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Mandy 
hometown 2008 
 
 
 
 

Over the years, as my study of gender 
issues progressed and I opened myself to the 
words and ideas of more marginalized voices, new 
questions continued to present themselves. I would 
like to take this opportunity to begin a discussion of 
one particular question which I have not found a 
satisfying answer. 
 

 Do male Feminists love hookers? 
Should Male Feminists support female 
sex workers? Or should we step back? 
Does the toxicity of male sexual energy 
jeopardize the economy of female 
power? 

 

 
To begin this discussion, I will attempt to 

create a chronological narrative of my investigation, 
the ideas I have encountered, and the ways my 
thoughts have changed over time. The names and 
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details have been changed to protect the identity of 
all those involved. 
 

•—• 
 

My first face-to-face introduction to sex work 
occurred shortly after Graduate school. I moved 
back into my parents house for the summer. I had 
taken several Gender Studies courses and often 
attended “Stitch and Bitch” events with friends. 
However, I had no practical knowledge about sex 
work. I had never thought much about it and I was 
still a virgin at the time. 
 

After spending the evening with friends I 
drove myself home. It was very late, probably 3am 
or so. As I drove through an economically 
depressed section of town I spotted a woman 
standing on the side of the road. She wore a short 
dress and waved me to the curb. I pulled over and, 
since my college car did not have power windows, I 
motioned for her to open the door. 
She told me she needed a ride. When she leaned 
her head into my car I could smell that she had 
been drinking, probably a lot. 
 

I told her I would give her a ride and she 
jumped in my car. I asked which way she lived and 
she pointed the way. I never asked her name, in my 
head I just call her Mandy. 
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She smiled at me and seemed in good 
spirits, although quiet while I drove and considered 
her circumstances. She was an attractive woman, 
older than I, dressed provocatively walking around 
intoxicated by herself through a bad part of town. 
But I did not make any comment. She had probably 
been talked down to by men all her life. Who am I 
to judge her or shame her for her behavior? So I 
kept my mouth shut until she finally broke the 
silence. 

 
“My electricity got turned off, I could really 

use some money.” 
 
“Oh gosh,” I replied “I'm so sorry. I don't 

have any cash on me or else I would help you out.” 
 
At that moment her demeanor immediately 

changed. I can look back at the situation now and 
laugh. But at the time I was very afraid. 
 

Her smile disappeared. She pulled her 
purse onto her lap and crossed her arms. She 
stared at me out of the corner of her eye the rest of 
the drive and did not say anything else other than 
“Turn here” and “Stop.” 
 

She got out, slammed my door, and didn't 
look back. She stomped up to a house with no 
lights inside. She disappeared around the corner 
mumbling what I believed to be expletives. 
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At the time, I was upset. She was clearly 

angry at something I had done. I cannot stand it 
when women are mad at me, especially if I don't 
understand why. I'm not that kind of guy. I went 
over the incident in my head for weeks, trying to 
understand what I did or said that was offensive. 
Luckily, I was too embarrassed about it to tell 
anyone either. 
 

It wasn't until months later when I had 
driven through that same area late at night and 
spotted a different woman walking along in the dark 
that I understood. These women were working girls. 
Streetwalkers. 
Prostitutes. 
 

I have never even gotten a speeding ticket. I 
get warnings when cops pull over my beat up car. I 
had a minor freak out when I realized I had picked 
up a hooker. It was a relief though, to finally see the 
situation from her point of view.  
 

Of course she would be disappointed, even 
angry at me for what I had done. She was out 
braving the streets to make enough money to get 
the lights turned back on for her family. Then I 
come along and take her away from her work for 
the night. No more money for the night and she 
runs the risk of getting arrested if I rat her out or get 
pulled over by the police. 
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I didn't do anything illegal but did I do with 

the right thing? 
 

I had recently begun to identify as a male 
feminist and this incident really challenged what I 
thought was a solid understanding of feminism and 
critical theory. I spent several nights rolling around 
in bed trying to sleep and feeling like I did 
something wrong. What would have been the 
feminist thing to do in that situation? Should I have 
left her alone? Should I have went to the ATM for 
some cash? How could I have shown her it was 
safe to be with me and that I was an ally? Can a 
straight white male even be a safe ally? 
 

Questions like these bubbled up in my mind 
over and over until they condensed into a single 
question. A complexly serious, absurdly simple 
question: Do Male Feminists Love Hookers? 
 

I thought about this question for weeks but it 
would be for a few more months that I first did 
something about it. 
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Sandy 
hometown 2008 
 
 
 
 

I had to ask a woman about this. The men I 
knew would laugh at me if I asked them. But I 
couldn't talk to my feminist friends because frankly I 
don't think they would believe my innocent 
intentions. I couldn't live with myself if they thought I 
was some kind of creep. 
 

