
AUG 2006
#158 • 14-02  

www.xmag.com Uncovering the Northwest Since 1993

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind1   1 7/23/06   6:07:37 PM



� | june- exotic magazine

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind2   2 7/23/06   6:07:42 PM



exotic magazine - june | �

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind3   3 7/23/06   6:07:45 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind4   4 7/23/06   6:07:47 PM



exotic magazine - august | �

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind5   5 7/23/06   6:07:53 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind6   6 7/23/06   6:07:56 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind7   7 7/23/06   6:08:00 PM



� | june- exotic magazine

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind8   8 7/23/06   6:08:05 PM



exotic magazine - august | �

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in9   9 7/23/06   10:17:52 PM



10 | august - exotic magazine

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in10   10 7/23/06   10:17:56 PM



exotic magazine - august | 11

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in11   11 7/23/06   10:17:59 PM



1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in12   12 7/23/06   10:18:03 PM



exotic magazine - august | 13

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in13   13 7/23/06   10:18:09 PM



Publisher
XMAG LLC.

General Manager
Bryan  A. Bybee

Editor
John R. Voge

Production & Design
Sean Tejaratchi

Graphic Design
Darkstar Graphics

Daniel Raffel

Contributing Photographers
Carl Geers •  London Lunoux
Daniel James • Mike Rhine 

Advertising
Adam”Ganji”

Mariah 

Distribution
Enrico Carrisco   

 Alice • Brownstar

Contributors
J. Mack • Spooxy X  

Jim Goad • Aeryn Martin

  
Cover Photography
pdxblackbook.com

Cover Model
Aris from Atlantis Showgirls

14 | august - exotic magazine14 | august - exotic magazine14 | august - exotic magazine

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in14   14 7/23/06   10:18:15 PM



issue #158 • Volume 14 • number 2
August 2006

Copyright © 2006
All rights reserved.

Published monthly by XMAG LLC.
Circulation: 75,000 per month at 

200+ sites
Mailing Address: 

818 SW 3rd Avenue, Suite 1324
Portland, oregon 97204
Telephone: 503.241.4317

Fax: 503.914.0439
Email: xmag@qwest.net

Exotic online: www.xmag.com

Publisher
XMAG LLC.

General Manager
Bryan  A. Bybee

Editor
John R. Voge

Production & Design
Sean Tejaratchi

Graphic Design
Darkstar Graphics

Daniel Raffel

Contributing Photographers
Carl Geers •  London Lunoux
Daniel James • Mike Rhine

Advertising
Adam”Ganji”

Mariah 

Distribution
Enrico Carrisco   

 Alice • Brownstar

Contributors
J. Mack • Spooxy X 

Jim Goad • Aeryn Martin

  
Cover Photography
pdxblackbook.com

Cover Model
Aris from Atlantis Showgirls

Exotic is not liable for any images of models used by advertisers to promote products 
or services. Rights and releases are the sole responsibility of the advertisers. All 
persons appearing in photos are over the age of 18. one copy of each edition of Exotic 
is available free to any person each month. Anyone removing magazines in bulk will 
be prosecuted on theft charges to the fullest extent of the law. Any reproduction of 
materials presented herein without the expressed written consent of the publisher 
is forbidden by law. In scientifi c case studies, reading Exotic magazine has caused 
certain undesirable side effects. Possible side effects include headache, dizziness, 
mild nausea, diahrrea, vomiting, rash, itching, hives, swelling of the lips and face, 
hair growth, hand tremors, gum swelling, higher blood pressure, increase in cho-
lesterol level, altered kidney function, swollen gums, acne, weight gain, blood in the 
urine, fl uid retention, drowsiness, irritability, behavior changes, oily anal discharges, 
premature ejaculation, complete penile dysfunction, lupus, sleep apnea, lyme 
disease and certain strains of knee-jerk, violent, right-wing republican behavior.

CASH FoR GASH
Everything you always needed
to know about buying pussy!
page 46
Compiled by Jim Goad

FinGERBAnG CiTY
Ganster Rap Smut to 
Make Your Pussy Purr
page 18

GLAM/Punk inVASion
Beaming up with The Space Cretins
page 69
By Aeryn Martin

GiRLS oF EXoTiC
More Flesh, More Babes, 
You know you want it!
page 50

ERoTiC CiTY   pg. 22
AnoTHER LonELY niGHT pg. 45 
WHAT’S CRACkin’  pg. 60
CALEnDAR   pg. 62

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in15   15 7/23/06   10:18:21 PM



Summertime is here, and there’s a heat wave in my 
pants. The sun makes plants grow. It does the same thing 
to my dick. My penis grows like a proud cornstalk, reaching 

toward the sun. My balls hang low enough that I could stumble 
on them. Those balls drop like mangoes from de mango tree. My 
sperm are so big and healthy, you can see the little tadpoles with 
the naked eye. My loins belch forth semen like so much pollen. I 
run naked through the cornfields, eagerly distributing my cum as 
if it were free detergent samples. Summertime conjures the latent 
sensualist in me. It is my personal mating season. My time of 
the season for rutting. In the summertime…when the weather is 
fine…I would like to jauntily ram my penis inside every woman 
except the very old, the lame, and most of the infirm. And so I 
offer this paean, this hommage, to my summertime sexuality.

I was conceived in late summer and born in early summer. I 
grew up battered by the harsh East Coast seasons. I only recent-

ly returned after two decades out West. I lived in LA, where 
it’s always a mild ashen summer, and then Portland, with 
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Population 
2 Sexy Gangsta Rappers

MAYOR 
Captain FingerBang

LANGUAGE 
Ebonics

RELIGION 
FingerBang-tology

ETHNICITY 
99.2% Caucasian

LITERACY 
None 

CLIMATE 
Hot, Hot, Hot.

NATURAL RESOURCES 
Tits and Ass.

IMPORTS 
Giant dongs, malt liquor, snacks.

EXPORT 
Mad rhymes and big pimpin’. 

NATIONAL BIRD 
Cock-a-two

Now this is a story all about how his 
life got flipped, turned upside-down, 
we’d like to take a minute, just sit real 
pretty, we’ll tell you how he became 
the Mayor of Finger Bang City. 
A high-school dropout with a nose 
for trouble and a bod for sin,
CAPTAIN FINGERBANG
bought his first schooner at 16. He’s 
been sailing the high seas looking 
for skank booty ever since. When 
he’s not slapping the bitches and 
jocking the hoes, he can be found 
combing his ’stache while watch-
ing Indiana Jones for the eight 
thousandth time. This homeboy 
keeps it real with Casio beats and 
Miami Vice heat. “Ooh, Captain 
FingerBang…I heard he got a big 
ol’ wang.” Background  

With instant rap classics such as 
“Show Us Your Penis” and “Pussy Go Meow,” 

FINGER BANG CITY has become the 
biggest deal in Portland since gold teef. 

But enough about the music, let’s get 
to the sexy bitches… 

18 | august - exotic magazine
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MUTHA SUPERIOR’s got more notches 
on her belt than Robert Downey Jr. has DUIs. 
Wearing sunglasses since the day Sister Francis 
found her abandoned in a car seat on the step 
of St. Mary’s School for Disenfranchised Girls, 
this little minx is hot to trot and sly like a fox. 
Spending a majority of her youth in the back 
seat of sedans left Mutha with the innate ability 
to identify automobile makes and models by a 
quick glance at a car’s ceiling. With one ex- 
husband in the bag, she’s on the prowl for the 
next Mr. Wrong. She’s nailed the entire cast of 
Queer Eye for the Straight Guy (except for the 
straight guy). This rhyming queen and dance 
machine maintains her figure with a diet of 
champagne, cigarettes, and corn dogs. But 
Mutha Superior’s more than just a pretty face 
and a hot piece of ass; her rapier wit delivers 

a precision-guided destruction of ego and self-
delusion. Watch out for this little kitten, she’ll steal your TiVo and 
your heart.  

