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It’s that time of year again, where 
you are either frantically trying to 
think of something cheesy and ro-
mantic to do for your partner (so 
you don’t have to endure anoth-
er round of silent treatment) or 
you’re drinking yourself to sleep, 
after shitposting on social media 
about how you’re a strong inde-
pendent so-and-so and relation-
ships are stupid. Anyhoozle, we’re 
all in this fresh hell together, but 
this piece is speci�cally for those 
unfortunate women who have 
found themselves in a relation-
ship with a musician in Portland 
(I couldn’t think of any hot tips 
for you lads out there dating a fe-
male musician, because you basi-
cally won the lottery—treat her 
like a princess and watch her cat 
while she goes on tour).The sad 
slice of the Portland demograph-
ic—who are both dating some un-
shaven, aspiring indie rock star in 
Portland and reading a strip club 
magazine—need look no further 
for some hot tips to spice up their 
disappointingly dull romance this 
Saint Valentine’s Day. I hope you 
have a frosty beverage handy, 
‘cause it’s about to get HAWT in 
here.

Go To A Local Show With Your 
Beloved And Talk At Length 

About How Unimpressed You 
Are With The Performers For  

The Evening

You will not only make your boy-
friend-who-won’t-let-you-call-
him-your-boyfriend’s evening—in 
fact, you will make his fucking year 
with this hot tip. You see, male 
musicians have the most frag-
ile egos in all of human history. 

This has been scienti�cally prov-
en with decades of peer-reviewed 
journalism on the subject. With 

this fragile ego comes a labyrinth-
esque wall surrounding it, that is 
completely immune to compli-
ments—no matter how authentic. 
Normal humans will get a warm, 
fuzzy feeling from a simple posi-
tive comment about one’s abili-
ties in their chosen profession—
not so with musicians. The true 
way to your insecure manchild’s 
heart is by insulting others that 
share his chosen profession. This 
is especially true if your “it’s com-

plicated” person is a guitarist. Beat 
him to the punch by commenting 
on how the guitarist of the band 
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you’re watching “doesn’t do it for 
you” and is “kinda pedestrian.” Use 
the word “pedestrian.” He will melt 
for you on the spot.

When He Shows You His Favorite 
Obscure Artists, Pretend You’ve 

Never Heard Of Them

You thought you’ve seen his pa-
thetic excuse for affection be-
fore...but, think again! This little 
trick will set his unwashed loins 
on �re. You’d think it would bring 
you closer together, being into 
the same music, but there is noth-
ing that will crush his already-
crumbling self-esteem more than 
when he shows you something 
Pitchfork recently did an archive 
review about, and you say that 
you’ve not only heard of it, but 
you heard it (because it’s blast-
ing through the speakers of ev-
ery record shop and café in Port-
land). Trust me! Even though the 
last three musicians you’ve dat-
ed “introduced” you to whatever 
trendy post-punk or hip hop re-
cord your main squeeze is claim-
ing as his personal favorite (that 
supposedly no one’s ever heard 
of ), just smile, nod and act like 
it’s not the zillionth time you’ve 
heard “Marquee Moon” by Televi-
sion—seriously, you don’t even 
have to pretend to like it. It’s lit-
erally more important that this is 
the �rst time you’ve ever set ears 
on fucking Sigur Ros. You will 
give your mostly employed boo a 
night he will never forget. Hope-
fully, you do actually like said art-
ist, because once you say you’ve 
never heard of them, be prepared 
for an all-nighter of B-sides, shitty 
live recordings and excerpts from 
a Wikipedia article.

When You’re Socializing With 
His Friends, Don’t Say Anything 

Or Interact With Anyone

You see, for the public-facing side 
of the relationship, the male mu-
sician doesn’t really want to ap-
pear as if he has a genuine con-
nection with anyone. Intimacy is 
far too complicated and adult of 
a concept for him to grasp in any 
meaningful way. However, they 

don’t want to seem like some un-
attractive loser, hanging out with 
his other loser musician friends, at 
the same bar they always hang out 
at, making fun of the other loser 
musicians that they are convinced 
they are cooler than. This is where 
you come in! By being a female 
body sitting next to your musician 
date, you make him feel slightly 

cooler than his peers. However, 
you will only confuse and irritate 
him if you attempt conversation 
with your maybe-a-boyfriend. Al-
though it seems counter-intui-
tive to developing a healthy rela-
tionship, do not talk to his friends 
when you are all out at said bar. If 
you strike up an actual conversa-
tion with one of his peers, you will 
witness a storm of childish jeal-
ousy, the likes of which you have 

never experienced before! Take 
it from years of research. Just sit, 
smile and shut up. You’ll thank us 
later, when your so-called man 
says he “guesses you and him can, 
like, be together or whatever” that 
night.

You’re welcome, ladies. Happy 
Valentine’s Day!
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Valentine’s Day is right around the 
corner, and in the spirit of that, I 
thought it would be a perfect op-
portunity to take you, dear reader, 
on a journey with me, through an 
overview of the sexiest biota our 
world has on display. If anyone says 
romance is dead, point to any of 
these examples and sco� heartily. 

The Praying Mantis

As the poster child for invertebrate 
romance, the Mantodea is well-
known for its practice of what is 
temptingly called “sexual cannibal-
ism.” Basically, if the female mantis 
wants to get her snacky-snack on 
while she’s being plowed, she’ll just 
take the head o� the male and chow 
down. Interestingly, this has been 
observed to cause the male’s move-
ments to become even more vigor-
ous. As long as it’s between consent-
ing adults, who are we to pass judg-
ment on these femme fatales? 

Antechinus

This adorable little marsupial mouse 
lives in the forests of Australia and 
holds the rare privilege of being one 

of the few Aussie creatures that can’t 
kill you. Just before springtime, ev-
ery year, these critters devote them-
selves utterly to just one thing: fuck-
ing until they go blind. The males will 
seek out females to bonk naughty 
parts with relentlessly, for sessions 
lasting up to 14 hours. They fuck so 
much that their fur falls out, they 
bleed internally, their bone density 
goes to shit, their blood sugar lev-
els go haywire, and by the end of it, 
most of them are dead. Females can 
live for up to three years, but not a 
single male will make it past his �rst 
birthday (but, what a way to go).

Flatworms

Many species of �atworms, includ-

ing ones with really catchy names, 
like Pseudobiceros hancockanus,
engage in a mating practice I’d like 
to see between humans. It’s called 
“penis fencing” and it’s exactly what 
it sounds like. Two randy �atworms 
approach one another with their 
“stylets” (de�nitely named by an in-
secure biologist) drawn, then they 
try vigorously to stab one another 
and inject their, uh, genetic splo-
oge. Whoever ends up pregnant is 
the loser (obviously), though this 
can indeed be both of them. Mother 
nature doesn’t give a damn about 
consent

The Angler�sh

Well known for its horri�c visage 
and creepy lantern headgear, this 
deep-sea-dwelling �sh has a truly 
unique approach to lovemaking. Be-
cause their population density is rel-
atively low—and, the ocean is (not 
to get too scienti�c here) a really big 
place—when they meet, they’d bet-
ter make the most of it. With this in 
mind, the male angler�sh bites into 
the belly of the female and latches 
on. Over time, his body fuses with 
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hers, most of his body dissolves and 
he’s reduced to what is essentially a 
pair of gonads and not much else. 
A female can have several of these 
hangers-on and can then breed at 
her own pace. Truly, some liberated 
chicks.

Paratrechalea Ornata

Everyone has heard that the way 
into someone’s pants is through 
their stomach—and insects are no 
di�erent. If you’ve seen any nature 
programs, you’re probably familiar 
with the concept of a “nuptial gift,” 
which is where a male presents the 
female with some tasty treat, so he 
doesn’t wind up like his mantis cous-
ins. This particular spider, however, 
has a habit (up to 70% of the time) 
of presenting the female with empty 
insect husks he’s already sucked dry 
(or, other inedible �otsam that he’s 
just wrapped up nicely). Before she 
has a chance to examine the “gift” 
too closely, he’s done the deed and 
is on his merry way. Our equivalent 
would be something like the guy 
with the �ashy car, the nice watch 
and the hidden $30K in credit card 
debt. 

Gira�es

Unlike human females, who are 
capable of mating (or turning you 
down, again) pretty much when-
ever, many non-human animals go 
into periods of estrus (“heat”). Gi-
ra�es are no exception to this, but 

unlike some animals whose genitals 
become engorged, colorful or have 
other obvious displays of fertility 
(mating calls, low cut blouses, etc.), 
the gira�e males seem to have only 
one way to tell if a THOT is into him: 
by drinking her pee. Beyond this 
quirk, their union is pretty standard 
stu�, which is awkward and usually 
regretted by at least one of them. 
But, the fact that the male gira�e 
drinks the female’s urine mid-stream 
is still kinky enough to make this list.

Jotus Remus

Another creative solution to avoid 
the possibility of being “sexually 
cannibalized” (hot!) is the display 
this tiny jumping spider does. Basi-
cally, he hides behind a leaf and vi-
brates his body to get the female’s 
attention. Once she’s noticed that 
something is up, he’ll start waving 
one of his unusually �u�y legs entic-
ingly, from behind the leaf where he 
remains hidden. The female will try 
to attack, thinking it’s prey, but he’s 
ready for it and yanks it back. Then 

again (and again and again), his dis-
play can last hours. All he’s basically 
doing is wearing her out, so she’s 
too exhausted to �ght him, when he 
leaps out and has his way with her. 
Thinking about this, I wonder why 
she doesn’t just get bored and try 
to catch something else (or, maybe, 
just check the other side of the leaf), 
but nature rarely makes sense, and 
I suppose if it ain’t broke, don’t �x it. 

Whiptail Lizard

In a turn of phrase someone is surely 
going to call out Wikipedia for, these 
lizards merely “pseudo-copulate,” 
because there’s no penis to go any-
where. This is because every whiptail 
lizard is female. How do they repro-
duce then, you might ask? Parthe-
nogenesis, which is a fancy way of 
saying “cloning.” Essentially, this is an 
entire species made up of copies of 
ONE chick, who likes to sometimes 
“pseudo copulate” with herself. Pon-
dering this as a solution to my dat-
ing life, it suddenly became far less 
sexy when I realized that I probably 
couldn’t stand myself for 15 min-
utes, let alone a whole planet �lled 
with me forever. Horrible.  

Esmeralda Rupp-Spangle is a Frasier 
slash �ction writer, sexual cannibal 
and ex-motocross champion. She can 
be found on MeWe by name or Insta-
gram via @EsmeraldaSilentCitadel.
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Moxie

I leap to the pole from the halo rack that en-
circles the stage. One client gawks, another 
says, “Show me your tits.” I ignore them both 
and �irt with myself in the mirror.

I glow with the victory of knowing my 
35-year-old body still possesses power, con-
trol and stamina. I spin around the pole and 
admire my prestigious stride. I’m a fucking 
goddess—albeit, a broke goddess. I’m lucky 
if I bank $60 in �ve hours. In fact, I cash-in 
the old-fashioned way: connection. I con-
verse with older men at the bar, who have no 
qualms in compensating me for my precious 
time.

Tonight’s my last night at the Mint Elephant. 
It reeks of fried chicken strips, stale beer and 
cheap perfume. I’m retiring to return to an 
o�ce gig. The regular I’m with begs me not 
to leave and slips me his phone number on 
a tiny napkin, over the nicked bar. The ink 
blotches. 

“I could fall in love with you,” he says.

I pet his wrinkled hand and thank him, before 
I take the stage for my next set.

I gallop to the music and show o� my re-
claimed agility, with a full-on split at the 
song’s end.

A Beavertron bro with gelled hair solicits me 
for a dance as I hop o� stage.

