
leader got his way—every goddamn time. 
So, while smoking several joints back to back, 
I came up with a plan to take back our de-
mocracy—by taking over absolute control 
of the US government. Here is my totally rad 
campaign platform... 

1) Declare A State Of Emergency

The President can declare a national emer-
gency and this action greatly increases his 
power. You may be thinking 
to yourself, how I could gener-
ate an emergency (similar to 
9/11)? Turns out, if you’re pay-
ing attention, there are doz-
ens of reasons one could give, 
this very second. I ended up 
deciding to use poverty and 
violence as my reason. The 
economic shit show—for the 
average American—has lead 
to an increase in crime and, 
where there is crime, there is 
violence. It’s a lot like smoke 
and �re in that way. This is 
how I will stop congress from 
shitting all over my progress and making it 
impossible to do anything useful. In addi-
tion, if no one buys that, I could always just 
say...”something, something, something, ter-
rorism.”

2) Extort Money From Corporations

We can all agree that corporations don’t 
pay their fair share. But, dozens—if not hun-
dreds—of gigantic corporations do business 
here, in America. I know better than to go too 
hard in the paint with corps, though. I have 
seen what they can do to destroy an enemy. 
I don’t hate money or the successful people 
who make metric fuck tons of it—I just hate 
the disparity between the people who have 
it and the people who don’t. It occurs to me, 
these corps have a pretty sweet deal here 

in the US and I don’t want to take that from 
them. I just want to take three-million dollars 
from every large corporation that is based in 
the U.S. (or, does any form of business with 
us). 

In return for their cooperation, I won’t gut the 
entire tax structure that pays for their yachts. 
I’ll use that money to �x healthcare, educa-
tion and infrastructure—creating millions 
of jobs and making America actually great 
again.

3) Treat Diplomacy Like It’s Actually  
Useful

Our foreign relations have been completely 
ruined in only one year. We have taken the 
stance of a high school bully and, even be-

fore that, it wasn’t exactly going well. Sure, 
we had a pretty decent eight years with our 
last President, but everyone knows he was 
using sleight of hand to get away with bomb-
ing the shit out of everyone more brown than 
him—using drones for God’s sake. I propose 
we dispense with the fear of calling out world 
leaders when they are lying. I know that the 
way politics works, is that all these people lie 
to each other and everyone seems to pre-
tend to not know (or notice). Why couldn’t 
the leader of the free world just stand up at 
the U.N. and say, “No more fucking around, 
guys. The world is at war and starving, so let’s 
just clean this mess up and move on.” 

4) Annex Zombie Homes

There are more empty houses than houseless 
people in America, by a factor of six to one. 

I would annex all the empty houses and �ll 
them with people who meet the following 
criteria: they must not be condemned. They 
must have a market value of less than two-
hundred-thousand dollars. They must have 
been vacant for more than one year. And, 
�nally, they must be in a location where em-
ployment and social services are easily acces-
sible. It makes no sense to put houseless peo-
ple into rural homes, where they won’t have 
access to bettering themselves easily. Empty 
homes lower property values for others and 
generally end up being bad guy clubhouses. 
Wouldn’t it please most homeowners, to not 
have to deal with those serious problems 
when they decide to sell and upgrade?

5) Institute A New Type of Term Limit

While I was smoking weed and 
thinking of how I could �x our 
country, it also occured to me that 
we have a serious �aw in our de-
mocracy. For once, I am not talk-
ing about the electoral college, al-
though I’d probably get rid of that, 
too. I am talking about how wildly 
unquali�ed and unpopular people 
can run for a second term and win. 
I can understand people falling for 
a gimmick and voting a nutcase 
in once. But, I can no longer abide 
these types of leaders getting a 
second term, because the stupid 
motherfuckers that voted them 

in don’t care or believe how bad they are. To 
solve this problem, I will enact a new law that 
requires a sitting President to have a national 
approval rating higher than thirty-�ve per-
cent. This will safeguard democracy in a few 
ways. But, mainly, it will ensure that we can 
limit the damage any one President can do 
by limiting them to one term.