Don’t let SLOPPY BISCUIT’s 4’11” frame 
throw you. Size only matters when you’re 
talking about man-crotch. Her love of gangsta 
rap music started early in life. Adopted by 
Bobby Brown’s second cousin—Robby Brown—
she was bottle-fed Night Train until the age of 
10, when she was given her first pair of stilettos 
and a padded training bra for Kwanzaa. By 13, 
she was writing raps for her Uncle Bobby
whenever his manager couldn’t wake him up. 
A self-proclaimed “saltine cracka with a size 
B cup,” Sloppy B. now has more ba-dunk than 
Beyoncé and more passion than Puffy. Bi-city, 
you can find her rack bouncing back and 
forth from Seattle to Portland in hot pants, hot 
pink lipstick and her bra stuffed with C-notes. 
Legend has it that Sloppy is the original LA face 
with an Oakland booty. Unfortunately, when the 
fluorescent lights go off, the sunglasses stay 
on. With hair that defies gravity and a penchant 
for high kicks and jazz hands, she accepts fan 
mail in the form of Champagne, cartons of 
Virginia Slims, and Cheetos. 

Now this is a story all about how his 
life got flipped, turned upside-down, 
we’d like to take a minute, just sit real 
pretty, we’ll tell you how he became 
the Mayor of Finger Bang City. 
A high-school dropout with a nose 
for trouble and a bod for sin,
CAPTAIN FINGERBANG
bought his first schooner at 16. He’s 
been sailing the high seas looking 
for skank booty ever since. When 
he’s not slapping the bitches and 
jocking the hoes, he can be found 
combing his ’stache while watch-
ing Indiana Jones for the eight 
thousandth time. This homeboy 
keeps it real with Casio beats and 
Miami Vice heat. “Ooh, Captain 
FingerBang…I heard he got a big 
ol’ wang.” 

FINGER BANG CITY 
have got their iCals packed with an upcoming east 

coast tour, music videos, and an iTunes EP. 
But you can catch their hyper-sexed jams 

at Berbati’s Pan on Saturday, August 26th, for 
Exotic magazine’s 13th Anniversary Party. 

Their hustle and flow is sure to make you bust a nut.

MEET THE PIONEERS OF 
FINGER BANG CITY
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Sometimes it’s a little bit difficult writing this column from 
three hours away. My boys (and girl) back at home plate do 
their best to communicate everything I’m missing out on 

in Portland, and I in turn do my best to pass that on to you. But 
every so often, I have the need, dare I say, desire to cross back 
into that oh-so-familiar land I left behind several years ago and 
see how long it will take me to get my silly ass back in trouble. 
(On average, it usually only takes about 24 hours.) You can leave 
your heart in San Francisco, but if home is where the hard-on 
is, Portland, you’ve got it going on—ESPECIALLY this month! If 
there’s one event I simply cannot resist coming back home for 
each year, it is without a doubt EXOTIC MAGAZINE’S ANNIVERSARY 
PARTY. You are cordially invited to come celebrate 13 years of 
PDX’s #1 Adult Entertainment Survival Guide on Saturday, August 
26th at Berbati’s (conveniently located right across the street 
from Dante’s). Debauchery on the menu this year includes 
live music from Velabonz and sexy gangster smut rap from 
Fingerbang City (as featured in this month’s issue). In addition, 
I’ll be heading into town with some lovely chaperones from The 
SaintSinner Burlesque Review, who will be taking it off for you 
Seattle-style and then some. More naughtiness is currently in 
progress that we can’t reveal right now, but you won’t want to 
miss this one. Advance tickets are on sale, or you can risk it at 
the door. See ya there!

Next up, before I get crackin’ into the news of all things nude, I believe an 
apology might be in order. Last month I attempted to compile an editorial of 
13 years at Exotic magazine. I attempted to cover the highs, the lows, and the 
moments that shaped Exotic into what it has become today. But I received 
a late-night irate text message from our former publisher telling me that my 
facts were completely incorrect and that my writing still sucks 80% of the 
time. This hurt me deeply. I have gone through great pains to try and make 
sure my writing sucks 100% of the time, but it appears I’m letting all of you 
down. I will do my best to correct this in upcoming months. Or maybe I can 
just put a picture of my cat in here for you, call it ‘pussy,’ and take a month off 
to take some writing classes. Wouldn’t that be nifty?

IN DA CLUBZ
Congratulations to The Viewpoint on their immensely 
successful Top Female Entertainer of the Year Contest. 
Athena (Miss Nude Oregon 2005) snagged herself top 
honors as well as $5K and a trip to Vegas. Second place 
went to Sequoia, and third runner-up was Jackie. The 
event drew a packed house, and the contestants delivered 
outstanding performances. Make sure not to miss this one 
next year. 

Lush and Bliss have double the excitement all 
month long, with two parties featuring door-to-door 
action in both clubs starting with the Crave Magazine 
Anniversary Party on Thursday, August 17th, followed 
by a MySpace Friends VIP Party on Sunday, August 
20th @ 9pm with a free dinner. 

Over at Dolphin I they’ll be pampering the ladies 
every Wednesday. (Ummm, isn’t that what we nor-
mally do, anyway? It’s always about the ladies! But I’m 

sure it will be very special just the same.) And out at Dolphin II, you can 
now party in the sun on their new patio with a cold beverage and enjoy their 
sexy entertainers getting wet and frolicking in the pool.

Stars Salem revs up with the outdoor event of the year, “Bikes, Bands, 
Babes and Brawls,” on Saturday, August 19th @ 1pm. The event will feature 
custom ride vendors, Crazy Train (Ozzy tribute band), Motorbreath (Metallica 
tribute band), an official 4B ring-card girl contest, and 10 full-contact MMA-
style amateur brawls. Tix range from $20-$40—sounds like a hell of a deal for 
that much entertainment.

Watch the pretty ladies of The Boom Boom Room get moist at their 
Wet T-shirt Contest on Thursday, August 24th, @ 9pm…contest is open to all 
ladies, and stay tuned for the all-new Amateur Night coming in September. 
Soobie’s is back in business with two girls on each stage every Thursday, 
Amateur Nights on Sundays, and awesome new food specials. Meanwhile 
at DV8, stop on in for the “Hot Rods and Hot Bods Cruise-In” on Sunday, 
August 20th. Registration begins at 2PM.

Wildcats brings back an old favorite, “The Great Popsicle Suck Off,” on 
Saturday, August 19th @ 11PM. (Ah…the memories. I remember their first one, 
when I tried desperately to capture a dripping popsicle oozing across one of the 
naughty kitties’ breasts during a photo shoot.) OK, cold shower time, where 
was I?…right, The Dream on Saloon is hosting a Dancer Contest Thursday, 
August 17th, where you can also check out their brand-new outdoor patio.