I lead him to the private dance area and part 
the beaded curtain. The beads tinkle in per-
cussion, as they cascade back to position. Be-
fore we even get situated, he picks me up and 
throws me on the couch. The security guard 
observes the physical assault, but does noth-
ing—can’t expect much from a dude who 
would card himself, due to his cherub face 
covered in zits. He pu�s out his chest at me, 
instead of the rapey creeper who damn near 
body slammed me in my place of employ-
ment. What a send o�. I stomp away in anger, 
at the audacity of the eternal teenager with 
a badge.

“Security my ass,”  I say.

The manager abducts me, squeezes her long 
�ngers around my �rm bicep and pushes me 
into the corner. 

“Be careful or else word will get out you’re a 
dirty girl,” she says, so close to my face I be-
grudgingly inhale her petrol-stench breath. 

Every pore on my face burns. My �sts clench 
with sheer frustration. I step outside for some 
fresh air. My favorite dancers smoke and chat 
outside. We agree we’re all completely enam-
oured with each other.

We collectively decide that Josie has all the 
hustle, Kimberly has the best dance moves, 
Bella is the funniest, Echo is the smartest and 
Reena has the biggest heart. They vote me 
in for the most moxy. We all fawn over each 
other some more and giggle about how we’re 
a spectrum of diversity in both talent and 
ethnicity, and happen to be sitting in a lovely 
visual gradient.

An old-world geezer lights a cigar outside 
next to us. 

“I’ll tell you what I would’ve paid for you dur-
ing the Vietnam War: $2, $1.50, $1, $0.75, 
$0.50 and a quarter.” 

He points at me and says, “The lightest is the 
more expensive.” 

Righteous rage fills me. I fight the urge to 
scream. Instead, I stand up, recognizing my 
white privilege but also honoring my Romani 
roots and protest this sad man’s ignorance 
with a calm ferocity.

“The war is over and so is the age of discrimi-
nation. You’re outnumbered now.”

He grumbles incoherently and goes back in-
side.

I enter after him. On the down low, I let the 
bartender know he’s about to serve a vocal 
racist and sexist.

“Bartender, another round,” the old-world 
man says and leans on the bar stool.

The bartender returns with a credit card slip 
to sign. 

“What’s this?” he asks.

“It’s time to go,” the bartender says.

The geezer signs, groans incoherently and 
leaves. The stripper brigade of badasses and 
I cheer.

“I hate this place, but I love all of you,” I say. 

We group hug, then hijack the stage to do a 
six-dancer set as a last-call �nale. The rack �lls 
with customers downing drinks and shower-
ing us in greenbacks.

After our time on stage, I pack my bag in the 
dressing room. Josie scooches next to me, 
with her hands behind her back.

“Close your eyes and open your hand,” she 
says. 

I oblige. She sets a stack of cash in my paws. I 
reopen my eyes and tears fall.

“I can’t,” I say.

“Too late. We all agreed. It’s from that last set. 
We want you to remember us more than the 
assholes who come here,” Josie says.

We exchange numbers we’ll never call and 
make plans we’ll never keep. 

I depart with my driver and see the club sign 
shrink and dim, as we pull away. 

Jaime Dunkle mixes the profound and the pro-
fane in her prose, with an altruism that stems 
from her tenure as an award-winning journalist. 
Her stories range from �ction to personal narra-
tive and often blur between the two. “Stripped” 
is her forthcoming book that was chosen as a 
semi�nalist on the YesYesBooks Open Reading 
For Fiction contest in 2019. For more info, go to 
JaimeDunkle.com. No creepers allowed.
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Portland, Oregon is a miserable goddamn 
town. A foul pit of quicksand that grips you 
the moment you slip and land there, eat-
ing away at your organs until you’ve turned 
to dust. Struggling will only pull you deeper, 
drive you to love madness, hate yourself, rip 
away at your own skin and spit out those old 
bones that once held you up, now too brittle 
to stand in the wind, like a tower of sand. The 
men are pedophiles, the women are whores, 
the children are stupid punks, the streets smell 
like hot piss at high-noon and everyone is out 
to slice your throat open while you sleep, take 
your hard-earned money and turn it into a bad 
habit—your very own vice, because that’s what 
everyone does here, once they’ve come into 
the gauntlet. Suits and students and pigs and 
preachers are no exception. Nose candy, racing 
machines, sex wizards, morning whiskey, blood 
‘n’ guts ‘n’ shame junkies—it’s all here, in full, liv-
ing color, just around every corner, at any time 
of day or night—like sending away Kix box tops 
and getting back real bazookas!

I’m a doomed writer. Nothing works, it all 
comes out the same. Sad shit, weird shit, awful 
shit, dull shit. It’s all page �ller—pretty words 
and exhaustive details, designed to grab you, 
excite you and trick you into thinking that it 
all means something. I can tell you with great 
con�dence that this is an illusion put together 
of glass strings, woven by the voice of clever 
manipulation. Somewhere along the wire, I 
�nd mysterious meaning in this weird calling—
the gift of a wordsmith, hands blessed with a 
unique autonomy of their own and a thirst for 
creation that ceases only with sleep and death. 

I am not even a writer. This instrument is electri-
�ed, moving along a dexterous track all its own. 
Give your praise to this pen for whatever sick 
poetry it may produce—I am only the vessel for 
its feverish workings—a dedicated host con-
duit, good only for a warm brain and muscles 
to let the ink go. I am not a writer, only a shell 

of circumstantial synapses, to meet my purpose 
as a scribe slave to some anxious pen, with too 
much goddamn nonsense to tell whoever cares 
to listen. It’s time again for co�ee, for smokes, 
for the Next Best Thing...never mind the silly 
shitshow down the way—there’s WORK to do.

It’s a damn shame that I won’t get around to it 
today and I doubt that I’ll get to it tomorrow 
either. Some sick impulse tells me to procras-
tinate again. No sleep and binge writing when 
the mood strikes—overtones of misery and 
loathing, last minute panic runs to get your shit 

done between trips out for more booze, ciga-
rettes, and senseless arguments with yourself, 
just for fun, in the presence of weirdos that will 
never understand your mannerisms. “Sloppy,” 
they say. “How unprofessional,” they say. “Those 
degenerate bums just want an excuse to burn 
the goddamn world down!” they say. I can’t 
pretend that I don’t agree, though. Sloppy, un-
professional, degenerate—my kind of people. 
A drunken army of loonies and hopeless rep-

robates, clinging onto the underbelly of some 
supposed “American Dream” that has still yet to 
surface. It’d be critically dangerous to the well-
orchestrated system of self-made entrepre-
neurship, to let your kind in on the big secret: 
that any burnt-out freak with half a brain can 
do it...but, don’t tell the lowlifes—they’ll blow 
up the scene. Writers-for-hire, with no appar-
ent moral compass, skewed ethics and nothing 
better to do than to stir up provocative com-
motion, among the hearts of those who feed us 
the sick subjects upon which to put words.

For this monotony, I’ve found a few temporary 
reliefs—rampant substance abuse, wild sex at 
bus stops, unhinged passion and weird music 
(to either calm the nerves or agitate them, de-
pending). Throw in some booze for an addition-
al layer of liquidity—a crucial evil for anyone 
who intends to “make it.” Such sultry passages 
of ink spill away from these crooked �ngertips, 
like a pen dancing to utter madness—odd at-
tention to the �ne detail of every magni�cent 
stroke, a carnivorous taste for insanity like a 
fang-tip pen, coated in poison and ready to 
freeze its readers’ veins with venomous truths.

This obsession with the creation of macabre 
prose has become my sickest pleasure—a far 
greater rush than heroin, cumming in strangers’ 
mouths, coming near death by the misguided 
hands of a once-lover or than orbiting yourself 
at mach �ve...when it all gets too ugly, become 
a writer. At least then, your sad truths put into 
colorful poetry will metamorphose into a wilt-
ed rose, in the eyes of depraved and hopeless 
romantics—some tasteful veneer of pulchri-
tude within the ruins of our own despondency. 
Another narrow glimmer of hope that, for just a 
moment, appears greater than the oppressive 
illness of the human condition—a smile in the 
face of pure darkness and the realization that 
you are powerless to its chaotic machinations, 
so you’d better grab a beer and get comfort-
able. 
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Happy Valentine’s Month. For some of us, 
February means love and happiness. For oth-
ers, it means, “Hey, thanks for the slave labor, 
here’s a hashtag.” But, for me, it means that 
I change my phone number, yet again, to 
avoid the cases of exes crawling out of the 
emergency jar and asking for some pipe ac-
tion. I can’t be the only one who fears the sins 
of his past, so I’ve brought you this article to 
see how many other dudes and females-into-
females can relate. I wanted to do this gen-
der-free, but it just didn’t roll o� the �ngers 
correctly. However, this column can apply to 
ex-boyfriends, as well—I just don’t have that 
many, so do the gender swapping in your 
head and enjoy...

OG Kush

This is the chick you dated brie�y during that 
period of your life when you “took a break 
from college to see the world,” which means 
that you spent all summer at random festi-
vals in California, hopping from one hazy ex-
perience to the next. OG Kush would always 
show up and you recognized her by the ex-
treme aroma, which was somehow intoxicat-
ing. Everyone else thought she smelled like a 
hot dumpster, but man...ten seconds with her 
and you were in the clouds. The bad news, 
however, was that the comedown was aw-
ful—piles of hand-rolled spli� butts littered 
your car, your priorities were put on hold for 
longer than usual and for some reason your 
hoodie smells like a moldy oak tree. You two 
broke up on good terms, simply because you 
were starting to resemble a homeless lottery 
winner.

Sour Diesel

After you dated OG Kush, you decided to re-
bound with Sour Diesel—this chick smelled 
amazing, was properly trimmed and was 
readily available. But, the head trips were too 
much. Two seconds into trying to relax and 

she was always bringing up stu� that made 
you worry. “Did you forget to pay your power 
bill? What about the dentist, did you make an 
appointment with them? And, what about 
that bruise on your shoulder??? Are you sure 
it’s just a tight muscle or could it be skin can-
cer?!” The questions would never cease and 
the mind games wouldn’t stop. Man, she was 
so pretty, though...and she had a great aro-
ma, was seemingly innocent and super cute, 
but no man can handle that kind of head 
trip, day after day. You two broke up because 
she wouldn’t stop telling you that everyone 
knew you were high.

Full-Extract Cannabis Oil

What the fuck were you thinking, dude? You 
thought you could handle this small, quiet 
and seemingly harmless �ing, until you were 
face-down on a shag carpet, in a shady motel 
on a bad side of town. I mean, did this really 
count as “dating” or are we gonna be honest? 
This wasn’t an ex-girlfriend—it was a crack 
whore (with all due respect to sex workers 
who use cocaine in rocked form...I’m not talk-
ing about you, I’m talking about the crack 
whore variety of crack whore). No one should 
get you o� that fast, for so cheap, using a 
miniature �amethrower and a bowl-shaped 
glass utensil. Let’s not front—this wasn’t a 
relationship, it was a business transaction. 
And, goddamn if you won’t do it again. Crack 
Whor...excuse me, “Full-Extract Cannabis Oil” 
was (and still is) a cool as chick. You’ve just 
got to make sure you don’t lose your wallet 
around her.

Mexican Brick Weed

You know, in retrospect, this was a super-cool 
chick. Yeah, she was kinda seedy and always 
demanded to be picked up by a friend-of-
a-friend, outside of a Circle K, but who else 
was giving you that kind of love in middle 
school? How else would a suburban teenager 

like you get the opportunity to interact with 
actual drug dealers, who move bricks across 
international borders, sell them to kids us-
ing pagers and weigh out the bags with 
those weird, handheld scales that looked 
like protractors??? Mexican Brick Weed gets 
a bad reputation and for no reason—she was 
reliable, a cheap date and easily the most 
uniquely alluring-yet-o�-putting scent that 
reminded you of nature. These days, she is 
extremely hard to come by, but she’s always 
been super �aky, tight and sharp—chances 
are, wherever she is, she is making a lot of 
young dudes happy.