We’ve allowed ourselves to slide way too far 
into ruin. Someone has to do something, 
from the most powerful position in the world 
to �x it. I don’t care about money or power—I 
just want to live in the country I was prom-
ised and not the dystopian reality we have 
now. So, make sure to register to vote in 2020 
and vote for me, so I can make all your Willy 
Wonka dreams come true.
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I want to be worn like a cloak by someone—my body 
wrapped around their shoulders, warming their soul. 
Silk on skin. I want to be understood. Buoyant. Floating. 
Moon close, dark waters, violet orisons. But, dating is a 
nightmare and it obstructs desire, as my cravings and 
hopes sink. And, I wake up.

Buried false gold, bad dreams and the bitter distance of 
the past haunts me.

Men disappoint me right away, and then, I play the ac-
tion out to see where the scenes go, like I’m composing 
the score of my dreams. Being a voyeur of my own life is 
my romantic downfall.

It’s trouble. Big trouble. Panicked lust and curiosities 
keep me awake at night. And, I want sweet dreams—to 
sleep beside someone. Bodies, unencumbered by pain, 
su�ering, pasts...

I crave intimacy more than sex, yet I still want all the 
pleasure. Life as a dream. The dreams of lunar honesty.

I’m always thirsty—for the sea. Salty tides, in my mouth.

My heart is a wilderness—an ocean too deep. I am not 
an easy girl and I am an even more complex woman. 
Not because I want to be, but because I am.

In intimacy, my desire is my fear. My bitterness is my 
sweetness. My confusion is my madness. My joy is my 
love is my downfall...vulnerability. My life has been in 
tatters—torn silks. Everything about it has been up and 
then down. Mercurial. And? Beyond it all, the traumas I 
experienced thread through my heart like laces, tough 
laces, encasing me and holding me and threatening 
penetration.

But, I want to be sewn to the sea—threaded pearls, en-
rapturing me.

Sex to me means everything. When I cum, I divulge all.

There’s divinity between bodies and we are more than 
just bodies, you know? We are all more than just bodies. 
The ether connects us, we are fallen and risen—sepa-
rated by skin—the sin of mortality. This skin, this thin 
skin...�esh is heavenly, yet bodies keep us apart. Sepa-
rate, always alone, even in union.

How close may I get? What is the boundary? Of love? Of 
skin? Of desire?

To sleep beside someone is the truest sleep. Bodies, 

touching—or, not touching.

We are enraptured in dreams, safe, beyond skin, in 
touch with our lives, though we have left them. The 
dream space is the holy space—the only place I want to 
be. With you, beside you, until you come unto me...

Yet, intimacy—true intimacy—scares me. It’s hard for 
me to sever lust from love, sex from intimacy. Romance.

The romance of it all? And, being doomed by my na-
ture? It’s the embodiment of experience; the corporeal 
question.

Just skin and �esh, and under it all—bones. Nerves to 
tie the feelings together, blood to keep me moving...a 
heart?

Sleeping and dreaming. Eyes closed. Or, awake.

But, what is spirit? My moods, moving like the ocean 
waves of my feelings, as one man once told me.

The tides...

Before he ran away. Because, I was too much.

Too much. Too much. Always too much. These words 
pound within me, as my heels click-clack down Burn-
side, because I am always on the same street, you know? 
Always in the middle of the city. Split in between, like 
the meeting of my legs—the edge of the horizon. The 
river, leading to the sea, past the concrete and the city.

And, in the city last night, I met a man...

We had been talking for a while and I could tell that he 
was kind from these words. But, I never know pure at-
traction, until I’m up close, where the center of our past 
memories mingle with sweat and I can smell fear, hor-
mones, death and desire. The stained glass and pains 
of pleasure. The church of bodies. The waves and the 
moon.

The threads of our shadows touched and light re�ected 
in our eyes. We looked away from each other at �rst, be-
cause it was too much. But, the night went on and we 
wandered, the moon unclouded and he came back to 
my place.