PLACES TO GO IF YOU HATE EXOTIC.
So suppose you wanna go to the Exotic Anniversary Party but you think we’re 
a bunch of fuckbags. Maybe you think we fucked your girlfriend, or maybe 
we cheated on you, or maybe we put the wrong picture in an ad that made 
you look fat, or we never called you back…FEAR NOT, EXOTIC HATERS! It 
appears that through some insane coincidence, there is an awful lot of stuff 
going on elsewhere on the night of our 13th Anniversary Party. It starts with 
Atlantis Showgirls. (And I thought you loved me, Claude—I guess the 
honeymoon is over.) Aside from being the home of this month’s August Cover 
Girl Aris, Atlantis will be hosting their H20 Party on Saturday, August 26th. 
Seems like Lush and Bliss are in on this conspiracy as well, as they bring you 
“Oasis–The Ultimate H20 Event” on Saturday, August 26th. (Ummm, double 
H20s? Why not get together, guys, and have an H40?) And last and certainly 

not least, Wildcats offers you a 
reprieve from those bastards 
at Exotic with a Hawaiian Beach 
Party Saturday, August 26th from 
7pm-close.

ELSEWHERE…
Construction is complete at Pink 
Kitty’s West. Butterfly’s lease has 
been extended, and so has their sale 
offering 50-80% off clothing with 
new designs and custom outfits. 
And you can get a free DVD with any 
purchase of $24 or more at any outlet 
of The Adult Shop located through-
out Oregon.

That’s it for this month, Portland; 
see you on the 26th.Portland’s finest show us what they do best, while Alyssa shows off 

her best assets. (Hell, it beats donuts, don’t it?)
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PROSTITUTION’S DEFENDERS—basically a bunch of 
fat chicks in San Francisco—may concede that all such 
abuses exist, but they’d pin it on entirely different rea-
sons than the ho-haters. To the whore apologists, 
prostitution truly is something sanctified, if not out-
right sanctimonious—it’s just that a patriarchal pig 
society and its horrid suppression of Mystical Female 
Sex Juices has defamed and debauched and stigma-
tized this once-holy ritual. They argue that hooking 
should be legalized and that “sex workers” should 
receive governmental protection, support, and pos-
sibly even medals. They form honest-to-God organiza-

tions such as The International 
Committee for Prostitutes’ 
Rights and the Sex Workers 
Outreach Project. They hold 
events such as the Sex Worker 
Festival and the World Whores 
Conference. There’s even a 

“Whore College” which holds seminars in “Boundary 
Roleplaying” and “Advanced Courses in Sexuality and 
Erotic Touch.” These brassy wimmin teach workshops 
and build support groups and foster networking and 
offer alternative health resources. They strive for 
empowerment, dignity, respect, autonomy, and univer-
sal human rights, especially for sex workers. In short, 
they’re possibly even more full of shit than their 
opponents. They’re prostitarded.

NATURALLY, I DISAGREE WITH BOTH SIDES. 
I laugh at the sphincter-gripped censor-moralists 
because I don’t view the flesh trade as a Bottomless Pit 
of Human Evil, nor is it worse than any other prohibited 
vice. I definitely don’t see it as morally preferable to 
marriage, at least where the male is concerned. In mar-
riage or any relationship, what incalculable fees does 
a man pay in terms of annoyance and grief? At times, 
marriage seems to differ from prostitution only in that 
it is far more complicated and miserable. But you wind 
up paying either way. This, sadly, is what it means to 
be a man.

I’ll concede to the sex-positive sex workers, as well as all 
their proud sisters lurking in the mystical menstrual night, 
that hooking would probably be safer for all involved if it 
were legalized. But the idea of gash-for-cash ever being 
uplifting or noble or—gasp—sacred? Never in a million 

years. It has 
nothing to do 
with misogyny 
or the idea that 
whoring degrades 
the whore.

Nope. It degrades 
the john. It degrades the 
overworked husband. It even 
degrades the male chimp who 
trades chimp food for chimp pussy. 
Underlying the whole stinking biz, 
there’s an implication that when a male 
and female have sex, this somehow doesn’t 
constitute an equal exchange of services. At the end of 
his orgasm, the man still owes. The female is expected to 
give sex; the man is expected to give sex plus something 
of value, because his sex is deemed worthless. The idea 
of men as lousy, inept, unsatisfying lovers is what under-
lines prostitution and taints the entire equation. It’s 
unfair to men, and it hurts our feelings.

The same unjust principle applies from the temples 
out to the jungles. Females are expected to provide sex, 
and that’s it. Males are expected to provide sex PLUS 
DURABLE GOODS. That’s a fundamental inequality 
between the sexes. If you don’t see that point, well, you 
must be a sexist. You don’t find female chimps and pen-
guins offering their boyfriends food or building materials 
or protection—nah, the girl-beasties just give up the gash 
and call it even.

What are you saying, Miss Ho? My sex isn’t 
as good as your sex? Sex with me is worth 
less than sex with you? My pink ding-a-
ling pales in comparison to your purple 
snapper? Fuck you—I’d rather 
jack off than give you a penny. 
Prostitution is a dirty business 
insulting to all males, from the 
dirty billionaire who buys a tro-
phy wife all the way down to 
the dirty penguins and the 
dirty little chimps.

Rise up, boy monkeys, 
and revolt!

stretched-out/dried-up crack 
whores, the devadasis were 
highly esteemed members of 

Hindu culture who occupied 
lofty tiers in a highly terraced class system. These temple 
prostitutes, and all their dirty positions which came in 
handy during fivesomes and sixsomes, are amply depicted 
in ancient Hindu sculpture and paintings.

Hebrew biblical prophets, those fucking killjoys, were 
among the first to publicly start hammering on the idea 
that low-cost sex with temple harlots was something less 
than holy. Then along came the Greeks and Romans to 
further secularize the prostitute and make her a strictly 
commercial being—a sex worker rather than 
a sex goddess. From then until now, in every 
culture under the sun, prostitution has been 
increasingly associated with the defiled 
rather than the divine. The fall from grace is 
now complete—civilization has plummeted 
all the way from bronzed temple goddesses 
to scabby shitstained crack whores who’ll 
float you a beej for three bucks. We’ve sunk 
from royal courtesans of exquisite beauty and 
refinement to truck-stop lizards who’ll let you 
stick fingers up their ass in exchange for a 
few hearty tugs on your meth pipe.

Conservative Christians and 
radical left-wing feminists will 

tell you that prostitution is innately rot-
ten—that it can’t be rehabilitated or 
reformed and must be destroyed. They 
use different pathways to arrive at this 

dire conclusion—one side blames the 
Devil while the other blames men, 
AKA the Devil. But if prostitution is 

getting worse, they argue, it is only 
because bad things tend to get 

worse if left 
untreated.

Both groups will bark statistics at you about how the 
screaming bulk of prostitutes were forcibly diddled as 
children and shoved into the sex biz while barely in their 
teens. Some will claim that most prostitutes get raped at 
least once during their career…others allege they’ll get 
raped multiple times a week on average…and some will 
claim that the very act of being prostituted is rooted 
in misogyny, rape fantasy, and smelly, beer-bellied 
male domination.

Prostitution’s opponents will enthusiastically trot out 
exhaustive and graphic tales of brutality for anyone will-
ing to listen. They’ll tell the stories about prostitutes 
being punished in olden days by having their noses cut 

off, cauterized with red-hot irons, dunked 
underwater while trapped in cages, and 
paraded through town on an animal cart 
while citizens jeered and threw doody at 
them. They’ll talk of a global sex-slave 
market which pitilessly shleps around 
nearly one million starved, battered, 
bruised, and shrieking victims yearly, most 
of whom are ultimately burned with ciga-
rettes while being forced to fellate a row of 
unwashed, HIV-positive guerrilla soldiers. 
They’ll talk about herpes sores and pel-
vic dislocations and kicks to the face and 
forced hormone injections and multiple 

suicide attempts.
They’ll dredge up Jack the Ripper’s disemboweled 

strumpets and the dozens of soggy victims left strewn by 
the Green River Killer, who claimed he murdered whores 
because nobody cared enough about them to wonder 
who killed them. They’ll talk about women stuffed into 
trunks and child prostitutes who drink detergent to kill 
gonorrhea and boy eunuchs in India who have priests 
create surgical vaginas for them in order to pimp them 
out for high-risk sex.