Kratom

Just because it looks like weed and smells like 
weed, doesn’t mean it’s actually weed. But, 
for a few weeks during graduate school in 
Seattle, you experimented with this one and 
really enjoyed her. She wasn’t what you ex-
pected, but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t good. 
Sure, you’ve heard about the kind of Kratom 
you pick up at or around cheap convenience 
stores in urban areas, but this was the up-
scale variety, who was properly manicured 
and goddamn if she didn’t present exactly 
like any other plant you’re used to. Yeah, it’s 
kind of awkward explaining her to your par-
ents, but it’s equally cool that your friends are 
progressive enough to not only accept your 
ex for who she is, but also, they’ve actually 
started considering the idea of dating a girl 
like her—because stereotypical weed strains 
have become so lazy, expensive and dan-
gerous that the modern man should really 
consider embracing alternatives, before they 
�nd themselves in family court, up against 
the world’s most expensive lawyer and a bit-
ter strain from your past. Changing genetics 
is cheap—but, having your farm raided by 
the government is not.

Perhaps, I should just stop smoking for a year.
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What a wonderful start to the year! No snow (at 
time of press), new clubs opening up around 
town (you’ve really got to check out Club Sin-
Rock’s downtown location, which is staying open 
past typical club hours, by the way), weekly bur-
lesque shows at The Jack London and Dante’s 
(Burly-Q and Sinferno, Saturday and Sunday, 
respectively) and decent weather is making this 
February out to be one of the best so far. That’s 
why we themed this issue as a positive Valentine’s 
issue—not that we don’t have mad love for the 
Anti-Valentine parties (check out the calendar 
at the end of this column), but it is nice to know 
that this year’s celebration of love will be some-
what more positive (and, hopefully, sunnier) than 
usual. Sure, we might pay for it, by watching the 
climate eat itself so we can have cool plastic shit, 
but when’s the last time you’ve been hiking on 
a Valentine’s Day date? Silver linings, folks. The 
oceans aren’t half empty—they’re half full.

A Call For Sex Workers To Take Back 
 Social Media

My punch card for “know ten sex workers who get 
booted from social media for posting a picture 
that includes a small amount of skin, get one free” 
just �lled up. So, what the hell, why not use this 
column for good?

Here is a brief lesson on how the pop culture 
and trend cycle works: a grass roots culture cre-
ates a thing, that thing becomes popular over 
time, then the thing becomes pro�table and the 
big companies sink their tentacles into it, even-
tually rede�ning it and draining it of all original 
meaning. For example, look at punk rock. What 
started out as an anti-corporate practice of using 
home studio equipment to produce music that 
is indigestible to the mainstream (due to anti-
establishment themes, aesthetic abrasiveness 
and, well, angry people in weird clothing, who go 
to basement shows, bootleg cassette tapes and 
beat each other up for fun), is now responsible for 
festival bands whose clothing you can buy in the 
mall. The “Vans” in “Vans Warped Tour” kinda sours 
the whole “we hate exploitation, capitalism and 
consumerism” experience, but, hey, two original 
members of Social Distortion are playing the 
Monster Energy Stage at noon, so let’s all pony 
up a month’s worth of income to watch the show.

On the same note as punk rock (and comic books, 
video games, hip hop, cheeseburgers, cannabis, 
etc.), the realm of “sex worker” has, seemingly 
overnight, been taken over by giant social media 

companies (Instagram, Facebook, Snapchat, etc.) 
and internet data farms (Google, Facebook Mo-
bile, Facebook Messenger, Facebook For Commo-
dore 64, Fisher Price My First Facebook Account, 
etc.). Boobs make up about 36C-44D percent of 
the social media market cap.

But, we need a history lesson. Let us rewind to the 
early days of the internet, when the world con-
nected itself using brand new technology, that 
would allow for previously unheard of innova-
tion—at which point, we immediately used it for, 
well, porn. Now, this wasn’t just any porn—this 
was single-image, hours-to-download, hard-to-
fap-to, probably-violating-copyright, worthy-of-
wasting-one’s-AOL-hours (Millenials, look that 
term up and get back to me when you bitch 
about “only having a small amount of data”) for 
pure, uncut smut. 

There was a day and age, when you couldn’t just 
accidentally stumble upon gigs upon gigs of 
high-de�nition adult entertainment, from any 
genre you can think of (give it a try if you don’t 
believe me...there are sub-genres of Dragonball 
Z porn—don’t ask me how I know, but there are 
over 9,000 videos). In fact, if you’ve ever seen the 
word “pron” (which, by the way, did NOT get un-
derlined by my word processor spellcheck alerts), 
it comes from the intentional misspelling of the 
word “porn,” to subvert censorship, because 
“porn” was, at one point in time, blocked by most 
search engines. Back in the day, we had to walk 
up a hill, both ways, twice, in digital snow, before 
we realized that the snowy hill was actually a 
boob. Whoa! A naked boob!!!

Flash forward a couple decades, and if you do a 
search for “prawns” on your phone, Google asks 
if you meant to search for “porn,” complete with 
suggestions. Taboo? Only if you’re looking up the 
address of the video store—there are Christian 
hookup sites, feminist-approved pornstars and 
skin �icks designed to be inclusive to every de-

mographic on the planet. Are you an Amish trans 
woman who prefers half-Asian, half-Australian, 
third-cousin themes, with Disney out�ts and mild 
socialist undertones, but only in 4K and in Quick-
time format? Well, the internet has dozens and 
dozens of results for you! Put simply, porn is basi-
cally pot—it’s mainstream, there are thousands of 
varieties, everyone uses it and the hippies should 
be glad that our society no longer punishes peo-
ple who engage in it...

Unless, of course, you’re a stripper or model who 
posts a semi-revealing photo on Instagram using 
the wrong sex-related hashtag. In that case, let’s 
just go ahead and delete your account, remove 
your monetized ads, disconnect you from most 
of your followers and fans, then threaten you 
with a nasty letter. Of course, this doesn’t apply 
to famous porn actors or Hollywood prostitutes, 
but the real enemies, like Snapchat Premium 
models, local working girls and webcam chicks...
you know, right up there with serial killers, kiddie 
diddlers and Nazis. Imagine if Adolf Hitler or Ted 
Bundy had the help of @GamerGurrl69PDX420...I 
doubt we’d even be alive today.

Obvious sarcasm aside, the big companies whose 
platforms you built and whose stock prices you 
helped in�ate by giving away your data for free, 
well, they hate you. Tag a post with #YesAStrip-
per or #SexWorker and see what happens. Sure, 
there will be gore porn above you and footage 
of a drone strike below you, but that Instagram 
feed is apparently not ready for half of a nipple or 
part of a butt—and, let’s not kid anyone, no one is 
ready for a sex-positive hashtag. That’s where so-
ciety starts to crumble (yes, that’s more sarcasm, 
for those of you in the back).

It’s one thing to say “this is a private platform with 
terms of service that you signed.” But, it’s another 
thing to remind you of this fact, while at the same 
time promoting a photo of Cardi B stu�ng a �ag 
in up her rectum with the hashtag #EatMyAs-
sBitches and a link to buy her song, “Finna Fuck 
This Ni$$a With A Stolen GloCK,” from the Apple 
Store, Google Play and Christian Mingle, before 
turning right around and telling @PDXStr1p-
p3rChixxx that their account “violates terms of 
service,” because they posted a text-only meme 
about tipping dancers to their 400 followers.

If I had a dollar for every dancer, webcam girl, 
private model or even just random female who 
works at Starbucks and occasionally posts va-
gina-themed paintings, who got their account 
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taken down after amassing a decent following 
that took weeks upon weeks of work to obtain, 
I’d have enough money to actually go to the strip 
club and tip all the dancers, who just lost their 
Snapchat Premium account because a drug deal-
er, white nationalist or gang member reported 
their yoga pants photo. “We’re sorry, but due to 
complaints from @MolallaSisterFucker88 and @
StitchesGetTheirDicksShotO�, the photo of you 
at the gym has been sent to Homeland Security.” 
Real fucking “progressive,” Zuck. Meanwhile, I 
misspelled “Virginia” in a search bar—using safe 
mode on a public internet connection—and 
guess what I saw? 

At this point, even if you hate me as a person, a 
writer and/or an asshole, I honestly doubt that 
this month’s column is getting much disagree-
ment from our readers. But, I haven’t gotten to 
the elephant in the room yet—a solution.

What can you, as either a fan or producer of not-
even-that-“adult”-content, do? How can you, 
the thicc girl who posts gym sel�es or the pole 
dancer who enjoys showing o� her skills, get In-
stagram, Facebook (who owns Instagram), Snap-
chat and all the other apps on your side? Well, 
let’s �rst point out what doesn’t work: contacting 
these companies, starting petitions, getting a 
shitty lawyer, getting a good lawyer, complain-
ing on other social media platforms or trying to 
take down Goliath yourself.  What does work, you 
ask? Hashtags.

Unlike centralized content (shit you post directly 
to one or two linked social media platforms), 
hashtags are decentralized—if I start the #Kany-
eMusk2020 hashtag and enough people start 
using it in their own posts, then website search 
engines, trending lists and other aggregates 
have to take active steps to suppress it. And, what 
happens when you try to suppress something on 
the internet? Everyone accepts that two dudes in 
MAGA hats jumped a celebrity outside of a Chi-
cago Subway in the middle of winter, 9/11 was an 
outside job and Epstein killed himself...oh, wait, 
no—it has the exact opposite e�ect.

Last month, a girl at a Target store got shamed 
by some asshat hipster blogger on Twitter, over 
the price of a toothbrush. Currently (and, thanks 
to the surrounding internet attention), this chick 
(@RealTargetTori...cool girl, go support her) is 
sitting on thousands in donation money and @
Target has yet to even address the incident (at 
time of press). The internet moves at the speed of 

light, if light was on meth and had a jetpack. Else-
where in the Land Of The Virtuous Trolls, there are 
similar stories, such as the saga of Brad’s wife be-
ing �red from Cracker Barrel in 2017 (and the @
CrackerBarrel Twitter account being �ooded with 
demands for her re-hire to this day). Put simply, 
if the internet rallies around anything (fast food 
chains, recently deceased primates, presidential 
candidates, etc.), shit gets done and we never, 
ever forget.

Sadly, just like comics books, video games, poli-
tics, journalism, movies and pretty much any 
other element of pop culture (yes, politics has 
been pop culture for a few decades now) that 
has been infested by the normies, the term “on-
line sex worker” has gotten a bad rep, thanks ex-
clusively to the latecomer, hanger-on, attention 
whore posers who make up less than a fraction 
of a half of a third of a percent of “sex workers,” 
but seem to represent 99.9 out of 100, when it 
comes to media portrayal. Local stripper raising 
money for the homeless? P�t. Ban her account, 
immediately. In�uencer showing cleavage to 
“save Australia from climate change” (ahem, 
ARSON)? Well, color me monetized and slap my 
safe-for-children butthole! We’ve got a winner. 
As long as there’s a narrative behind her, she can 
dance above it naked—just make sure to weed 
out the ladies who aren’t famous, because they 
don’t help the corporate bottom line.