Because we communicated about boundaries and 
desire beforehand, I felt present. Being a survivor is a 
serious thing. Meeting potential lovers thrills me, but I 
sometimes check out.

I need a heart with an anchor and he was willing to stay 
the night...and, just hold me.

I need someone who can be there for me, if we’re just 
roots without the stones when it all falls apart—be-
cause, it always does. And, who will pick up the pieces? 
Let us dream...let us dream.

Meeting him was beautiful. Lying next to him afterward. 
Dreams instantly ushered through me with the scent of 
nighttime lullabies—�owers opening after midnight. 
Luscious petals.

To dream beside someone is more intimate for me than 
anything. It is a trust thing, and for my insomnia heart, 
the thing I fear the most.

Insomnia. Each night, I struggle with the rising light, 
that each night I will be up...forever.

I weep when I’m still awake when the morning birds 
call and sing. My dream of love haunts me, and the ab-
sence of love haunts me even more. Love—or, the lack 
thereof—is a pale ghost who tarnishes and scratches 
the window panes, like rattling vindictive branches. 
Love tackles me, grasping at my heart, my lungs, chest, 
ribs—like an open cage for death.

Capsizing...capsizing...capsizing. The possibilities are 
endless. The sea is deep.

In the night, in the scent of him, I did not feel the murky 
fear, the choppy waves, the abrasive storms...I did not 
feel the squall of anxiety, waves of panic, the undertow.

I could trust in our bodies. And, I slept.

Beside him at dawn, my skin was calm in the gauzy-gray 
shadows. I �oated, watching his half-lit closed eyes and 
warm rose lips. I knew he needed those sweet dreams, 
too. And, I knew I needed them even more.

To be had and be held is the sleepiest, dreamy-dream. 
Waking beside you, I felt the moon’s glow—pearlescent 
and luminous. The morning daybreak shu�ed in the 
city, but I still felt rustling sands and the ebb and tide 
of you.

In our bodies, beyond our bodies—the ritual of rest—
I felt the ritual of my skin shutting down and mo- 
ving beyond. And, into you. And...beyond.
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HAWTHORNE STRIP
Hiring Professional Entertainers 21+

To Set Up An Audition, Send A Few Pho-
tos, A Brief Summary Of Your Experience 

& Contact Information To
HawthorneStrip@gmail.com

WHISPERS
Seeking Professional & Sexy Entertainers

No Experience Neccessary
Contact Jesse @ (360) 513-3792

Daily Shifts Available Starting @ 11am
No Stage Fees - Earn Top Dollar  

TALK IS CHEAP – AND DIRTY!
Call FREE! (503) 416-7435

Or (800) 700-6666
www.RedHotDateline.com 

WHERE REAL GAY MEN MEET
FOR UNCENSORED FUN! 18+

Browse & Reply For Free
(503) 416-7444 

LIKE DOMINATION?
Hot Models

Private Basement Dungeon
3414 NE 82nd Ave PDX 97220 
HYPNOX PHOTOGRAPHY

WWW.HYPNOX.COM • (206) 226-3853

DENNIS HOF’S TEAM BUNNY RANCH!
NOW HIRING FUN GIRLS!
4 Reno/Tahoe Brothels
3 Las Vegas Brothels

Email MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com
Or Dennis@BunnyRanch.com

 Or Call (888) 286-6972
We will work around your schedule

and provide housing!
www.BunnyRanch.com

(You Don’t Have To Be On TV) 
SEATTLE DANCER$

Auditioning Daily For Girls Who 
Want To Make Fast Cash

 Call (425) 255-3110
www.ClubSinRock.com  

WHY DANCERS LOVE CLUB SINROCK!
· No Fines, You Make Your Own Schedule

· Upscale, VIP Private Dance Rooms
· Professionally Managed, Clean & Safe

Portland Auditions (360) 335-7721 
STARS CABARET

1550 Weston Court NE · Salem, OR
(503) 370-8063 Auditions Daily 

STARS BRIDGEPORT
Seeking Professional Entertainers & Staff

Call (503) 726-2403 
CLUB ROUGE

PORTLAND’S PREMIER GENTLEMEN’S CLUB
Always Contracting Entertainers

Drop-In Auditions Are  
Mon-Sat 11am-6pm, Sun 2pm-6pm 

CABARET
17544 SE Stark St. Hiring girls 18 & over.