I needed answers and I needed positive 
karma. I had to make up for what I had done to 
Mandy. So I came up with a plan to begin to 
reverse the damage I had done to womankind. I 
would redistribute my white male privilege and pay 
it forward. I would be as supportive and helpful as I 
could possibly be. 
 

This plan slowly came together. I tried to 
keep cash on me when I was driving. Especially 
when I knew my route could take me through that 
certain area. But I made sure not to bother any of 
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them. I wouldn't make that mistake again; Don't 
interact, just observe. 
 

It gave me a reason to keep my car clean 
and full of gas. Jumper cables in the trunk and a 
bottle of water somewhere under the seat. I was 
ready to be so helpful. 
 

It would be another month or so before a 
young woman waved me down. Younger than me 
but not by much.  It was daybreak this time. I had 
so many questions to ask her. Do you consider 
prostitution a feminist career? What got you into 
this line of work?  
 

I pulled over and she opened my door. 
 
“Can I get a ride?” she asked. 
 
“Absolutely” and she hopped right in and 

told me which way to drive. 
 

She seemed like a naturally happy person. 
She looked me in the eyes like no one ever had 
and she wouldn't let me go. It was hard to drive 
because I didn't want to look away. 
 

I managed to ask her what her name. We 
can call her Sandy. She seemed very sweet. 
Younger than most of the other women I had seen 
walking around.  
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Then she said, “My car is out of gas, I need 

some money.” 
 

“Okay, sure.” I happily replied. 
 
“I’ll suck your dick for $50” she said in the 

sweetest voice. 
 

That statement was mind melting for me. It 
raised too many additional questions. Why did you 
pick me? Would you find it offensive if I said no? If I 
said yes? Do you consider yourself a feminist? 
What kind of car do you have that needs $50 worth 
of gas in 2008? 
 

I didn't know which question to ask first. My 
brain overheated. She slid her hand across my 
shorts and started rubbing me. 

 
“Please?” she begged. 
 
“Okay, sure!” I blurted out. A laugh broke 

out from behind her smile.  
 

She kept her hand in my lap the whole drive 
and even gave me several compliments. 
 

We pulled up behind her house. She pulled 
my pants down and did something she seemed to 
really enjoy. I couldn't remember any of the things I 
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wanted to ask. I was truly lost in the moment. 
Looking down at what was happening, I was only 
able to formulate a single question, but I did not ask 
it. 

‘Why would you get your own name 
tattooed on the back of your neck?’ I thought to 
myself. 
 

Afterwards, she asked me to drive her to 
her friends house and I did so. She ran out of my 
car and into the house. I had to close the 
passenger door myself. 
 

I then began to feel like I did not do the right 
thing this time either. I struggled for days with a 
depression of sorts. I didn't want to leave the 
house. I didn't talk to my friends. 
 

Prostitution is illegal in my town. Being 
caught on either side of the transaction will get you 
arrested and face heavy fines. Society needs rules 
to protect its most vulnerable and promote social 
well being. Prostitution can be dangerous work. 
Both male and female sex workers risk disease, 
exploitation, and violence. Legalization increases 
demand which facilitates an increase in other 
dangerous and predatorily gendered issues such 
as human trafficking. 
 

The world is a dangerous place and we 
must use our legal and political powers to protect 
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the innocent and vulnerable. Trying to find answers 
on the street would not bring about a fruitful 
dialogue. I needed to talk to someone experienced 
in not only women’s issues but also sex, sociology, 
and law. Searching way deep down in the internet 
search results I found the phone number for an 
expert. 
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Candy 
Greater Metro, 2009 
 
 
 
 

She liked it when I called her Doctor Candy, 
though she never went to medical school. Dr. 
Candy is a sex therapist in the larger metropolitan 
area near my hometown.  
 

Sex therapists are mental health 
professionals who specialize in treating issues 
involving sexual concerns and dysfunctions. The 
American Association of Sexuality Educators, 
Counselors and Therapists (AASECT) certification 
process recognizes those with medical licensure, 
specialized training, and clinical experience in sex 
treatment as Certified Sex Therapists (CST). 
 

Although Dr. Candy was not AASECT 
certified or licensed in our state, that didn't stop her 
from teaching me everything I wanted to know 
about sex and plenty I didn't want to know. At the 
height of our time together we met almost weekly in 
person at her home office, on the phone, and later 
via video chat. Although our discussions and talk 
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therapy progressed fruitfully, I still felt depressed 
about my recent experiences. Luckily for me, Dr. 
Candy offered sexual surrogate services to her 
clients as part of their therapy. 
 

Sexual surrogates work with licensed sex 
therapists to help their clients (especially single 
men) work through the practical applications of their 
therapy. This is typically for individuals with 
disabilities such as paralysis, amputation, or 
deformation of the genitals due to injury or birth 
defect. Dr. Candy was kind enough to help me 
through my inexperience and confidence issues as 
well as challenging other ideas of masculinity and 
gender which society had taught me. But that's a 
topic for a different book. 
 