They’ll tell you—and they wouldn’t be lying—that there 
are as many hookers in the Philippines as there are factory 
workers, and that Thailand has more whorehouses than 
schools. And they can’t help but remind you that the Nazis 
were known to patronize sex workers of both genders.

Roman Emperor Tiberius liked 
his prostitutes so young that he 
was known to force unweaned 
babies to peform fellatio on 

him. In 84 A.D., such 
excesses led Emperor 
Domitian to outlaw 

prostitution 
for any child 
under seven.

Ancient 
Tibetans 
believed that 

tobacco grew 
only if sprinkled 

with the blood of menstruating 
prostitutes. 

Circa 100 A.D., Teutonic tribes 
punished Women of Ill Repute 
by smothering them in feces.

The lawyer for an ancient 
Greek hetaera (high-class 
courtesan) named Phryne, sens-
ing he was losing his client’s trial 
for “impiety” charges, abruptly 
tore off Phryne’s clothes, reveal-
ing her legendary breasts to an 
awestruck courtroom. The judges 
acquitted her.

In 1501, Pope Alexander VI 
allegedly threw an orgy 
featuring fifty nude prostitutes 
who delighted onlookers by 
crawling between rows of lit 
candles while 
picking up 
chestnuts 
with their 
labia.

French whores in the 1700s 
could escape legal punish-
ment by joining the opera.

In 1991, three men in 
Tennessee were arrested 
after soliciting a female 
police officer who was 
wearing a hat with the 
word POLICE on it.

Taiwanese police claimed 
in 2001 that they were 
attempting to aid an 
82-year-old prostitute 

nicknamed “Grandma” in 
her journey to find a way 
out of the business.

Italian police arrested a 24-
year-old prostitute in 2001 
and charged her with “unfair 
competition” because her 
prices were too low.

In 2002, an Israeli man 
requested an escort for his 
hotel room and suffered a 
heart attack when his 
daughter arrived.

During 2005, a Richmond, 
VA, transsexual hooker 
named Monica Renee 
Champion had simultaneous 
arrest warrants as a male 
(south side of town) and a 
female (north side).

In March, 2006, after 
failing to receive pay-
ment from a john, a 
British prostitute bit his 
penis so hard that he 
required surgery.
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PROSTITUTION’S DEFENDERS—basically a bunch of 
fat chicks in San Francisco—may concede that all such 
abuses exist, but they’d pin it on entirely different rea-
sons than the ho-haters. To the whore apologists, 
prostitution truly is something sanctified, if not out-
right sanctimonious—it’s just that a patriarchal pig 
society and its horrid suppression of Mystical Female 
Sex Juices has defamed and debauched and stigma-
tized this once-holy ritual. They argue that hooking 
should be legalized and that “sex workers” should 
receive governmental protection, support, and pos-
sibly even medals. They form honest-to-God organiza-

tions such as The International 
Committee for Prostitutes’ 
Rights and the Sex Workers 
Outreach Project. They hold 
events such as the Sex Worker 
Festival and the World Whores 
Conference. There’s even a 

“Whore College” which holds seminars in “Boundary 
Roleplaying” and “Advanced Courses in Sexuality and 
Erotic Touch.” These brassy wimmin teach workshops 
and build support groups and foster networking and 
offer alternative health resources. They strive for 
empowerment, dignity, respect, autonomy, and univer-
sal human rights, especially for sex workers. In short, 
they’re possibly even more full of shit than their 
opponents. They’re prostitarded.

NATURALLY, I DISAGREE WITH BOTH SIDES. 
I laugh at the sphincter-gripped censor-moralists 
because I don’t view the flesh trade as a Bottomless Pit 
of Human Evil, nor is it worse than any other prohibited 
vice. I definitely don’t see it as morally preferable to 
marriage, at least where the male is concerned. In mar-
riage or any relationship, what incalculable fees does 
a man pay in terms of annoyance and grief? At times, 
marriage seems to differ from prostitution only in that 
it is far more complicated and miserable. But you wind 
up paying either way. This, sadly, is what it means to 
be a man.

I’ll concede to the sex-positive sex workers, as well as all 
their proud sisters lurking in the mystical menstrual night, 
that hooking would probably be safer for all involved if it 
were legalized. But the idea of gash-for-cash ever being 
uplifting or noble or—gasp—sacred? Never in a million 

years. It has 
nothing to do 
with misogyny 
or the idea that 
whoring degrades 
the whore.

Nope. It degrades 
the john. It degrades the 
overworked husband. It even 
degrades the male chimp who 
trades chimp food for chimp pussy. 
Underlying the whole stinking biz, 
there’s an implication that when a male 
and female have sex, this somehow doesn’t 
constitute an equal exchange of services. At the end of 
his orgasm, the man still owes. The female is expected to 
give sex; the man is expected to give sex plus something 
of value, because his sex is deemed worthless. The idea 
of men as lousy, inept, unsatisfying lovers is what under-
lines prostitution and taints the entire equation. It’s 
unfair to men, and it hurts our feelings.

The same unjust principle applies from the temples 
out to the jungles. Females are expected to provide sex, 
and that’s it. Males are expected to provide sex PLUS 
DURABLE GOODS. That’s a fundamental inequality 
between the sexes. If you don’t see that point, well, you 
must be a sexist. You don’t find female chimps and pen-
guins offering their boyfriends food or building materials 
or protection—nah, the girl-beasties just give up the gash 
and call it even.

What are you saying, Miss Ho? My sex isn’t 
as good as your sex? Sex with me is worth 
less than sex with you? My pink ding-a-
ling pales in comparison to your purple 
snapper? Fuck you—I’d rather 
jack off than give you a penny. 
Prostitution is a dirty business 
insulting to all males, from the 
dirty billionaire who buys a tro-
phy wife all the way down to 
the dirty penguins and the 
dirty little chimps.

Rise up, boy monkeys, 
and revolt!

stretched-out/dried-up crack 
whores, the devadasis were 
highly esteemed members of 

Hindu culture who occupied 
lofty tiers in a highly terraced class system. These temple 
prostitutes, and all their dirty positions which came in 
handy during fivesomes and sixsomes, are amply depicted 
in ancient Hindu sculpture and paintings.

Hebrew biblical prophets, those fucking killjoys, were 
among the first to publicly start hammering on the idea 
that low-cost sex with temple harlots was something less 
than holy. Then along came the Greeks and Romans to 
further secularize the prostitute and make her a strictly 
commercial being—a sex worker rather than 
a sex goddess. From then until now, in every 
culture under the sun, prostitution has been 
increasingly associated with the defiled 
rather than the divine. The fall from grace is 
now complete—civilization has plummeted 
all the way from bronzed temple goddesses 
to scabby shitstained crack whores who’ll 
float you a beej for three bucks. We’ve sunk 
from royal courtesans of exquisite beauty and 
refinement to truck-stop lizards who’ll let you 
stick fingers up their ass in exchange for a 
few hearty tugs on your meth pipe.