Auditions Mon-Sat 2pm-9pm.
Call (503) 252-3529 

DEVIL DANCER PROMOTIONS
Booking 4 Casa Diablo & other strip clubs.
Wanted: Angelic faces with devilishly 

delightful bodies. Make more $$$ than 
God! 18+, no experience necessary.

Stage fee is only $2 per shift.
Call (503) 222-6600 now!

www.Booking.Dance/Audition 
MYSTIC GENTLEMEN’S CLUB

Now Hiring Portland’s Top Entertainers 
(18+) For All Shifts! Open Auditions

Monday-Friday 10am-6pm
(503) 803-1830 

DREAM ON SALOON
Now Hiring Dancers 21+

Low Stage Fees • No Mandatory Tip Outs
Keep An Open Schedule – You Decide!

 No Late Fees · Text (503) 482-4000 

DENNIS HOF’S TEAM BUNNY RANCH!
NOW HIRING FUN GIRLS!
4 Reno/Tahoe Brothels
3 Las Vegas Brothels

Email MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com
Or Dennis@BunnyRanch.com

 Or Call (888) 286-6972
We will work around your schedule

and provide housing!
www.BunnyRanch.com

(You Don’t Have To Be On TV) 

   • MISCELLANEOUS •

CLASSIFIEDS

TO ADVERTISE HERE, CALL 

(503) 804-4479

TO ADVERTISE HERE, CALL 

(503) 804-4479



C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

 •
  C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s

5 2 	 e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m



C
lassifieds  •  C

lassifieds  •  C
lassifieds •  C

lassifieds  •  C
lassifieds •  C

lassifieds  •  C
lassifieds •  C

lassifieds  •  C
lassifieds •  C

lassifieds

	 e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m 	 5 3



C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

 •
  C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s 
 •

  C
la

ss
ifi

ed
s 

• 
 C

la
ss

ifi
ed

s

5 4  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m5 4  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m



e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m  5 5



5 6  e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m

Valentine’s Day is here, and like many of 
you, I’m never sure whether or not my de-
cade-younger-than-I-am partner will be 
around to share a candle-lit dinner at Ap-
plebee’s, by the time the fateful day rolls 
around. So, like any responsible single, I 
have scoured the web for places to �nd 
love. Here are the worst of the best, the 
best of the worst, or as I like to call them, 
my “recent bookmarks.”

UglySchmucks.com

“In today’s day and age, searching 
for a partner can be such a daunting 
task. Especially if you’re like a lot of us 
who are not that attractive.”

This site has the most honest (and, 
least compelling) motto I’ve seen 
in a grip. It’s the same thing as Mc-
Donald’s saying, “Look, we know 
you’re drunk, why not sober up in 
our drive-through?” First of all, I’m 
wondering what’s wrong with the 
established sites that ugly people 
already use to �nd love, such as 
Craigslist and Facebook. Second-
ly, this seems to take the fun out 
of online dating, which already in-
volves a lot of turd polishing and 
guesswork. Half of the fun that 
comes with meeting someone on-
line, is �nding out how much well whis-
key it’s gonna take to make them look like 
their pro�le photos.

So, Ugly Schmucks doesn’t just appeal to 
the unattractive, it appeals to people with 
low self-esteem. For this reason alone, I 
will go ahead and give this site my seal of 
approval. In fact, one could pull a sort of 
reverse cat�sh on UglySchmucks.com, by 
claiming to be an ugly schmuck, but pre-
senting IRL as a �ve or six. Plus, if you’re 
like me, you don’t want to date a narcissis-
tic egomaniac. What kind of self-absorbed 
Becky or Chad would list an ad on a dat-
ing site reserved for the ugly? So, perhaps 
one will �nd some cubic zirconia in the 
rough on UglySchmucks.com. In fact, I’m 
gonna go ahead and sign up—I’ve always 
wondered what it’s like to be the most at-
tractive person in the room.