 Distaste for the smug elite—not “misogyny,” 
“anti-feminism” or a “hatred of women”—is the 
main reason why the “internet hates sex work-
ers” meme is somewhat valid, but misaligned. 
Yes, there are some shitty men (and women) 

who are certi�ed trash humans. But, I would ar-
gue that your typical /b/-tard or casual internet 
troll has nothing against the stripper next door, 
any more than someone who hates Kardashians 
is “transphobic” for not buying Caitlyn Jenner’s 
makeup or people who don’t like Captain Marvel 
are “sexist” for not enjoying watered-down, dol-
lar store C.G.I., Hollywood preaching. The real en-
emy is sitting behind an o�ce desk, not a table 
in his mom’s basement. The fact is, most people 
just hate smug, elitist, better-than-you low-level 
celebrities and most “in�uencers” who will never 
know what it’s like to build a following of loyal 
patrons from the ground up. Being treated like 
commoner trash by folks who have multiple paid 
servants to feed them vegan food from a silver 
platter is, well, not really something that regular 
folks can get behind, no matter how much guilt 
is used to dismiss the fact we have taste—for 
example, I grew up on The Lady Of Rage, Queen 
Latifah, Apollonia Kotero, Etta James, Donna 
Summer, Whitney Houston and I’m currently lis-
tening to Young M.A., so no, I don’t dislike Lizzo 
because I “hate black women.” It just so happens 
that it’s 2020 and the hipsters are only now �nd-
ing out that they exist. On the same token (pun 
accidental), no one giving tips on rectal bleach-
ing via Instagram for ten million followers has 
ever seen a stripper pole—trust me. Wanna talk 
about cultural appropriation? Let’s start with sex 
work being hijacked by corporate slime and the 
pseudo-Hollywood elite. Joker wasn’t misogynis-
tic, corporate trash, cashing in on angry men and 
shitty women—Hustlers was.

The internet is not always a nice place to women 
who show o� their bodies. But—and, I do mean 
this seriously—if the take-down of all things sex-
worker-related is framed as an attack by asshole 
corporations on individual capitalists, you can 
bet your ass that the Libertarian snake would be 
wrapped around a stripper pole by next week. 
The dark underbelly of the internet is ready to 
see Zuck, Jack and whoever owns Snapchat 
burn alive. Fat dorks living in mom’s basement, 
eating chicken tendies and mining Dogecoin in 
last week’s underwear don’t “hate women,” any 
more than strippers who don’t like it when local 
celebrities watch their stage show for free “hate 
men.” Instead, they/we hate the establishment, 
especially the part of it that pro�ts from our inde-
pendent cultures, while at the same time, exclud-
ing us from them. And, yes, Instagram and Snap-
chat “models” who became “famous” two years 
ago are trash establishment celebrities—trust 
me, they were shaming strippers and calling sex 
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SAT 1 - STAR THEATER 
MOST EXCELLENT BURLESQUE ADVENTURE

SUN 2 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO FEAT. IVIZIA DAKINI
SUN 2 - CLUB 205 - STRIPPER BOWL PARTY
SUN 2 - STARS CABARET (ALL LOCATIONS)

SUPER BOWL PARTY
SUN 2 - ROSE CITY STRIP

DICK & NIK’S STRIPPER BOWL IV
WED 5 - DANTE’S - DANTE’S 20TH  

ANNIVERSARY W/ DIRT NASTY
SUN 9 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO 

FEAT. RACHAEL RECKLESS
THU 13 - LUCKY DEVIL 

12-YEAR ANNIVERSARY PARTY 
FRI 14 - DEVILS POINT 

VALENTINE’S NIGHT PARTY W/ DJ KENOY
FRI 14 - CHEETAHS CABARET (SALEM)

VALENTINE’S PARTY
FRI 14 - KIT KAT CLUB - ADULT STAR & 

PENTHOUSE PET CHRISTIANA CINN
FRI 14 - DREAM ON SALOON, 

GUILTY PLEASURES
ANTI-VALENTINE PARTY

FRI 14 - STARS CABARET (BRIDGEPORT)
LOCK & KEY PARTY

FRI 14 – TABOO VIDEO (VANCOUVER)
VALENTINE ICE CREAM SOCIAL (6PM-8PM)

FRI 14 - TOMMY’S TOO
2-FOR-1 VALENTINE’S DAY SPECIAL

FRI 14 - THE RUNWAY - RED & WHITE PARTY
W/ J DIGGS

SAT 15 - SCARLET LOUNGE 
ANTI-VALENTINE’S MELTED HEARTS PARTY

SAT 15 - X EXOTIC LOUNGE
ADULT STAR & PENTHOUSE PET CHRISTIANA CINN

SAT 15 - XPOSE - DJ DICK HENNESSY’S 
ANTI-VALENTINE’S DAY PARTY
SUN 9 - STARS CABARET (SALEM) 

EXOTICARAOKE
SUN 16 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO 

FEAT. ADULT STAR & PENTHOUSE PET 
CHRISTIANA CINN

SUN 16 - STARS CABARET (SALEM)
HEARTLESS ANTI-VDAY PARTY

SUN 23 - DANTE’S - SINFERNO  
FEAT. THEATRES DES VAMPIRES

FRI 28 - DANTE’S - QUEENS OF THE POLE

workers “hoes” for years, before they hired an assis-
tant to set up their social media accounts. Green 
Day is not punk rock, Cardi B is not feminism, Ber-
nie Sanders is not grass roots and Belle Delphine 
selling her bathwater is not sex work—and, I like all 
of these people, but I’m not going to pretend that 
they’re what the label says they are, any more than 
I will pretend that the McDonald’s by my house is 
a “local restaurant.” As an aside, that same McDon-
ald’s has used needles piling up in the gutter, but a 
local burger shop around the corner got a �ne for 
automatically including plastic straws in take-out 
orders—corporations, am I right?

It is time for strippers, webcam models, homemade 
porn producers and other actual sex workers to team 
up with the internet trolls, hackers, shitposters and, 
well, people like me. Together, we can put aside our 
�ame wars and defeat the machine, as one cohesive 
unit. And, we will do it through a hashtag. Because, 
that’s the only thing that they can’t suppress without 
having it back�re. However, I’m about as creative as 
the rest of the Portland “creative” types, which mean’s 
I’m really not creative at all, especially when being 
creative actually matters. So, I am leaving it up to you, 
loyal reader, to start throwing sex worker-friendly 
hashtags out into the lexicon, until one sticks. #Insta-
gramHatesStrippers, #LetSexWorkersExist, #NotAThot, 
#SnapbackAtSnapchat...none of those really roll o� 
the tongue, but you get the gist. The point is, post your 
photos, do your videos, post your CashApp and Venmo 
links, get sock accounts if your main account is deleted, 
multiply and spread like a virus. I will put the word out 
through internet shitposter dog whistles (they’re al-
ready littered throughout this column) and, together, 
we will rally the troops in support.

Like it or not, thanks to meme magic and hashtags, a 
member of the WWE Hall Of Fame is the sitting presi-
dent, a dead gorilla is the most honored historical �gure 
of the last decade (#DicksOutForHarambe) and the most 
innovative, independent scienti�c mind of our time is 
launching cars into space and making rap songs about 
the dead gorilla, while negotiating with WWE Guy about 
something called “Space Force.” Strip away the politics 
and what you have is living proof that, if you get the dark 
side of the internet on your side, you can meme anything 
into existence. Imagine the power that sex workers could 
take back from the big social media companies, if we 
found a way to bridge the communication gap between 
women who model while half-naked and the men who 
would gladly fund their CashApp account.

Say it with me—Zuck will not divide us. Zuck will not di-
vide us. Zuck will not divide us...
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It’s that time of year again, when 
everyone in this magazine has a Val-
entine’s Day article, and in general, 
people complain about the happi-
ness of others far more than usual.
Custom holds that you’re supposed 
to have a date on this auspicious oc-
casion, and if indeed you do have 
someone willing to put up with you 
for an evening, that doesn’t mean 
you necessarily have a greasy �st-
ful of cash to throw at the endeavor.
Therefore, we �nd ourselves in great 
need of activities which require little 
or no coin, yet are still entertaining. 
In the spirit of those who are closer 
to broke than not and have little ca-
pacity for shame (yet, are neverthe-
less on the make), I present this list 
of date ideas to help.

1. Search For Bigfoot

A keen interest in cryptozool-
ogy helps here, but not as much 
as one might think, given that Big-
foot—the noble Sasquatch of many 
tales—seems to have sightings in 
the most unlikely of places (includ-
ing an Arby’s in Denver, back in ‘05). 
Thus, there’s no reason that, no mat-
ter where you are in the continen-
tal U.S. or Canada, there wouldn’t 
be any historical Bigfoot sightings 
nearby to base your quest on. 

How is this a good date, you may 

ask? Well, it’s not. 

You’re (probably) not going to �nd 
the Sasquatch in the two hours you 
set about looking, but if you do it 
correctly, you’ll bond—either over a 
shared belief in Bigfoot or over how 
dumb it is to try to �nd the mofo. 

Cost: Nothin’!

If you have a few extra bucks: 
Buy some booze “to keep you warm.” 
This never hurts.

Sleaze factor: It’s only sleazy if you 
don’t believe in Bigfoot, but your 
date does (or if you end up hosting 
a Bigfoot-hunting TV show).

Also, if you do �nd Sasquatch, see if 
you can get the �ve bucks he owes 
me.

2. Sneak Into The Opera

Want a touch of class? Dress nicely 
and pull the old in-through-the-
exit-door at the symphony, opera, 
theatre or whatever classy event is 
going on at that one upscale venue 
you never go to.

Why does this work? They have ush-
ers and shit at these places, right??? 
Yes, they do, but nobody expects 
someone well-dressed to sneak in to 

see Die Fledermaus. Nobody would 
risk being seen getting tossed from 
a goddamned opera house, except 
you. Grab some open seats and en-
joy your free culture. Bonus points if 
you can somehow do this without 
your date catching on to the fact 
that you’re sneaking in.

Cost: Nice clothes, but if you already 
have some, then it costs nothing 
(save for maybe dry cleaning fees).

If you have a few extra bucks:
Sneak in some Doritos.

Sleaze factor: Classy on the sleazy 
scale, sleazy on the classy scale.

3. Hobo Fights

In most major urban areas, there is 
usually a signi�cant population of 
lifestyle-homeless people, and if you 
can �nd them, there’s a wealth of ac-
tivities that can be arranged. Easily 
motivated by drugs or alcohol, it’s 
not hard to �nd folks who will �ght 
over it. Bring your date, hold your 
nose and take bets. Thrill as Boxcar 
Steve takes on Michigan Malone for 
the 40oz of malt liquor you provid-
ed, as well as �rst dibs on the mul-
ligan stew over at the trashcan �re!

Cost: A 40oz of Old English or Steel 
Reserve.
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If you have a few extra bucks: 
Buy some meth for ‘em and watch 
the stakes go higher!

Sleaze factor: Exploitative and cal-
lous.

4. Score Free Stu� From  
Restaurant Chains/Bars

If you walk into any of the restau-
rant chains that force their employ-
ees to sing a royalty-free happy 
birthday song and you are wear-
ing a party hat, they usually don’t 
bother to check your I.D. if you say 
it’s your birthday. This is what we 
call “success at the cost of looking 
like a chump.” Get your free birthday 
thing, excuse yourselves and split to 
the next one, where you rinse and 
repeat, trading the hat between 
the both of you. If they DO ask to 
see some identi�cation, say you got 
mugged on your way to their com-
petitor, but thought Applebee’s (or 
wherever) would be “nicer.” That’ll 
usually do it. Besides, the sta� gen-
erally aren’t paid enough to care all 
that much. This works at bars that 
give birthday shots, too...but, unless 
you’re old enough to not be carded 
for that booze, the hat’s not gonna 
do it.

NOTE: Does not work on strippers. 
Them’s cash-only.

Cost: Cheap as free.

If you have a few extra bucks: 
At least tip the person bringing you 
your free shit.

Sleaze factor: It’s only a handful of 
points less sleazy than doing a dine-
and-dash.