Conservative Christians and 
radical left-wing feminists will 

tell you that prostitution is innately rot-
ten—that it can’t be rehabilitated or 
reformed and must be destroyed. They 
use different pathways to arrive at this 

dire conclusion—one side blames the 
Devil while the other blames men, 
AKA the Devil. But if prostitution is 

getting worse, they argue, it is only 
because bad things tend to get 

worse if left 
untreated.

Both groups will bark statistics at you about how the 
screaming bulk of prostitutes were forcibly diddled as 
children and shoved into the sex biz while barely in their 
teens. Some will claim that most prostitutes get raped at 
least once during their career…others allege they’ll get 
raped multiple times a week on average…and some will 
claim that the very act of being prostituted is rooted 
in misogyny, rape fantasy, and smelly, beer-bellied 
male domination.

Prostitution’s opponents will enthusiastically trot out 
exhaustive and graphic tales of brutality for anyone will-
ing to listen. They’ll tell the stories about prostitutes 
being punished in olden days by having their noses cut 

off, cauterized with red-hot irons, dunked 
underwater while trapped in cages, and 
paraded through town on an animal cart 
while citizens jeered and threw doody at 
them. They’ll talk of a global sex-slave 
market which pitilessly shleps around 
nearly one million starved, battered, 
bruised, and shrieking victims yearly, most 
of whom are ultimately burned with ciga-
rettes while being forced to fellate a row of 
unwashed, HIV-positive guerrilla soldiers. 
They’ll talk about herpes sores and pel-
vic dislocations and kicks to the face and 
forced hormone injections and multiple 

suicide attempts.
They’ll dredge up Jack the Ripper’s disemboweled 

strumpets and the dozens of soggy victims left strewn by 
the Green River Killer, who claimed he murdered whores 
because nobody cared enough about them to wonder 
who killed them. They’ll talk about women stuffed into 
trunks and child prostitutes who drink detergent to kill 
gonorrhea and boy eunuchs in India who have priests 
create surgical vaginas for them in order to pimp them 
out for high-risk sex.

They’ll tell you—and they wouldn’t be lying—that there 
are as many hookers in the Philippines as there are factory 
workers, and that Thailand has more whorehouses than 
schools. And they can’t help but remind you that the Nazis 
were known to patronize sex workers of both genders.

Roman Emperor Tiberius liked 
his prostitutes so young that he 
was known to force unweaned 
babies to peform fellatio on 

him. In 84 A.D., such 
excesses led Emperor 
Domitian to outlaw 

prostitution 
for any child 
under seven.

Ancient 
Tibetans 
believed that 

tobacco grew 
only if sprinkled 

with the blood of menstruating 
prostitutes. 

Circa 100 A.D., Teutonic tribes 
punished Women of Ill Repute 
by smothering them in feces.

The lawyer for an ancient 
Greek hetaera (high-class 
courtesan) named Phryne, sens-
ing he was losing his client’s trial 
for “impiety” charges, abruptly 
tore off Phryne’s clothes, reveal-
ing her legendary breasts to an 
awestruck courtroom. The judges 
acquitted her.

In 1501, Pope Alexander VI 
allegedly threw an orgy 
featuring fifty nude prostitutes 
who delighted onlookers by 
crawling between rows of lit 
candles while 
picking up 
chestnuts 
with their 
labia.

French whores in the 1700s 
could escape legal punish-
ment by joining the opera.

In 1991, three men in 
Tennessee were arrested 
after soliciting a female 
police officer who was 
wearing a hat with the 
word POLICE on it.

Taiwanese police claimed 
in 2001 that they were 
attempting to aid an 
82-year-old prostitute 

nicknamed “Grandma” in 
her journey to find a way 
out of the business.

Italian police arrested a 24-
year-old prostitute in 2001 
and charged her with “unfair 
competition” because her 
prices were too low.

In 2002, an Israeli man 
requested an escort for his 
hotel room and suffered a 
heart attack when his 
daughter arrived.

During 2005, a Richmond, 
VA, transsexual hooker 
named Monica Renee 
Champion had simultaneous 
arrest warrants as a male 
(south side of town) and a 
female (north side).

In March, 2006, after 
failing to receive pay-
ment from a john, a 
British prostitute bit his 
penis so hard that he 
required surgery.
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First Up...“Just Us Entertainment”
These catz have just released some summer fire 
for the streetz. Not only do these bruthas have 
some tight-ass tracks, but their lyrics will have you 
crackin’ up! They are some of the wittiest writers 
that I have heard in a while. They also did 90% 
of the production on the project. Their new CD is 
entitled Made n Oregon and contains 20 pieces 
of heat! The members of the “Just Us” trio are Pete 
Rose the CEO, Yaccimiss AKA 5th of Hen, and 

J.Dubb AKA 
Young Wallace. 
My hot 
picks 
are track 
#6, “Shake 
That!” for the 
strip clubs, and 
track # 10, “What 
it Do?“ They got some-
thing for everybody on 
this new joint. The streetz, 
the clubs, females, and 
hustlers will all enjoy 

Made n Oregon. Make sure to grab a copy and check ‘em 
out at a club or concert hall near you. Much love y’all and 
keep on smashin’!!!

Next Up...Has a local Strip Club Jumped Into 
More Hot Water?
According to insiders, the club may be facing another serious 
lawsuit. Sources say that senior members of the club were 
responsible for spreading scandalous lies and tarnishing the 
reputation of a highly reputable and successful businessman. 
Sources also say that this potential lawsuit could be for defa-
mation of character because of frivolous accusations and the 
slandering of one of club’s top-paying customers. Apparently 
the management tried to patch things up by inviting the 
gentleman back the next day. According to witnesses, this 
individual told them directly that he would never step into that 
establishment again. A few weeks later, a cease-and-desist let-
ter was sent to the strip club by his lawyer. Not only are club 
workers prevented from contacting this ex-patron, but they 
have been informed that they will be liable for damages if they 
don’t shut up! This just goes to show that you never know who 
a customer might be, and everyone should be treated with the 
utmost respect! I will be sure to keep you posted on any new 
developments pertaining to this potential lawsuit.

Where are my Lil’ Kim Fans? “Put Ya Lighters Up!”
On July 3rd, 2006, Lil’ Kim was released from prison after 
being incarcerated a little over ten months. This was just in time 
for her to celebrate her own freedom on Independence Day. 
She was given a $50,000 fine and a year in jail for lying to a 
grand jury in 2001. I had read that she supposedly lied to pro-
tect some of her friends from going to jail. These friends were 
allegedly involved in a shootout in front of a radio station. Lil’ 
Kim was a “G” about it and served her time. On top of that, 
she didn’t snitch! That’s some real-ass shit. That chick is a true 
soldier. Sources say that her early release was due to her good 
behavior. Her mother Ruby had made the announcement back-
stage at the B.E.T. Awards that Lil’ Kim was about to get out 
soon. Speaking of the B.E.T. Awards, did y’all see Beyoncé??? 
Dayummmm!!! Anyway I’m glad Lil’ Kim’s out, and I look for-
ward to her being back on the music scene!!!

Ladies’ Night Out
It goes down every Thursday Night 
at The 720 Club formerly known 
as The Viper Room. It’s hosted by 
yours truly, and the music is pro-
vided by DJ L.B, AKA Mr. Mosaic. 
We give love to a lot of local artists 
who sometimes find it hard to get 
their music played anywhere else. 
This is also a cool spot to come and 
network, because you will always 
find plenty of industry people there. 
We also have 2-for-1 specials crack-

in’ each Thursday night. The 
party starts at 9pm ’til 2:30 

AM. The 720 Club is located 
at 720 S.E. Hawthorne. For 

more info, call (503) 236-1190, 
and we’ll see you there, baby.