ClownDating.com

“Everybody loves a clown, so let a clown 
love you.”

It was a sad day, when I went to sign up 
for an account at JuggaLove.com, only to 
�nd out that the Juggalette of my dreams 
will have to wait, as the Insane Clown Pos-
se-related dating site is now a thing of 
the past. Thankfully, the broader market 
for circus-themed hook-ups can be �lled 
with ClownDating.com—a website dedi-

cated to...you guessed it, dating clowns. 
However, it’s one thing for Juggalos to 
have a dating site—Juggalos are like 
Fiends or Deadheads, in terms of already 
having infected every possible corner of 
our society. However, clowns as a whole 
are still rightfully shunned. I fucking hate 
clowns. I’m pretty sure I was molested by 
one at some point in time, but even if that 
never happened, I still hate them. Clowns 
are cancer. Love Juggalos. Hate clowns. 
Are we clear?

Two red �ags are set o� upon landing on 
ClownDating.com’s homepage. The �rst, 
is that you’re looking at a website dedi-
cated to clown dating. Do I even need to 
expand here? Second, the featured pho-
tos of newly registered members feature 
folks who look reasonably attractive, nor-
mal, well-adjusted and in no way related 
to the circus. Naturally, the website bold-
ly answers the question, “Why Clown Dat-

ing?” According to CD, “It’s no fun looking 
for love when you’re a clown. Behind all 
the makeup and the red nose is a lone-
ly heart. Clowns are unique entertainers, 
loved by some, yet feared and hated by 
others.” Damn right, they’re hated by oth-
ers. They’re fucking clowns. Clowns de-
serve to be lonely, especially on Valen-
tine’s Day. This site is bad and I feel bad for 
looking at it.

Meet-An-Inmate.com

“Did you know that there are mil-
lions of men and women who are 
currently incarcerated, just wait-
ing for someone to write and ex-
change life experiences?”

I’m not sure if the hyphens in 
the URL of this dating site are 
supposed to be ironic, like min-
iature prison cell bars, but Jesus 
Christ with a shank, this is some 
scary stu�. I’m probably not the 
�rst person to admit that it’s not 
uncommon for “sexy” inmates 
to have hoards of female pen 
pals—Bundy, Ramirez, Man-
son...all the greats had their 
sexy lady fans. But, the header 
image for Meet-An-Inmate.com 
features a woman behind bars. 

Now, I’m not one to go all “gender wars” 
in a writeup about prison dating sites, 
but everyone knows that it’s mostly men 
who end up behind bars. Black dude runs 
a red light, he gets twenty years in jail. 
White chick stabs her kids and boyfriend, 
she gets probation. This is old news. But, 
damn...what kind of woman actually gets 
jail time and why am I signing up to be 
her boo? Oh, shit. It appears WomenBe-
hindBars.com exists, too. Guys...can we 
dial back the thirst, just a bit?

M-A-I is thorough and educational, in 
terms of what the site o�ers to �rst-time 
visitors, with advice that anyone can ap-
ply to their day-to-day life. “Writing an in-
mate for the �rst time can be intimidating 
at �rst. We recommend that your �rst let-
ter be kept short, include a brief descrip-
tion of yourself, your interests and hob-
bies, and maybe a photo of yourself. This 
can be a great way to start a conversa-
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tion.” This is important, because when at-
tempting to make a connection with the 
lady who tossed her kids out of a mov-
ing vehicle during a meth bender, shar-
ing too much tends to kill any element of 
mystery. “Hi, I’m Steve. How many years of 
making weapons from toilet paper sep-
arate you and I from having co�ee?” Do 
they make Valentine’s Day cards for this? 
As an added bonus, all correspondence is 
done via “snail mail,” as inmates aren’t typ-
ically allowed to have a Tinder account, let 
alone email.