5. Art Galleries

Art galleries are happening places. 
People come from all over to see 

avant-garde art pieces on display at 
various showings. “So what,” you say? 
Well, here’s the thing. No proper art 
gallery would be without bourgeois 
food and drink on hand, to lubricate 
people’s minds to the point where 
they’d pay $150,000 for a banana 
duct-taped to a wall. They count on 
the small outlay of cash in refresh-
ments, paying out big in sales of Bo-
hemian crafts. You, the smart-but-
uncouth dater of other �ne humans, 
can take total advantage of this. You 

and your date can show up to a giv-
en art gallery, either dressed nicely 
or poorly. If nicely, they’ll fawn all 
over you, in hopes that you’ll plonk 
down the cash they think you have 
on all manner of �ne arts. If poorly, 
they’ll think you’re one of the art-
ists. Say you’ve got a piece “in here 
somewhere” and you’ll likely get 
all sorts of attention. Wine, cheese, 
charcuterie plates (that’s fancy meat 
snacks) and all manner of diversions 
can be had, simply for mingling. Toss 
out phrases, like “neorealism,” “post-
modern” and “juxtaposition of light 
and shadow” to blend in, and you’ll 
�nd yourselves drunk (and well-fed) 

in no time.

Cost: Very little.

If you have a few extra bucks:
Keep ‘em.

Sleaze factor: It’s only sleazy if you 
get into a fist fight with someone 
wearing a beret, after you criticize 
their painting for looking like cat 
puke on a canvas.

So, there we have it—�ve ways to 
go on a date without expending sig-
ni�cant dosh to do so. May you get 
thoroughly laid.

Have fun and be safe.

Wombstretcha The Magni�cent is a 
writer, emu massage therapist, bidet 
ethusiast, hand sanitizer addict and 
retired rapper from Portland, OR. He 
can be found at Wombstretcha.com, 
on Twitter as @Wombstretcha503, 
and on Facebook (and MeWe, the 
doesn’t-sell-your-data Facebook) as 
“Wombstretcha The Magni�cent.”
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Lost Child 

I haven’t talked to (or seen) my birth fa-
ther in 23 years. I recently found out the 
reason for this isn’t what I thought—
not that he didn’t care and abandoned 
me and my two sisters, but because 
one of my sisters was so mad at him, 
she lied and said I wanted nothing 
to do with him, so he respected my “ 
wishes” and hasn’t tried to contact me 
whatsoever. It’s been so long and he 
has a new wife and family. I don’t know 
if I should leave him be or if I should try 
to get a hold of him, as I just recently 
found all this out. 

-Abandoned 

Dear Abandoned, 

I will start by saying that family 
doesn’t need to be tied by blood. I 
grew up in a blended family of cho-

sen people and now I’m following 
in those footsteps. My blood-related 
family has passed or is in prison, so 
I have a small group of people who 
I have decided are family. Many peo-
ple also choose to cut their families 
out of their lives—for lots of di�erent 
reasons—or, their families reject and 
exile them. The term “blood is thicker 
than water” is antiquated. Just be-
cause this person gave you life, does 
not mean you owe anything to them 
or need them in your life. 

That being said, it sounds like you are 
curious, which is natural. I would be, 
too—who wouldn’t? It also sounds 
like your dad has the wrong idea 
about your wishes. That baggage 
needs to be unpacked—for both you 
and him. Both of you deserve to know 
the honest truth. He’s a person, just 
like you, and was perhaps devastated 
to be asked to leave your life. I have 

no idea about the details surround-
ing your situation. It seems odd, that 
a parent would be told to kick rocks 
once and just do it, without trying to 
reach out again. There may be other 
things at play here, and there prob-
ably are, which I don’t know about. 
Familial relations are complicated 
and never easy. 

I suggest you start with tiny, baby 
steps. You don’t know what he’s 
thinking and I suspect you don’t to-
tally know what you’re thinking, ei-
ther. I would suggest writing him an 
email or sending a Facebook mes-
sage. Take your time writing it. Think 
a long time about what you’d like to 
say. Say it well. Read it over and over 
again before you send it. Ask every 
question you’ve ever wanted to ask. 
Emote every feeling you’ve ever 
felt. This might (and can be) the last 
time you talk to this person. Be sure 
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to bring up that you never wanted 
them out of your life. Talk about how 
feeling abandoned made you feel. 
Give them all sides of your situation 
and experience. Make this interac-
tion count. 

Be prepared for the answer. 

He may want nothing to do with you. 
He may have anger or resentment 
from being pushed out of your life. 
He may not care. He may be a piece 
of shit. He also may want to form a re-
lationship with you and you’ll have a 
whole new branch of the family. Just 
prepare yourself to know that reach-
ing out will e�ect you, one way or an-
other. I’m hoping for you that it will 
be positive, but know that it could be 
negative. Set boundaries. Take your 
time. He hasn’t been here for your 
entire life and you owe him nothing 
more than you want to give. 

This Christmas, one of my only living 
cousins reached out to me. I haven’t 
talked to a “relative” in so long, I 
was excited. Since my parents had 
passed, it had been 15 years since 
I’ve talked to anyone that was blood-
related. We texted back and forth, 
sent pictures…then he hit me with 
it. He was just looking for money and 
didn’t care about me at all. I blocked 
him. It broke my heart. For a brief 
minute there, I thought I had family. 
The genetic line doesn’t matter. I am 
blessed to have a chosen family now. 
Just be aware, if it doesn’t feel right, it 
isn’t. If it feels toxic, it is. Always check 
in with yourself and make sure a re-
lationship—any relationship at all in 
your life—is serving you. How are 
you feeling about your sister, by the 
way? 

-DiscountTherapist

Green-Eyed Monster 

I’m an eligible bachelor—attractive, 

athletic and have no shortage of wom-
en who want to be with me. I want to 
be in a serious relationship, but my 
jealousy issues always, ALWAYS fuck it 
up. I don’t know why I’m like this. 

-Jealous Guy 

Dear Jealous Guy, 

Sometimes, when you’re in a rela-
tionship, someone is acting shitty 
and you sense it. Who is that they’re 
texting? Why does she seem to be 
deleting things on her phone? Who 
are these thirsty dudes commenting 
on her social media posts? I’ve been 
cheated on by a number of my part-
ners and my dumb ass excused all of 
those warning signs and got walked 
all over and humiliated. You’re not 
wrong to be aware and for wanting 
to protect yourself. In this Age Of The 
Internet, it gets complicated and you 
should look out for being taken ad-
vantage of. 

That being said, let’s talk about jeal-
ousy. 

Jealousy is not about them—it’s 
about you. If someone is stepping 
out on you or treating you poorly, 
you should leave—simple as that. 
Because, you deserve better. You 
want better for yourself, as you 
should. Jealously is a state of mind. 
What about being jealous is serv-
ing you? Your partner isn’t going to 
cheat on you any less if you’re jeal-
ous. If anything, it marginalizes you. 

It makes you look weak, crazy and 
controlling. Hell, if they are going to 
cheat on you, they will, regardless of 
what you do. Also, if they do that, you 
WILL �nd out eventually. Being jeal-
ous is a form of stress and stressing 
for no reason just borrows from you. 

One of the best human experiences 
is to love with your entire being. That 
means giving all of yourself, regard-
less of what you think the outcome 
could be—to put your head on your 
pillow at night, knowing you did your 
best and gave 100%. If your partner 
cheats on you, it isn’t failure—it’s sim-
ply an exit to start something new. 
Frankly, they did you a favor, and if 
you gave them your all, then that shit 
is on them. Some people just suck. 

A wiser person than me once told me 
that stress presents in many forms. 
Sometimes, it could be as simple as 
doing the laundry that’s been gath-
ering in the corner—it can take pres-
sure o� in a way you didn’t even re-
alize was bothering you. He called 
it “background noise.” The stressors 
that you don’t realize take away 
from your mental health and overall 
happiness. You may not be aware of 
these things, but the minute you take 
a few hours to knock them out, you 
breathe a sigh of relief over one less 
sound crowding your already busy 
brain. 

This jealousy issue is static on a tele-
vision turned up to ten. I’m sure 
you’re exhausted. What part of be-
ing jealous is making your life better? 
How many relationships have you 
ruined over this? What amazing life 
experiences have you missed out on 
because of it? I know it’s easy to sit 
behind my keyboard and tell you to 
just get over it, but I challenge you to 
try. NO ONE on this earth wants to be 
with a controlling, jealous partner—
no one. I’m sorry to say that feeling 
jealous is probably about you. If you 
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want to be in a relationship and be a 
viable partner, you need to do work 
to overcome these feelings. Easier 
said than done, I know—but, if your 
goal is a happy relationship, you 
need to turn that television o�. 

-DiscountTherapist

I Get Knocked Down, But I Get Up 
Again

I would have never expected to be-
come an alcoholic. And, I keep it pretty 
under wraps, because I hold everything 
down. But, how the heck do I do this? I 
can quit for days on end with no reper-
cussions, really. But, the older I get, the 
harder the hangovers become. How 
the hell do I kick this stupid thing? I’m 
using voice to text, by the way...sorry 
about the crappy punctuation and 
whatnot.

-Concerned Drinker

Dear Concerned Drinker, 

I am a bartender. I dispense alco-
hol—a highly addictive, controlled 
substance—to people, as a full-time 
job. Over the years, I have come to 
realize that alcoholism has many, 
many forms. It looks so many di�er-
ent ways for so many people. I see 
examples come through my door ev-
ery single day. Some people’s hands 
are shaking so badly when they try 
and give me their payment, I have 
to chase it out of their hands. Some 
can drink up a $75 tab and walk out 
completely dead-eyed sober, and 
do it every single night—and seem 
�ne, while holding down high-pay-
ing jobs. Some binge and have to be 
carried out. Some only have the one 
drink, but you can tell how bad they 
want that one, to the point where 
the �xation is obvious. Some “take 
breaks” from drinking, just to be right 
back at it shortly after, to which I miss 
the point of what that short break 

was even for. Some have to be 86’d, 
because alcohol makes them behave 
badly (even though you knew them 
to be a good person a few drinks 
ago). Some have to be 86’d, because 
you can’t watch them kill themselves 
anymore. Some can drink in healthy 
moderation, but couldn’t imagine 
ever giving it up for good. 

Alcohol is dangerous. It takes hold 
on many. You have to wonder why 
we, as humans, once deemed it so 
evil we made it illegal. Then, we same 
humans bootlegged it, to the point 
of requiring it to be legal again, to 
foil the crime empire built around it 
(due to desperate demand). If you’re 
drinking and struggling to regulate 
your intake, you are not alone—ev-
eryone who drinks is, in some form 
or another. This includes myself, Con-
cerned Drinker—I am concerned 
about myself, as well. I also never ex-
pected to be here, either. I don’t think 
anyone does. 

Alcohol is interesting, as it creates its 
own cycle. You drink to quell anxi-
ety, then when the alcohol is gone, 
it leaves you with more anxiety than 

you started with. Then, it takes even 
more alcohol to get the same feelings 
of comfortableness, before it leaves 
you feeling even worse. Repeat, re-
peat, repeat it enough, then you’re 
dependent. If you’re too dependent, 
quitting cold turkey can kill you, from 
the withdrawals. So, you keep drink-
ing. You’ll tell yourself that “you have 

it together,” so it’s okay. Your brain 
will justify the behavior. Just be-
cause you’re a functioning alcoholic, 
doesn’t mean you have control. More 
control than some, maybe—but, that 
doesn’t make the addiction any less 
real. 

Working with alcohol became a big-
ger problem than I could have ever 
imagined. I don’t know you, so I don’t 
know the actual reality of what stage 
you are in your drinking. If you truly 
are an alcoholic, you lie to others (as 
well as to yourself ) about how much 
you are consuming. You are at the 
stage where you are questioning it. 
The fact that you are reaching out 
anonymously, to discuss your con-
cerns, is telling. The amount you’re 
drinking (and your relationship with 
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it) isn’t okay with you. Even if you 
aren’t even drinking half as much as 
the guy next to you, you are becom-
ing concerned. Analyze that. Analyze 
that deep within yourself. As far as 
“kicking it,” that is very, very di�cult. 
Once you are an alcoholic, you al-
ways will be. Even if you never touch 
a drop again. After a hard day, stress-
ful situation, social event or whatnot, 
your brain will tell you that it would 
be better with a drink. It’s up to you, 
how you want to manage this prob-
lem.