Honey of the Month
This month’s Honey is from Hawaii and can be seen at 
Centerfold Suites. She is currently pursuing a career in the medi-
cal field. Her measurements are 35-26-35, and she is Hawaiian 
& Swedish. Now that’s a fly combination! Jocelyn wanted me 
to give a message to all haters: “F??k Y’all!” No hate from me, 
baby, just congratulations for being the August 2006 Honey of 
the Month.

Big ups to my sponsors!!!
503girls.com—just log on and see Portland’s hottest adult 
website! Club 720 (720 SE Hawthorne) the home of “Ladies’ 
Night” every Thursday. Tattoos by Ken Keck. Reach him at 
(360) 696-9020.

Be sure to also check out whatzcrackin.com.

Until next month, stay fly and “Keep It Crackin’!”

One Love,
J.Mack

JOCELYN
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AUGUST
2006

Would you like your 
event on our calendar? 

Simply e-mail: 
info@xmag.com 

or call 
503.241.4317

Noir City @ Dante’s
Bruce Cockburn + Sarah Harmer @ Roseland
The Buckles, Jackstraw & Greg Clarke @ Oregon Zoo 
Concerts
The Sort Ofs @ Center / Performing Arts

B.B. King’s 80th Celebration 
@ www.edgefieldconcerts.com
Diplo @ Doug Fir

Crack Daniels @ Dante’s
Zilla @ Doug Fir

Thrillbilly @ Dante’s
Inferno-Lola’s @ Crystal Ballroom
Three Days Grace @ Roseland
Lagbaja @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
“O.B”. and I&I @ Center / Performing Arts

The Holy Shitters & The Slow Poisoner @ Dante’s Mike Dean Damron @ Berbati’s
Ani Difranco @ Secret House Vineyards

Townes Van Zandt Tribute @ Dante’s
Gary Jules + Jim Bianco @ Doug Fir

Careen @ Berbati’s
Pojama People (Zappa Tribute) @ Dante’s
Plena Libre @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
Amelia @ Center / Performing Arts

Deacon X’s Fetish Night @ Berbati’s
MySpace Friends VIP Party @ Lush & Bliss
Hot Rods & Hot Bods Cruise-In @ DV8

Yard Dogs / March Fourth @ Doug Fir
Spoken House of Heroes @ Rock ‘N Roll Pizza
Bowling for Soup @ Hawthorne Theatre

The Divining Rods & Dark Skies @ Dante’s
Wold Parade @ Crystal Ballroom

Shanghai Woolies @ Dante’s The Samples @ Dante’s
Corb Lund @ Doug Fir
Los Lonely Boys w/ Susan Tedeschi @ www.
edgefieldconcerts.com

We’re From Japan @ Doug Fir
3 Leg Torso @ Center / Performing Arts

Joe Firstman & Family @ Berbati’s
Cicada Omega & Creech Holler @ Dante’s
Bob Mould’s Blowoff @ Doug Fir

Coup @ Berbati’s
School of Rock All Stars @ Aladdin Theater
Circa Survive @ Hawthorne Theatre
Ska Cubano @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
The Stolen Sweets @ Center / Performing Arts

SUN MON TUE WED
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20 21 22
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Noir City @ Dante’s
Bruce Cockburn + Sarah Harmer @ Roseland
The Buckles, Jackstraw & Greg Clarke @ Oregon Zoo 
Concerts
The Sort Ofs @ Center / Performing Arts

Ludicra @ Dante’s
Elvis Costello Appreciation Night @ Doug Fir
Death Cab For Cutie @ Secret House Vineyards
J. Mack’s Ladies Nite @ Club 720

Red Hot Chili Peppers @ Rose Garden
Devotchka @ Berbati’s
Diamondtuck & The Privates @ Dante’s
Sleater-Kinney @ Crystal Ballroom
Paperboys @ Doug Fir
Toad the Wet Sprocket @ Secret House Vineyards 

Crack Daniels @ Dante’s
Zilla @ Doug Fir

Thrillbilly @ Dante’s
Inferno-Lola’s @ Crystal Ballroom
Three Days Grace @ Roseland
Lagbaja @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
“O.B”. and I&I @ Center / Performing Arts

Crave Magazine Anniversary Party @ Lush & Bliss
Dance Contest @ Dream On Saloon
Crosstide @ Dante’s
J. Mack’s Ladies Nite @ Club 720

Jody’s Angels on Bed Stage @ Jody’s
Stormcrow @ Berbati’s
Don Caballero @ Doug Fir
Etta James @ Oregon Zoo Concerts

Townes Van Zandt Tribute @ Dante’s
Gary Jules + Jim Bianco @ Doug Fir

Careen @ Berbati’s
Pojama People (Zappa Tribute) @ Dante’s
Plena Libre @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
Amelia @ Center / Performing Arts

Wet T-Shirt Contest @ Boom Boom Room
The Cowtippers @ Berbati’s
The Clientele @ Doug Fir
J. Mack’s Ladies Nite @ Club 720

Starchile’s Ambiance @ Berbati’s
Hurt @ Dante’s
Haste The Day @ Hawthorne Theatre

The Divining Rods & Dark Skies @ Dante’s
Wold Parade @ Crystal Ballroom

Upper Playground Grand Opening @ Berbati’s
The Meteors @ Dante’s
Soul Plasma, Down Band & Serge Severe @ Doug Fir
LaserSpectacular w/ Pink Flyd Music @ Aladdin Theater

Climber @ Berbati’s
Sleater-Kinney @ Crystal Ballroom
Garrison Starr + Gimme An X @ Dante’s
Richmond Fontaine @ Doug Fir

Bikes, Bands, Babes & Brawls @ Stars Salem
Great Popsicle Suck Off @ Wildcats
Thor & Zolar X @ Dante’s
A Silver Mt. Zion @ Doug Fir

EXOTIC MAGAZINE’S 13TH 
ANNIVERSARY PARTY
at Berbati’s Pan -- 9:30 pm

The Samples @ Dante’s
Corb Lund @ Doug Fir
Los Lonely Boys w/ Susan Tedeschi @ www.
edgefieldconcerts.com

We’re From Japan @ Doug Fir
3 Leg Torso @ Center / Performing Arts

Atmosphere @ Crystal Ballroom
Nick Jaina @ Doug Fir
J. Mack’s Ladies Nite @ Club 720

Coup @ Berbati’s
School of Rock All Stars @ Aladdin Theater
Circa Survive @ Hawthorne Theatre
Ska Cubano @ Oregon Zoo Concerts
The Stolen Sweets @ Center / Performing Arts

Dezarie @ Berbati’s
The Velvet Teen @ Dante’s
Thanksgiving/Sophe Lux @ Doug Fir
J. Mack’s Ladies Nite @ Club 720

Rob Zombie @ Salem Armory
DJ Anjali & The Incredible Kid @ Berbati’s
Sierra Swan @ Dante’s
Amelia @ Doug Fir
The Tubes @ Aladdin Theater

TUE WED THU FRI SAT
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To work on the largest 
adult webcam site. 

Get PAID to chat! Fun, flexible hours, 
highest pay in the industry! 

Must have computer, web cam, 
and high-speed internet. 

Free to sign-up. 
Start Making Money Today!