Kwink.com

“Spend your remaining days with someone 
that shares your instinct to prepare and sur-
vive the end of the world 
as you know it.”

The chemtrails are �y-
ing, birth control is 
turning the frogs gay, 
and here you are, holed 
up in a bunker and 
looking for love. All 
is fair in love and In-
fowars, over at Kwink.
com—the world’s pre-
mier dating site for 
“survivalist singles.” I 
have con�icting emo-
tions about this one. 
On one hand, making 
plans for dates is prob-
ably easy. Who pays for 
dinner? Who cares??? 
We’re all going to die 
soon anyways. Put it 
on the credit card. On 
the other hand, jealou-
sy is one thing, but all-
out paranoia has to be 
a relationship killer. In-
stead of, “Who was that 
girl and why was she 
�irting with you?” it becomes, “Who was 
that girl and does she work for the shad-
ow government, with plans of exploiting 
your resources thorough taxation, until 
they are depleted enough to constitute 
martial law?”

I suspect that if you meet someone on 
Kwink.com, “Net�ix and chill” becomes 

“documentary about the collapse of the 
�nancial system and panic.” But, hey, go 
ahead and share some dehydrated food 
capsules over a nice ration of �ltered, al-
kaline water, with the one you love but 
don’t fucking trust as far as you can throw 
them. You can �nd that special someone 
to sleep with one eye open, at Kwink.com.

DiaperMates.com

“Do not upload photos of kids, poop or 
nude pics”

Do we really need to say that? I mean, isn’t 
it sort of a given? I guess not. Only Rule 
34 is real—if it exists, there is porn of it. 
And, diapers are no exception. I’ve always 

giggled at the term “adult diapers” for var-
ious reasons (mostly related to how old I 
was each time I’ve seen them on sale at 
the store). But, this website takes it to a 
whole new level. Not only does it appeal 
to adults who have a diaper fetish (which, 
I’m not gonna knock...kink is kink and I 
won’t shame it), but the web design is 
straight out of 1996 and is far from subtle, 

in terms of presentation. 

If you’re gonna represent a sexual fe-
tish that is, arguably, already stigmatized 
enough (this isn’t exactly foot licking or 
spankings we’re talking about), please 
try to make your site look like it wasn’t 
designed by the same folks who design 
church newsletters or white supremacy 
blogs. Even the ads on the site (which, 
by the way, are for diapers) contain col-
orful, child-like patterns that �t some-
where between Chuck E. Cheese and evi-
dence obtained from a child porn ring. I 
mean, it’s 2018, guys. Where can reason-
able, well-adjusted, mature, diaper-wear-
ing adults connect? Besides Tumblr? Step 

your game up, Diaper-
Mates.com!

Well, that about wraps 
up my summary of 
where I’m spend-
ing Valentine’s Day 
this year. One tip for 
the truly lonely out 
there, and trust me, 
this works—you know 
those “missed con-
nection” ads on Craig-
slist? The ones like, 
“You were at Taco Bell 
throwing a �t about 
not getting sour cream 
on your burrito and I 
was the lonely dude 
in the tan coat, check-
ing out your ass” and 
all that? Well, no one 
responds to missed 
connection ads, unless 
they �t the descrip-
tion. So, if you really 
want to meet a quali-
�ed lover, put some-
thing out that your po-

tential crush would respond to. The ad I 
just posted says, “You were the blonde, 
deaf Brazilian in line at GameStop to pre-
order God Of War for the PS4. I would have 
said hi, but I was busy counting my mon-
ey.” Anyone who replies will have a ban-
gin’ ass and an appreciation for Kratos. 
Or, you can just stick to ugly, incarcerated 
clowns in diapers.
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I had a lover who told me that he was 
blessed by the way I made love to him. I cre-
ate a house of love for my partners—glis-
tening in a rose-colored ambiance, smelling 
like orange blossom and gardenia. Partially 
a sacred whore and partially a worshipper of 
all my lovers, I enrapture them in romance. 
Even if it’s only for one night. 