A) Quit drinking. Make the commit-
ment. It’s a hard road. Most people 
need to cut themselves o� from all 
former drinking buddies, �nd new 
hobbies, change jobs if need be 
and seek professional help. Many 
describe the �rst year of doing this 
as very lonely and extremely hard. 
It’s worth the work, if you want that. 
There are prescriptions available to 
assist with the cravings, if you’re will-
ing to talk to a medical professional 
and be honest. Remember, there is 
nothing to be ashamed of—they 
have seen it all before. Go to detox if 
you need to. Use the taper method, 
to avoid dangerous withdrawals and 
stick to it for as long as it takes to get 
there. Try weed to replace it. Reach 
out to others that have quit and are 
living a sober lifestyle, and talk about 
your struggles with someone who 
has successfully done it before you. 
This path works best for those who 
realize that they can’t control their 
intake realistically, so they just can’t 
have any at all. Sadly, most do all that 
work and come right back to it. 

B) Continue to drink, but make rules 
and stick to them. What do you feel 
comfortable with? “I’m only going to 
drink on Friday.” “When I drink, I won’t 
have any more than two.” “I won’t 
keep any alcohol in the house.” “I 
will never drink while the sun is out.” 
Whatever it is. This road is almost 

more di�cult than quitting. When 
you start to drink, your brain tells 
you to have one more. Many people 
try this and realize they cannot cut 
themselves o� (or not over-indulge). 
If you can do this, though, then you 
can manage it in a livable way. I have 
friends who do this and it’s enviable. 

C) See-saw all over the place. Quit, 
binge, break your rules, wake up 
beating yourself up—constant fail-
ures. Binge, dry out, blackout, quit 
again. A constant elephant in the 
room. Here’s where most people 
sit. They do this for the rest of their 
lives—an addiction purgatory. Some 
weeks, you’ll do great and you’ll pat 
yourself on the back and feel pretty 
good about yourself. Others, you’ll 
fuck up and be back at square one. 
This is how most alcoholics live. 

D) Fall down the hole. What used to 
have you stumbling at the end of the 
night is the same amount you’ll need 
to just feel normal. You’ll sleep very 
little, eat even less and your body will 
be aching all the time. Your piss will 
be the color of iced tea. You’ll stop 
going to bars, because they all know 
you. Also, frankly, it’s too expensive 
at this point, with the amount you 
require to consume. You’ll polish o� 
a handle a night. You’ll do so and you 
won’t even feel drunk. You’ll throw 
up. You’ll shit your pants. Your brain 
functionality with be a mere frac-
tion of what it used to be and your 
memory will be so poor you won’t 
be able to hold down any normal 
job. You’ll drink until you fall asleep, 
wake up and do it again. You’ll wake 
up and struggle to know if it’s day or 
night. Your throat will be raw from 
the amount of acid built up in your 
stomach. You won’t be able to keep 
up on basic tasks, such as cleaning. 
Days will bleed into each other at 
such a rapid rate you’ll wonder where 
the last month has gone. All this will 
happen while you’re alone, because 

you’ve isolated yourself a long time 
ago to hide your problem. Once you 
get here, very few come back. 

Just know, if you’re here and still 
alive, there is probably hope. The 
body is surprisingly resilient and des-
perately wants to cling to life. It’s nev-
er too late to save it. I’m not trying to 
be dramatic or scare you, Concerned 
Drinker. I’m also not trying to dis-
courage you by telling you that mod-
eration and abstinence are very hard. 
The work you put in on this matter is 
worth it—all work on yourself is hard. 
Taking control of an addiction is just 
as di�cult as seeking help for de-
pression or starting a health and life-
style routine (and committing to it). 
Change is di�cult. And, the older we 
get, the harder it is to want to. But, it 
can be done. We only get one life and 
it’s what we make of it. 

I challenge you to ask yourself why 
you drink. Do you have stresses or 
things in your life that make you 
unhappy? Are you socially awkward 
and drinking helps you to talk to 
people? Are you self-medicating in 
some form? Are you depressed, suf-
fering from anxiety, mental illness 
or chronic pain? Sometimes, we are 
best served by discovering the root 
of the issue and trying to tackle that. 
Perhaps if you understand why al-
cohol is in your life, you can work to 
eliminate the reason you started to 
drink in the �rst place. Maybe, there 
is no reason and you just like the way 
it makes you feel—only you know. I 
think it’s time to try to know yourself 
a little better. Try to work hard. There 
are many resources out there. Ask for 
help, if you need it. Don’t fear shame 
or judgment. In the face of addiction, 
honesty is the �rst step.

Love, 

-DiscountTherapist
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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
BOTTOMS UP! 5  FOOD LOTTERY
16900 NW St Helens Rd | (503) 621-9844
Daily 12pm-2:30am
CABARET 7  FOOD LOTTERY
17544 SE Stark St | (503) 252-3529
Daily 2pm-2:30am
CLUB 205 56  FOOD LOTTERY
9939 SE Stark St | (503) 256-0527
Daily 11am-2:30am 
CLUB ROUGE 48  FOOD LOTTERY
403 SW Harvey Milk 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 
215 W Burnside St | (971) 339-2972
Daily 7pm-5am
COLUMBIA STRIP 32  FOOD LOTTERY
605 N Columbia Blvd | (503) 289-1351
Daily 11am-1:30am
CLUB TEASE 21  FOOD 
4523 NE 60th Ave | (503) 288-9771
Mon-Sat 11am-12:30am
DANCIN’ BARE 11  FOOD LOTTERY
8440 N Interstate Ave | (503) 285-9073
Daily 11:30am-2:30am
DESIRE 18  FOOD LOTTERY
535 NE Columbia Blvd | (971) 339-2198
Daily 3pm-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
Sun-Wed 11am-12am, Thu-Sat 11am-2am
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 
GRIND GENTLEMEN’SCLUB 65  FOOD LOTTERY
15826 SE Division St | (503) 206-4851
Mon-Fri 2pm-2am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2am
GUILTY PLEASURES 28  FOOD LOTTERY
13639 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 760-8128
Daily 1:30pm-2:30am
HAWTHORNE STRIP 19  FOOD LOTTERY
3532 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 232-9516
Daily 2pm-2:30am
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

LUST LOUNGE  15  FOOD 
13550 SE Powell Blvd | (971) 279-4244
Daily 12pm-2am
MARY’S CLUB 25  FOOD LOTTERY
129 SW Broadway | (503) 227-3023
Daily 11:30am-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 | (503) 477-6628
Mon-Fri 2pm- 2:30am, Sat-Sun 4pm-2:30am
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) 239-1004
Daily 3pm-2:30am
THE RUNWAY GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 55  FOOD LOTTERY
1735 SE Tualatin Valley Hwy | (503) 640-4086
Daily 2pm-2:30am
SASSY’S 34  FOOD LOTTERY
927 SE Morrison St | (503) 231-1606
Daily 10:30am-2:30am
SCARLET LOUNGE 60  FOOD LOTTERY
12646 SE Division St | (503) 477-4318 
Daily 11am-2:30am
SHIMMERS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 40  FOOD LOTTERY
8000 SE Foster Rd | (971) 230-0047
Daily 10am-2:30am 
SPYCE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 49  FOOD LOTTERY
210 NW Couch St | (503) 957-5293
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
THE VENUE GENTLEMEN’S CLUB 52  FOOD LOTTERY
9950 SE Stark St | (503) 477-9523
Daily 10am-2:30am
X ULTRA LOUNGE 35  FOOD
15 SW 2nd Ave | (503) 790-9090
Sun-Thu 7pm-2:30am, Fri-Sat 4pm-2:30am
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 SUPER SHOP 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 
CINDIE’S 109
8201 SE Powell Blvd #H | (503) 771-9979
Mon-Sat 9am-12am, Sun 11am-10pm
DA’ HUI 114
6506 SE Foster Rd | (503) 477-7224
Daily 12pm-2:30am
EYE CANDY FASHIONS 171
10412 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 771-0080
Tue-Sat 12pm-8pm, Sun 12pm-5pm,
Mon By Appointment
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
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
Sun-Thu 12pm-11pm, Fri-Sat 12pm-1am
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
SECRET RENDEZVOUS 136
10518-B NE Sandy Blvd | (971) 279-2940
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
Sun-Thu 10am-11pm, Fri-Sat 10am-12am
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
Mon-Wed 11am-1am. Thu-Sat 11am-3am,  
Sun 12pm-12am
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-12am
TORCHED ILLUSIONS II 169
12963 SW Pacific Hwy | (503) 430-5140
Daily 11am-10pm
TRUE’S LINGERIE SHOPPE 170
3376 SE Powell Blvd | (503) 964-3732
Tue-Fri 12pm-7pm, Sat 1pm-5pm
THE VELVET ROPE 101
3533 SE César E Chávez Ave | (971) 271-7064
Thu 8pm-2am, Fri-Sat 8:30pm-4am,
Sun 8pm-2am
VICTRESS ENTERTAINMENT 156
7303 SE 82nd Ave | (503) 788-3354 
Call For Hours

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
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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-2am

E U G E N E
ADULT SHOP 
90 Holeman Ave / (541) 688-5411
Videos, Magazines, Books, Novelties, Lingerie
24 Hours / 7 Days
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
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

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
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  
3453 Silverton Rd NE / (503) 316-6969
18+ Juice Bar, Full Menu
Tue-Thu 7pm-4am, Fri-Sat 6pm-5am,
Sun 7pm-4am
DIZZY’S SMOKE SHOP 
1051 Commercial St SE / (503) 585-0050
4823 Commercial St SE / (503) 385-1564
21+ Head Shop & Gift Shop
10am-8pm / 7 Days 
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 NE / (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
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
Mon-Sat 12pm-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
Mon-Tue 8am-12am, Wed-Sun 24 Hours

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  
ADULTS ONLY BREMERTON 
317 N Callow Ave / (360) 627-7318
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Sun-Thu 10am-12am, Fri-Sat 10am-2am 
ELMO’S ADULT BOOKS & VIDEO 
338 N Callow Ave / (360) 373-0551
DVDs, Books, Magazines, Novelties & Arcade
Mon-Sat 8am-2am, Sun 10am-10pm

KINX ADULT SHOP 
721 W Main St  / (360) 748-6247Adult Products 
& Smoke SuppliesMon-Thu 11am-10pm, Fri-
Sat 11am-11pm,Sun 12pm-8pm

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 
VIDEO VIDEOS 
10326 Lake City Way NE / (206) 523-5973
DVDs, Magazines, Books, Toys, Novelties, 
Theater
10am-3am / 7 Days

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

O R E G O N

W A S H I N G T O N

C H E H A L I S
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“It’s not what you don’t got—it’s how you don’t 
use it.”

- Bob

I should let you know, up front, that there’s 
no satisfying conclusion to this insipid tale. If 
you enjoy intelligent pay-o�s—or, even solid 
punchlines—you’re probably better o� skip-
ping this one. In fact, the very idea of telling 
it exhausts me (and, if you’ve already invent-
ed a dick-registry app, don’t take it up with 
me—I had nothing to do with this nonsense).

Bob and I were at the café, having the usu-
al, as usual. This was last weekend, from my 
current point in the continuum. The conver-
sation was slow and dull. When you know 
someone for long enough—and, if business 
has been slow—the act of verbal intercourse 
can be tiresome (even painful). Mostly, we 
sipped co�ee and remarked about various 
automobiles or pedestrians that went past 
the window.

“I used to drive one of those,” Bob might say. 
“It was a ‘95 and not a ‘96, with no four-wheel 
drive, but it was practically the same.” And, I’d 
nod along. Or, he might say, “That chick looks 
like my ex-girlfriend. I wonder if she is my ex-
girlfriend.” And, I’d nod along, for about an 
hour like that—talking about nothing at all.
Bob said, “Instead of a dating app, we should 
invent a dick-registry app.”