 Call Jennifer
(360) 281-7491 or (360) 281-7929

­­­• HELP WANTED •

Dancers Wanted
at Portland’s Hottest Clubs

Call for shifts at Club 205, Boom Boom Room, 
Double Dribble, Nicolai St. Club, DV8, Tommy’s

Outlaws (Second Level–Aces High) 
503-772-1533——————————

Boom Boom Room...
Classy exotic dance club on upscale SW Barbur Blvd.

Seeking top-quality dancers.
Call 503-244-7630

——————————
AUDITIONS

for Dante’s Sinferno Cabaret & Vaudeville... 
Tuesday evenings 6pm-9pm @ Dante’s 

(1 SW 3rd Ave.) 503.226.6630 for more info
——————————

TOMMY’S TOO NOW OPEN
Ladies, tired of all the drama? Join our small friendly, neighborhood 

bar. Talented, friendly girls wanted. Minors always welcome.
503-341-0532 • 503-771-9032

——————————
WANTED!

Lingerie models, dancers, escorts and
couples for amateur and feature adult films.

Call (503) 796-7676 for more info 
or to set up a casting interview.
——————————

DANCERS
18+, No Exp. Necessary, Auditions Everyday

Instant Cash $$$, Clean, Safe Work Environment
No Agency Fees, No Bullshit. Make Your Own Schedule!

Call 503-318-5939——————————
SOOBIE’S

Now hiring the best.
Contact manager for details about our

$1,000 hiring bonus.
(503) 889-6490——————————

attractive ladies 18 & over!!!
Think you might have what it takes for a lucrative dancing career? 

Consistently make up to $300 on a daily basis. We can help get you 
started and learn as you earn. Take advantage of our active advertising.

503.692.3655 Mon-Sat after 3pm
——————————

SALEM-STARS IN OREGON... WANTS YOU!!!
ATTEN NW ENTERTAINERS!!! Easy money with less restrictions.

Stars-Salem, Oregon’s largest and most visual gentlemen’s club, is
now hiring NW entertainers for all shifts. Lodging and fees negotiable.
Call Mr. Black, 503-484-3188 for details.

Visit  www.myspace.com/starscabaret 
or  www.starscabaret.com—————————— 

CASH GUARANTEED
$300–$500 every shift

Adult modeling opportunities PDX–LA
(Playboy, Hustler, Barely Legal, Vivid & More)

Apply online: purepinkproductions.com
503.927.6666—————————— 

THE VIEWPOINT
Now Hiring. No Stage Fees!!!
Call 503-254-0191

DANCERS & LINGERIE MODELS
Sick of the same ol’ shit? Tired of all the

drama? If you’re beautiful, determined and 
dependable, we have your $$$ waiting!

starline entertainment
503.909.2065

CLASSIFIEDS
for advertising information call 503.804.4479

The Nile
is a new Eugene club that is currently seeking entertainers

18 & over to come earn some great money. 
We welcome walk-ins or feel free to call

541-688-1869
—————————— 

Hot, Sexy & Responsible?
We want you! Busy lingerie modeling shop 

high quality clientele 
Lots of $$$ – Call 888-859-4100

——————————
Ladies, need a driver or security?

503-481-0949 ——————————
Hey Girl - Bad Date? 503.535.0901

Portland Metro Area “Leave a message 
and we’ll spread the word!”

­­­• MISCELLANEOUS •

Viagra... $6 a dose!
http://KwikMed.com/viagra/137168/

—————————— 
LOOKING FOR A WAY OUT??
Single male in search of a beautiful female 

to send back to school (?), spoil and travel with. 
Long-term relationship desired.

(503) 351-7830

THE COSTUME LADY
THE LOWEST PRICE IN TOWN!

(503) 330-5154
——————————

GOT DEBT? GET HELP.
Experienced Bankruptcy Attorney

Affordable payment plans. 503.846.1160
Located in Beaverton/Hillsboro area.
——————————

ADULT CHAT LINE
Live Sex - 18+ Over

1 (900) 435-6285 / 1 (800) 587-6662
come see us at www.fantasyfucks.com

SEX PARTNERS!
Don’t pay for an escort or erotic massage!
Meet real people for sex! Sign up for FREE

and get laid tonight!
www.SexSearchOr.com

ATTENTION ALL BANDS!!!
Get your band noticed by advertising
album releases, shows, and more...

Call 503-827-8018——————————
movies, movies, movies!

Private collection of adult VHS at $3 and
DVD’s at $5 each. Will consider trades.

Herm, 360-901-2856
——————————

No Waiting Period–No Claim Forms
 AFFORDABLE DENTAL AND MEDICAL PLAN

Save up to 80% on dental services.
$11.95 per month - individual, $19.95 per month - household

Prescription, Vision, Chiropractic benefits included.
Contact Don, 503-493-3943

www.mybenefitsplus.com/rreed5
Free Phone sponsored by WWW.NATIONALCHOICECELLULAR.COM

ANYTHING GOES!
Personal Listings check it out! 
1-800-596-3262 $2.99 min.

ADVERTISE HERE 503-804-4479
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Visit Online http://www.tomrloansource.com

Willamette 
Mortgage, Inc.

Visit Online http://www.tomrloansource.com

Home Loans / Refinancing
All Types of Loans

Good Credit
Damaged Credit

FICO Low As 500
And Others...

Second Home
Home Equity Loans
Commercial Loans

Quick Closing

No Hassle Loans

No Income Verification
No Employment Ver.
No Document Ver.

Specializing In...

Primary Residence               
Investment Properties           

Construction Loans              
Fast Preapproval

Tom • (503) 758-8352 • Tom
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It happens all too 
often: I’m given a CD 
from a local band 

that I’ve ‘heard of’ but 
never actually heard, 
and as soon as I’m 

halfway through it I’m 
immediately pissed off that 

there are so many knobs out 
there that have made it while 
good music is left unappreciated 
by so many other rock ’n’ rollers. 

While musically inept 
sissies such as Nick 
Lachey are out there 

selling their asses for nothing more than the sake of vanity, the 
Space Cretins are doing what they do best—rocking, rolling, and 
laying down sexy beats for the ladies to shake their booties.

Formed in 2004 by the group’s vocalist, Paul Ace Diamond 
Blow, this group has already made a name for themselves in the 
local scene. They’ve become a favorite among the glam/punk/LA 
buttrockers and have an avid reputation for being the last at a 
party to pass out. With Danger Dayne on drums, Otis P. Otis 
on guitar, and Markass Starkiss Karkass on bass, these four 
musicians pull together to create the sound that is the Space 
Cretins. Their first CD, Rocket Roll, keeps the intensity that 
defines all that is rock ’n’ roll while possessing the ability to make 
you want to reach for the nearest bottle and slam whatever ine-
briating substance it might hold. This belligerence-inducing piece 
of plastic is best played loud as fuck...or while fucking loudly. 

This band left me rocked, shocked, and a little bit confused about 
their name and what they’re all about, so I requested a sit-down 
with this band to pick their brains. Instead, we got drunk while I 
attempted to comprehend the carnal spewing of the Space Cretins. 

EU: So, guys, I’ve got to know—where did you guys come up with 
the name? Why “The Space Cretins?”
SC: (Paul) Spacehog was already taken, and we’re still hoping for 
a chance encounter with William Shatner in a Hong Kong kara-
oke bar where he would tell us that it was our destiny to start a 
‘super-cyber’ band to put the FUN back in rock ’n’ roll. 
EU: Have any of you guys ever been abducted by aliens? 
SC: (Paul) It doesn’t matter because the CIA still denies that we 
actually exist.