The wailing softness of my Lana Del Rey 
playlist opens my vulva like a peony. I can 
almost cum, just giving head, while feeling 
their comfort in my space. I call these spaces 
“the feminine spaces”—shelter, in a culture 
entrenched in toxic masculinity. A steady si-
lence in between fucking under �uorescent 
light, with absolutely no music. Eros my holy 
ghost, I live by Divine Pillars Of 
Sexual Healing. 

Lazy lovers are defeated by time. 
Their caresses do not linger. Erot-
icism is an act of devotion and 
decadence. Time must be invest-
ed carefully, for passion to linger 
and for the sweetness to enter 
dreams, after falling asleep. Edg-
ing has become the cherry on top 
of my sexual experience with my 
partner. 

I run my hands around his cock, 
then gently invite him into my 
mouth with careful delicacy. As I 
feel his orgasm approaching, I stop for kiss-
es and shy caresses. He begs for my touch, 
for my mouth, for the unity of honey and 
tree sap. Wait a little longer. I want you to 
beg for me. Maybe, I will wait until the daf-
fodils rise again from the Earth, but never 
stop giving my love. When we cum togeth-
er, the spaces between pleasures brings our 
orgasm into one turbulent wave. 

Moonlight peeking through my curtains, 
I erect the space for our house of love. The 

ocean inside of us is rustling, impatient for 
the pleasure, but each cornerstone around 
us must inspire passion. I align the windows 
with tea candles, dim the lights—except the 
rosy light bulbs underneath a sheer fabric—
and light the incense. 

I listen to music, as I dress in silk, lace or vel-
vet. Lingerie is my costume for my rituals 
and the �rst tone I set, before I am unrav-
eled. He decorates his limbs with my rose 
quartz and amethyst, sending Aphrodite’s 
vibrations through his limbs. The mixture 
of musky skin, �owers and incense disin-
tegrates all unpleasantries from my mind. 
There is only you, the moonlight...the �ow-
ers. Nothing else. No one else. 

I am mesmerized by the semiotics of the 
mouth, how symbols of love are illustrated 
with heavy breaths. I anticipate the words 
exclaiming the insatiable desire. Erotic lan-
guage is more than dirty talking—it is the 
way we celebrate our partner’s interactions 
with our bodies. It is a beautiful way to es-
tablish consent romantically. What will you 
do to me? How do you want to experience me? 

I once would shy away from speaking erot-

ically, afraid of the intimacy in those mo-
ments. Afraid to give too much simultane-
ously—my body and my mind. Sex means 
nothing to me, without the stimulation of 
the mind or the passion of the soul. I do 
not shy from words any longer. I do not shy 
away from emotion—from honesty—with 
my partner’s body entangled with my mind, 
I’ll whisper “nothing else, no one else.”

When the moon ceases her strong pulls of 
the tides and we whirl into climax, naked 
in the low tide, I run my hands across you. 
The climax has not ended—we are surren-
dering to the weight of love. We are indulg-
ing in how our bodies wind and unwind. I 
rise from the sea and tiptoe in the bath-

room, as he is watching me. Smil-
ing from the toilet and stretching 
my hands all the way to the bed, 
I feel enchanted by the delicious 
elixir making droplets in the toi-
let water. 

He invites me into bed again with 
his arms. The climax is still mov-
ing, the love sets our souls ablaze 
and we lie under the stars. In this 
space, we share our most plea-
surable moments. We rejoice. 
Time moves slowly, as I rest in 
the softness of our afterglow. He 
makes shapes on the contours of 
my back, as I sigh from the bliss of 

intimacy. Turning around to face him, run-
ning my �ngers around his coarse beard, I 
see specks of light in his eyes that I miss in 
everyday life. 

Sexual healing has the ability to connect 
souls collapsed by pain, silence and resent-
ment. Looking into the eyes of the man I 
love, orgasm never ceasing, I whisper…

Nothing else. No one else.
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