I said, “I have no interest in this topic.”

Bob said, “So ladies can sort men by their dick 
sizes.”

I said, “Oh, I get it...I just don’t care.”

Finally, after breakfast had come and gone 
(and, after thinking long and hard about his 
dick-registry app), Bob said, “Do you think it’s 

just guys with small dicks who hate women?”

I said, as you may have said, “Pardon me?”

“The men who hate chicks. What are they 
called?”

“Misogynists.”

“Yeah. Those guys. Do you think misogynists 
hate women because they have tiny cocks?”

I don’t know if there’s ever been such a study, 
so I said, “I don’t know if there’s ever been 
such a study.” I didn’t feel like Googling it 
on my phone, at the café, and I still don’t at 
home, because I enjoy being a sloppy fact-
checker (that’s another way of saying I like 
talking out of my ass—life is more exciting 
that way...the acrobats and drunken �sher-
men of old called it “working without a net”). 
But, I did tell Bob that he should consult the 
Google.

“I don’t have my phone,” Bob said, “because I 
dropped it in the toilet. Can I use yours?” And, 
even as these words were coming out of his 
mouth, I was sliding my phone o� the table 
and into my shirt pocket. A solid “No.” Bob still 
had egg yolk and bacon grease on his �nger-
tips. So, he continued, “I think there’s a corre-
lation. Small cocks equals misogyny.”

Now, at least, there was something deeper 
than Dodge Rams to discuss.

“What about porno guys?” I asked. “Porno 
guys have big cocks and they appear to hate 
women.”

“Why do you say so?” Bob said.

“I mean, I don’t know, but they certainly look 
like they’re hating women, at least while 
they’re fucking them. Slapping their faces, 

spitting in their eyes, stepping on their heads 
and cramming kitchen utensils or small en-
gine parts up their assholes. Those guys have 
big cocks.”

“Those guys don’t actually hate women, 
Bill—they’re just paid to pretend they hate 
women. It’s a fantasy. If you watch the chick, 
she’s practically begging for small engine 
parts up her ass. That’s the dynamic.”

“Wouldn’t you also say the woman is being 
paid to pretend she’s enjoying it?”

“It’s a fantasy, like I said. It’s just a porno fan-
tasy. Hate fantasy.”

“For men who hate women?”

“Exactly!”

Conversations with Bob, once they begin to 
grow, must be tended to like a small, me-
dicinal weed garden. You don’t want to over-
water them, you must mind the temperature, 
watch for spiders and caterpillars, and you’ll 
want to be certain that you actually sowed 
weed, back at the start, rather than, say, rage-
lilacs, creeping oleander or highland stench-
moss. You want to aim for a pleasing smoke, 
in the end, is what I’m saying. I don’t really 
know jack shit about growing anything, so I 
probably should have gone with a di�erent 
analogy. But, I think you catch my drift.

The waitress was re-�lling our mugs. I was 
mulling over the idea of “hate fantasy.” Bob 
was checking out the tits and ass on the wait-
ress, who was re-�lling our mugs. And, I’m 
not a hypocrite bastard, so you can rest as-
sured that I was looking at those parts, too. 
Except I was casual and almost gentlemanly 
about it, whereas Bob looked like a dachs-
hund anticipating a Beggin’ Strip.
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After she’d moved along to the next booth—
and, after Bob watched her go, he said, “The 
guys who have big dicks make porno movies 
because they love women, the women love 
them (and, loved to be loved by them), ev-
eryone involved is heavily compensated for 
putting on such a show—it’s all an act and 
the resulting product is sold to the guys who 
have small dicks. That is, to say, the guys who 
hate women.”

“To clarify,” I said, “the market for pornogra-
phy is all incels and misogynists?”

“Yes! The guys with tiny dicks! The key to this 
is that having a small cock is what makes 
you despise chicks! Because, you don’t have 
enough testosterone in your small cock, so 
you lack the man-juice that should other-
wise have caused you to adore and respect 
chicks!”

“I don’t think testosterone is produced in the 
cock.”

“Didn’t Margaret Thatcher take testosterone 
injections?”

“I don’t know, Bob. I think plenty of women 
do.”

“Well, I know that correlation is not necessar-
ily causation. But, I love women and I have 
a big cock, so that’s what got me thinking 
about all this...”

This weed garden was already �lling with 
spiders and highland stench-moss, as you 
can see. Also, Bob did not have a big cock. I 
have been naked with Bob on a couple oc-
casions—too meandering and stupid to re-
count here—but, he was obviously too ine-
briated at those times to presently recall that 
I’d seen his cock. It’s middling, at best. I mean, 
in unadulterated, writerly honesty, my own 
dick is middling—at best—and, I’d still prefer 
to keep mine, than to trade for a Bob-cock. 
I really wanted to be a better man and not 
mention it, but...

“You do not have a big dick,” I said, shaking 
my head.

“I have a huge dick!” Bob shot back. “It’s like a 
thermos, when fully in�ated!”

“More like a glue-stick. Like the ones kids use 
in school.”

“Fuck you! Ask around. Ask Janie—she’ll tell 
you! She couldn’t handle it all!”

“Janie is four-foot-eleven and weighs eighty 
pounds, so I’m sure your index �nger was al-
most more than she could handle.”

“If we weren’t in a public space, I’d show it to 
you! It’s like a rainbow trout!”

“It’s �ne. Relax. I’m funnin’ with you. Anyway, 
please continue.”

I have had to drop many lines to maintain my 
target word count, but Bob’s entire argument 
eventually coalesced into this: men who have 
small cocks are incapable of satisfying wom-
en, therefore women shun them. So, these 
men decide to play video games instead, 
becoming incels, terrorists and racists, ulti-
mately deciding to consume pornography 
(in that order).

“A man’s cock is his whole identity,” Bob said. 
“Without it, he’s nothing. It’s like a woman 
and her tits. If she has no tits, or if she gets 
cancer (or whatever), she feels less like a 
woman.”

“And, she begins to despise men, right?”

“Maybe! Because, dudes don’t date chicks 
with no tits. It’s the same thing!”

“You’re saying, women’s 
body issues can lead to 
misandry.”

“What?”

“Misandry.”

“Fuck, I don’t know. 
Maybe they go out and 
become lesbians. I don’t 
have a fact sheet in front 
of me, Bill! I’m only say-
ing that men with tiny 
cocks are the ones who 
hate women. Didn’t Ad-
olf Hitler have a small 
dick? I think I heard he 
had a small dick and 
was missing a testicle. 
And, look at Adolf Hitler! 
Wouldn’t you say that 
Hitler hated women?”

“I suppose I would say 
that Hitler had a vast 
syndrome of mental is-
sues. His was probably 
more of a misanthropist, 
a sociopath, a psycho-
path and a genocidal...“

“And, I think he hated women, too. Statis-
tically. I mean, if you look at the record. He 
murdered three million chicks, right? And, he 
was hung like a �lbert.”

“I don’t know how much hard data exists re-
garding Hitler’s �lbert.”

“Doesn’t Donald Trump have a small cock?”

“I have no idea.”

“Let’s examine the record: Charlie Chaplin? 
Prince Andrew? Je�rey Epstein? Fatty Ar-
buckle? Albert Einstein? Milton Berle? Geng-
his Khan? Emperor Nero? Josef Stalin? James 
Bond? How big were their cocks? I’d like to 
know. I think I’m on to something.”

“James Bond is a �ctional...wait—how did Al-
bert Einstein come into this?”

“Albert Einstein? I meant to say Harvey Wein-
stein. Sorry. But, I’ll wager, if you look at all the 
people who consume pornography, you’ll 
�nd something there. Incels and �lberts. And, 
genocidal maniacs, too.”

“I think this is all profoundly un-scienti�c. 
Don’t you have a stack of old Hustlers on the 

 e x o t i c  m a g a z i n e   |   x m a g . c o m  4 3



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

back of your toilet?”

“I’m an outlier, Bill. There’s a bell curve. Those 
Hustlers are antiques. They belonged to my 
dad. Those ones still have Chester The Molest-
er. Classic shit. That’s art.”

The waitress came back to us with more cof-
fee. I supposed I’d had my �ll, so I held my 
hand over my mug (the conversation was 
much longer than it appears here, as I men-
tioned). But, Bob wanted a re�ll and he also 
wanted the lady’s phone number. But, he was 
too shy to ask for it, despite some awkward 
attempts at �irtation that went nowhere. The 
worst bit went like this:

BOB: Doesn’t Trump have a small penis?

WAITRESS: Huh?

BOB: Donald Trump. Don’t people say he has 
a small penis?

WAITRESS: I dunno, dude. People say all kinds 
of shit. But Trump’s a big guy, right? So may-
be his penis just looks smaller on him.

BOB: I never thought of that.

WAITRESS: It’s weird that you’re thinking 
about Trump’s dick. Just saying.

Then, she went away again and no café ro-
mance blossomed. Bob whispered to himself, 
“Grab ‘em by the pussy,” just loud enough for 
me to hear, but just quiet enough to deny 
having said it, if pressed. He was waiting for a 
bro-style chuckle from me, but I chose not to 
give him one. Not because I’m a better man, 
but because it wasn’t funny.

Bob gave a throat-clearing cough, then sum-
marized, “I think I’m saying that we could 
identify misogynists and incels if there was 
some kind of dick-registry. This could be an 
app on your phone, like Tinder. Like, if a chick 
is considering whether she should date a 
guy, she can check the dick registry �rst. And, 
if he’s under a certain size, she knows that he 
watches porn, secretly hates women, plays 
Fortnite and is more likely to commit random 
acts of violence (and terror).”

“How does the app work, exactly?” I asked.

“I don’t know. The guy enters his dick size and 
then there’s some kind of formula to deter-
mine how much misogyny he has.”

“Couldn’t he lie about the size, the way you 

do?”

“Yeah, I guess. But, maybe, he also has to pro-
vide a photo of it.”

“So, this is an app that feeds women half-
truths and questionable dick pics?”

“Exactly!”

“I think this is precisely what the world needs.”

“Yeah? Do you really?”

“I think you have some bugs to work out, ob-
viously.”

“I know. Metadata and shit, right? It’s all in the 
metadata. And hashtags.”

“I’m going to chalk this entire conversation 
up to you being hungover and maybe still a 
bit drunk,” I said. “Your ideas are stupid, your 
assumptions are stupid and your science is 
stupid. More than that, the dick-registry app 
is the stupidest idea you’ve had in a decade.”

“You may be right,” Bob conceded. “If the 
dude’s driving a fancy car or a new Dodge 
Ram, the fucking chicks won’t even care what 
the app says.”
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I’m a big fan of cancel culture. As 
in, I really don’t think we should 
cancel anyone, but the culture that 
surrounds cancel culture makes for 
some great memes and interest-
ing YouTube rabbit hole digging. 
It’s a lot like my appreciation for 
Slayer—themes of murder, geno-
cide and holocausts are in no way 
good, but they’re entertaining as 
hell if consumed on a screen. This is 
how I found out about a guy named 
Jordan Peterson, who is either a 
transphobic, racist, sexist bigot who 
feeds on the blood of rescue kittens, 
or he’s a boring Canadian professor 
who writes books about cleaning 
your room and being nice to old 
people, depending on who you ask. 
I decided to do some research into 
the guy, and while the “controversy” 
surrounding the dude is of garden 
variety, the fact that his book, 12 
Rules For Life, exists, is an anomaly. 
Basically, this edgelord convinced a 
bunch of 4Chan trolls to invest in a 
self-help guide that distills the most 
basic common sense into prophetic 
wisdom of the ancients. And, while 
I’d like to think that I’m not exactly 
a transphobic bigot hell-bent on 
“owning the libs,” I do like the idea of 
making the mundane seem revolu-

tionary. So, I give you to, loyal read-
er, a two-part series designed for 
the strip club DJ. It is worth noting 
that all of this comes from experi-

ence and I am neither an expert nor 
a mentor—I am simply a guy who 
needed to �ll some pages in a maga-
zine.