(Otis)  Yeah, they held me captive and 
put salsa in my buttocks. 
EU: What is it that disgusts you with 
the current music scene?
SC: (Paul) Everyone is so quick to put a 
generalized label on everything, and it 
makes for this all-or-nothing sheepish 
band of followers. Look, music either 
rocks or it doesn’t. Why do you have to 
act, look, or be a certain way to be con-
sidered part of a genre or crowd? People 
should be able to enjoy a multitude of 
different types of music without feeling 
like a social outcast because they don’t 
fit the stereotypical mold. Whatever 
happened to an open mind? 
EU: So who do you guys like nowadays? 
SC: (Paul)  The Ramones, Go Like Hell, The Ones, William 
Shatner, NY glam. 
EU: Why music? Why not something else? (Career, family, etc.)
SC: (Otis)  I fell asleep in ’79 (’cause I was loaded), I woke up. I 
got responsible. And now I’m doin’ it all over again (takes shot).
(Paul) When I was a kid, all I wanted to be was a rock star. I 
know I wouldn’t be happy doing anything else. Well, that, and 
I love to hear the sound of my own voice. I also put a mirror on 
the end of my microphone to watch myself play. It’s the sound of 
love. (Laughter, followed by excessive drinking.) But seriously, 
what are we going to do? Quit? Not a chance. Music matters. We 
like to rock and go on benders. What do you like to do? 
EU: Do you believe that’s it’s not butter? 
SC: (Otis) It ain’t butter, it’s margarine. Just because it spreads 
easier, it ain’t butter. 
EU: What’s the best thing about being a rock star, or at least 
pretending to? What are some of the greatest perks? 
SC: (Otis) Free drink tickets.
(Dayne) Girls, free drinks, free drugs. (Takes shot.)
(Paul)  I’m sorry, what was the question? We’re not trying to 
stimulate brain cells or impress with fancy-fied riffage, we’re just 
trying to put the swagger back into leather rock ’n’ roll pants. 

See for yourself what you’re missing as The Space Cretins invade The Funhouse 
on Thursday, August 24th for the Underground Music Showcase with 1,2,3,4 and 
The Ones…and yes, I’ll be there. That asshole publisher is forcing me to enter 
the covergirl Jell-O wrestling contest. The things I do for this magazine are 
truly beyond me. For more on the Space Cretins, visit their website at www.
spacecretins.com or on my space at http://www.myspace.com/spacecretins.

DAYNE MARKASS
OTIS

PAUL
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It happens all too 
often: I’m given a CD 
from a local band 

that I’ve ‘heard of’ but 
never actually heard, 
and as soon as I’m 

halfway through it I’m 
immediately pissed off that 

there are so many knobs out 
there that have made it while 
good music is left unappreciated 
by so many other rock ’n’ rollers. 

While musically inept 
sissies such as Nick 
Lachey are out there 

selling their asses for nothing more than the sake of vanity, the 
Space Cretins are doing what they do best—rocking, rolling, and 
laying down sexy beats for the ladies to shake their booties.

Formed in 2004 by the group’s vocalist, Paul Ace Diamond 
Blow, this group has already made a name for themselves in the 
local scene. They’ve become a favorite among the glam/punk/LA 
buttrockers and have an avid reputation for being the last at a 
party to pass out. With Danger Dayne on drums, Otis P. Otis 
on guitar, and Markass Starkiss Karkass on bass, these four 
musicians pull together to create the sound that is the Space 
Cretins. Their first CD, Rocket Roll, keeps the intensity that 
defines all that is rock ’n’ roll while possessing the ability to make 
you want to reach for the nearest bottle and slam whatever ine-
briating substance it might hold. This belligerence-inducing piece 
of plastic is best played loud as fuck...or while fucking loudly. 

This band left me rocked, shocked, and a little bit confused about 
their name and what they’re all about, so I requested a sit-down 
with this band to pick their brains. Instead, we got drunk while I 
attempted to comprehend the carnal spewing of the Space Cretins. 

EU: So, guys, I’ve got to know—where did you guys come up with 
the name? Why “The Space Cretins?”
SC: (Paul) Spacehog was already taken, and we’re still hoping for 
a chance encounter with William Shatner in a Hong Kong kara-
oke bar where he would tell us that it was our destiny to start a 
‘super-cyber’ band to put the FUN back in rock ’n’ roll. 
EU: Have any of you guys ever been abducted by aliens? 
SC: (Paul) It doesn’t matter because the CIA still denies that we 
actually exist.

(Otis)  Yeah, they held me captive and 
put salsa in my buttocks. 
EU: What is it that disgusts you with 
the current music scene?
SC: (Paul) Everyone is so quick to put a 
generalized label on everything, and it 
makes for this all-or-nothing sheepish 
band of followers. Look, music either 
rocks or it doesn’t. Why do you have to 
act, look, or be a certain way to be con-
sidered part of a genre or crowd? People 
should be able to enjoy a multitude of 
different types of music without feeling 
like a social outcast because they don’t 
fit the stereotypical mold. Whatever 
happened to an open mind? 
EU: So who do you guys like nowadays? 
SC: (Paul)  The Ramones, Go Like Hell, The Ones, William 
Shatner, NY glam. 
EU: Why music? Why not something else? (Career, family, etc.)
SC: (Otis)  I fell asleep in ’79 (’cause I was loaded), I woke up. I 
got responsible. And now I’m doin’ it all over again (takes shot).
(Paul) When I was a kid, all I wanted to be was a rock star. I 
know I wouldn’t be happy doing anything else. Well, that, and 
I love to hear the sound of my own voice. I also put a mirror on 
the end of my microphone to watch myself play. It’s the sound of 
love. (Laughter, followed by excessive drinking.) But seriously, 
what are we going to do? Quit? Not a chance. Music matters. We 
like to rock and go on benders. What do you like to do? 
EU: Do you believe that’s it’s not butter? 
SC: (Otis) It ain’t butter, it’s margarine. Just because it spreads 
easier, it ain’t butter. 
EU: What’s the best thing about being a rock star, or at least 
pretending to? What are some of the greatest perks? 
SC: (Otis) Free drink tickets.
(Dayne) Girls, free drinks, free drugs. (Takes shot.)
(Paul)  I’m sorry, what was the question? We’re not trying to 
stimulate brain cells or impress with fancy-fied riffage, we’re just 
trying to put the swagger back into leather rock ’n’ roll pants. 

See for yourself what you’re missing as The Space Cretins invade The Funhouse 
on Thursday, August 24th for the Underground Music Showcase with 1,2,3,4 and 
The Ones…and yes, I’ll be there. That asshole publisher is forcing me to enter 
the covergirl Jell-O wrestling contest. The things I do for this magazine are 
truly beyond me. For more on the Space Cretins, visit their website at www.
spacecretins.com or on my space at http://www.myspace.com/spacecretins.

DAYNE MARKASS
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PAUL

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in69   69 7/23/06   10:20:37 PM



1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in70   70 7/23/06   10:20:42 PM



exotic magazine - august | 71

1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in71   71 7/23/06   10:20:45 PM



1402_exotic mag (9-24)(57-72).in72   72 7/23/06   10:20:48 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind73   73 7/23/06   6:08:10 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind74   74 7/23/06   6:08:15 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind75   75 7/23/06   6:08:20 PM



76 | august- exotic magazine

1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind76   76 7/23/06   6:08:24 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind77   77 7/23/06   6:08:28 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind78   78 7/23/06   6:08:35 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind79   79 7/23/06   6:08:42 PM



1402_exotic mag (1-8)(73-80).ind80   80 7/23/06   6:08:46 PM