1. Speak Legibly

This may be the most obvious thing 
that most aspiring dance command-

ers do better than the veterans. Like 
radio jockeys or event hosts, strip 
club DJs are employed mostly for 
their skills on the mic, with music 
taking a secondary role. And, while 
it is much, much easier to teach a 
person how to mix songs together 
on a laptop than it is to teach the 
art of using a microphone, many 
veteran DJs will end up engaging 
in what I like to call “mic vomit.” This 
is where, instead of saying “this is 
where,” I would type “thisisWhErEEE-
andthensaysomeotherSTUUFFF.” If 
the dancer, bartender and door guy 
can’t understand what you’re say-
ing, you can bet your tip jar that the 
drunk customers at the stage don’t 
have a clue, either. Keeping in mind 
that announcements should be fre-
quent but brief, they also need to 
translate from “too much co�ee in 
the DJ booth” to “passing out at the 
stage with a beer in hand.” At the 
end of the day, good verbal skills on 
the mic can help put money on your 
dancers’ stages, some of which ends 
up in your pocket. Stop talking like a 
toothless toddler on cocaine.

2. Don’t Fuck The Dancers

Okay, you’ve already broken this
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rule, haven’t you? Well, let’s put this 
into perspective—dating in an of-
�ce (like, one with cubicles full of 
salary slaves and cute calendars with 
kittens) is a bad idea. Having sex at 
the o�ce Christmas party is also a 
bad idea. Having sex with the secre-
tary while the boss is watching the 
camera is an even worse idea. Now, 
combine all these ideas into one 
and remove any sort of workplace 
protections or non-disclosure agree-
ments, let everyone drink and make 
clothing optional. What the fuck do 
you think will happen? How do you 
think this will turn out??? Of course, 
it is much easier for both dancers and 
DJs to date each other than it is to at-
tempt navigating the dating market 
(“Oh, so you work...in a strip club? 
Uhh...I forgot to pick up my cat from 
washing my hair because my cousin 
just came to town or something...”), 
dating bartenders (“Yeah, I’ll be o� 
later tonight around noon...”) or try-
ing to remain celibate in a room full 
of hormones and booze. But, this is 
basically the �rst rule of Fight Club 
and I shouldn’t have to explain it. 
Don’t sin where you spin, folks. And, 
if you do, hide it like a tampon string 
under a blacklight.

3. Save Your Money

If you’ve ever wondered why you 
can rake in big bills, in cash, for doing 
what you love, but your wage-slave 
neighbor is always a few days ahead 
of you when it comes to rent and 
bills, that’s because their paycheck 
only comes every two weeks (if that) 
and these things called “tax dollars” 
are withheld for a yearly bonus. Put 
simply, your neighbor doesn’t have 
access to their money immediately 
after they earn it. You, on the other 
hand, �nish up a DJ shift, head to the 
expensive after-hours spot, bounce 
to the equally expensive all-night 

diner and then hit the convenience 
store for the world’s most expensive 
snacks (and, if the person at the reg-
ister is cool, purchase some expen-
sive beer that has been marked up 
due to the illegal favor Beth from 
Stop ‘N’ Shop is doing for you). The 
next day, you rationalize spending a 
few hundred bucks on pot, because 
it was “just your ones” and then your 
car blows a transmission on your 
way to the only gig you have—one 
where you are required to �nd a �ll-
in if you can’t make it in. Your �ll-in 
isn’t out of bed, because it’s only 
5:30pm, so you end up getting �red 
over the phone and stranded on the 
freeway...with an ounce, a six-pack 
and a few key bumps from the night 
before. In these situations, it is wise 
to have at least a few bucks in some-

thing called a “bank account.” Look 
into one.

4. Keep Up On What The Kids Are 
Listening To

There is nothing more depressing 
than watching a barely legal girl try 

to twerk to the Nickelback that the 
over-the-hill fat guy in the �ame 
strip collared shirt and fedora cap is 
bobbing his head to, while drinking 
an energy drink and sneaking vape 
hits, instead of looking up the latest 
Billboard charts to see what Tapioca 
would rather be dancing to. You’re 
supposed to be selling a fantasy, 
not used DVDs at a �ea market—get 
with the times. Yeah, it sucks being 
white, 40 and trying to �gure out 
what an A$AP Cardi is, but it will 
make you money (and possibly help 
you break Rule #2 in certain clubs). 
How do you go about this, you ask? 
That’s a great question, Guy From 
The Defunct F.M. Radio Station, I’m 
glad you asked. 

I have three words for you, when it 

comes to �nding out what is cool 
among Insta-THOTs and dude bruhs: 
Dutch Bros Co�ee. At any given 
time, the Dutch Bros (and, yes, it’s 
“bros,” not “bros.” as in Mario Bros., i.e. 
short for “brothers”) carts are blast-
ing the latest twerk-until-your-dad-
disowns-you music. I learned about 
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dubstep, trap music and drill rap 
from Caucasian girls whose names 
I cannot spell. And, the people who 
work these stands are constantly in a 
good mood (I’m pretty sure you get 
drug out behind the stand and shot 
for frowning if you work at Dutch 
Bros), so Chadrick or Syklarynneae 
will be glad to tell you what song 
they’re blasting, while they make 
sugar bombs for soccer moms.

5. Learn To EQ Your Board

If the above header is Greek to you, 
please quit your job as a DJ.

The E.Q. (equalizer) is what keeps the 
treble (hisses), bass (thumps) and 
mid-range (think of the hum-sound-
ing or the loud-but-not-screeching 
tones) in order. I can’t tell you how 
many times I have “�xed” a club’s mix-
er by zeroing out the board. What’s 
zeroing out the board? To translate, 
the board is that thing with all the 
volume levels, and zero does not ac-
tually mean “zero” as in low volume, 
but rather, those circular knobs that 
go from left to right (negative values 
to positive values) are all set to the 
default zero. What’s a default? Well, 
the one knob that says “gain” is kind 
of like volume, but it’s actually more 
density (the volume before the vol-
ume) and default is at the same place 
noon occurs on a wall clock. What’s a 
wall clock, you ask? Well, it’s a way to 
tell time using two little lines that...
oh, forget it. The point is, keep liter-
ally everything that isn’t volume in 
the middle. There’s often a little rut 
or a half-slot, that feels like a bump 
or a click when you set your highs, 
mids and lows (as well as your gains) 
to zero. Find it and pretend it’s the 
clitoris...wait, are you serious? Okay, 
the clitoris is a rare Pokemon and 
you’re never going to �nd it. Give up 
and K.Y.S., Zoomer.

Put simply, a DJ who cannot EQ is 
like a stripper who can’t pole dance. 
And, yes, there are dozens and doz-
ens of them who are famous and 
making lots of money, so just forget 
this rule and pretend it’s supposed 
to sound like that.

6. Keep Your Day Job

It is extremely, unusually, shockingly 
easy to burn out on a gig that in-
volves naked women handing you 
piles of cash for playing music you 
like.

You know those stories about how 
lottery winners blow most of their 

earnings and end up back in the 
trailer park, in less time than it took 
to scratch the winning ticket? Well, 
that’s because people who have 
never had money don’t know how 
to have money. Broke or rich, if your 
day-to-day involves sitting on your 
ass and waiting for cash to roll in 
(which is what most strip club DJs 
do during their days o�), you will 
not appreciate it. I quit DJing for 
�ve years or so and have recently 
returned for two nights a week at [I 
don’t want to put myself on the map, 

but it involves steak and I’ll waive your 
cover if I’m working and you tip the 
dancers—just drop my name], but 
I’m only able to retain my sanity be-
cause I kept my day job. 

This provides income, as well as per-
spective. As for the former, there are 
slow months and o�-seasons in ev-
ery tip-based economy. To the idea 
of perspective, if your day-to-day is 
spent smoking weed and playing 
video games, the thought of having 
to drive “all the way to the strip club 
to spend six long hours doing favors 
for demanding women” might not 
sound like a good time. But, if you’re 
up before the sun on a Monday 

morning, doing code and graphics 
for corporate types who “would re-
ally appreciate it if you took down 
some of your social media posts,” 
the club gig becomes a vacation, the 
dancers become angels who can do 
no wrong and your wallet stays at 
least half-full for the better part of 
your week.

Part 2 will be coming next month. 
Until then, check out TalesFromTheD-
JBooth.com, which is being updated 
regularly with archived content.
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GUILTY PLEASURES
GENTLEMEN’S CLUB

Hiring Dancers 18 And Over For 
Portland’s Hottest Club
Text/Call For Auditions

(503) 975-9927 Or (971) 352-2414 
HAWTHORNE STRIP

Hiring Professional Entertainers 21+
To Set Up Audition, Send Photos, 

A Brief Summary Of Your Experience 
& Contact Information To

HawthorneStrip@Gmail.com
DREAM ON SALOON

Now Hiring Dancers 21+
Low Fee & Easy Scheduling 

Text (503) 482-4000 

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 

PREGNANCY FETISH?
Are You Looking For A Sexy Pregnant 

Performer? Contact Veronica For 
Details And Showtimes To Make Your 
Dreams Come True! Also Availability  

For Bachelor/Birthday Parties 
And Baby Showers! 

PregnantPerformerV@Gmail.com

PUSSYCATS
Exotic, 1-On-1 Fun With Hot, Sexy 

Brunette Bianca. Gentlemen 50+ Preferred. 
Friday Nights After 7pm. (503) 245-4393 

5141 SW Beaverton Hillsdale Hwy 
PDX 97221

HYPNOX PHOTOGRAPHY
HYPNOX@GMAIL.COM

LONDON A. LUNOUX
PHOTOGRAPHY

www.LALunoux.com 
LALunoux@Gmail.com

Portrait · Fashion · Maternity

BE A BUNNY!
We Will Work Around Your Schedule! 

Housing Provided! 
(888) 286-6972 

MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com 
CLUB OWNERS

FIND YOUR NEXT STAR HERE!
SexyJobs.com

The #1 Resource Linking Sexy Ladies 
Looking For Adult Jobs With Those 
Wanting To Hire Them - Since 1998! 

SEATTLE DANCER$
Auditioning Daily For Girls Who 

Want To Make Fast Cash
 Call (425) 255-3110

www.ClubSinRock.com  
STARS CABARET

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

SINFERNO CABARET!
Be A Go-Go Dancer At  

The World-Famous Sinferno Cabaret! 
Come To Dante’s Any Sunday Night  

By Midnight, To Sign Up For An 
On-Stage Audition At The End Of  
The Show. Dante’s Is Located At  

350 West Burnside  
In Downtown Portland

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 
ROSE CITY BOOKING

Booking 3 Of Portland’s Hottest Clubs!
Text For A Shift Today!

Rose City Strip & Dv8 (503) 347-3267
Desire (503) 860-3454 

STARS BRIDGEPORT
Seeking Professional Entertainers & Staff

Call (503) 726-2403 
CLUB ROUGE

PORTLAND’S PREMIER GENTLEMEN’S CLUB
Contracting New Entertainers Daily  

18 & Up · 11am-6pm 
CLUB 205

Still The Best!
Dance At One Of Portland’s Most
Established Gentlemen’s Clubs

For Auditions, Text (971) 544-9007 
CABARET

17544 SE Stark St. Hiring Girls 18 & Over
Auditions Mon-Sat 2pm-9pm

Call (503) 252-3529 

   • MISCELLANEOUS •

CLASSIFIEDS
CLASSIFIEDS@XMAG.COM

(503) 804-4479

LONDON A. LUNOUX
PHOTOGRAPHY

www.LALunoux.com
LALunoux@Gmail.com

Portrait · Fashion · Maternity

BE A BUNNY!
We Will Work Around Your Schedule! 

Housing Provided!
(888) 286-6972

MadamSuzette@BunnyRanch.com 
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