Dr. Candy introduced me to all the levels 
and edges of sex work both locally, across the 
country, and internationally. For starters, she 
explained sex work in its most primal form: in 
relationships. Some women, whether they 
understand it or not engage in an exchange of sex 
for resources in both long term relationships and 
brief encounters. 
 

On the highest echelon of prostitution sits 
the most elite of providers. Some of the most 
exclusive women of Paris, London, and NYC 
charge $10,000 or more for their precious time. 
Whispers and rumors abound among Hollywood 
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types of starlets of the stage and screen sleeping 
their way to the top. 
 

But a more classic understanding of sex 
work occurs at the street level. Hookers, 
prostitutes, whores, or ladies-of-the-night; whatever 
you might call them, work the streets and corners 
wherever there is a demand. They walk or drive 
around looking for their clients either in approved 
“red light districts” or on the struggling outskirts of 
urban areas. This is considered the most 
dangerous type of prostitution. It's usually the last 
choice for women when other avenues of sex work 
employment are limited or inaccessible. Street level 
sex workers are commonly users or addicts of hard 
drugs such as heroin, crack cocaine, or prescription 
pills. These women are most vulnerable to arrest by 
the police and violence from pimps and drug 
dealers. 
 

Between those earning a living sleeping 
with politicians and those scraping to feed their 
habit is a large middle ground filled with all different 
kinds of escorts, companions, and courtesans. 
Some do sex work discreetly to supplement a 
different career. Others work a full work week of the 
world oldest profession at a massage parlor, 
bordello, or sex club.  
 

But as old things become new again, so 
came the rise of the independent internet escort. 
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Sex workers offering their services online 
via advertisements and classifieds. Many have their 
own websites which feature photos, stats, prices, 
and even calendars and online scheduling. While a 
man may not be able to get a cable guy or plumber 
to show up at a reasonable hour or price point, the 
same man looking to lay some pipe on a business 
trip can have his favorite flavor of fling show up at 
his hotel door the moment he gets back from his 
sales conference. 
 

Dr. Candy provided me a needed service 
and I provided her compensation. Her’s is a service 
industry just like anyone else's with overhead, 
advertising, customer service, and accounting. I 
could not identify any part of it as being criminal in 
nature. Dr. Candy obviously agreed and continues 
to be a supporter of fully legalized sex work. 
 

Criminalization of sex work and prostitution 
only manages to increase violence and limits a sex 
workers customers to exclusively criminals. 
Legalization also gives workers credibility to report 
violence and sexual assaults to the police instead 
of remaining silent due to fearing of being arrested 
themselves. No one should be persecuted or 
incarcerated due to their sexuality or career 
choices. 
 

While I continued to return to Dr. Candy on 
occasion for a number of years it was sometime in 
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late 2009 when she introduced me to this world of 
online escorts. These sex workers skirt the law just 
barely by offering a dinner or a date in exchange for 
compensation and any intimate interactions 
occurring afterward are simply the choices of two 
consenting adults. 
 

Dr. Candy gave me an assignment while 
she was out of town to visit with one of these ladies 
to work on my confidence. She had a short list of 
potential candidates in mind, but the choice was 
ultimately up to me. 
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Brandy 
Greater Metro, 2009 
 
 
 
 

Choosing your first online prostitute under 
the direction of your unlicensed therapist is not as 
easy as it sounds. I tried to ensure my decision was 
an evidence based approach. I collected data from 
websites and classified ads. I then arranged them 
in a database based on geographic location and 
price. From there I chose three of the top 
candidates, assigned them a range of numbers, 
and let a random number generator make the final 
choice. Lady Luck smiled on me that day when 
Brandy’s number sprang up. 
 

Originally from the next county over, Brandy 
was a true party girl the likes of which I would never 
have had a chance with back in college. Beautiful 
and kind with a tremendous body. 
 

I was so nervous that first time. She thought 
it was cute. She was just so pretty and there was 
definitely some sort of connection happening. A 
real spark. 
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She said I was the nicest guy who had ever 

come to see her. I got nothing but compliments 
about my performance in the bedroom. 
 

I spent as much time with her as I could 
afford. We grew closer each visit and she confided 
in me. While Dr. Candy was helping me try to tame 
the masculine toxicity within myself, she also had a 
monster to fight. 
 

After a car accident she became addicted to 
prescription pain pills. By the time I met her she 
had switched to heroin because it was cheaper. 
This made it difficult for her to get jobs and manage 
her finances and health. It was a good thing I came 
along when I did. Over time I gained her trust and I 
think she fell in love with me. 
 

When I got a new job and apartment in the 
Greater Metro area we began dating. It was as 
typical a relationship as you would expect. The sex 
died down but it was because we were so busy 
doing other things like dinners, concerts, and trying 
to get her a new apartment. I enrolled her in some 
community college courses and helped her get her 
car fixed and properly registered. She was not very 
good with money and we worked really hard 
together to get through some tough times. 
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I ultimately broke up with Brandy in late 
2010 when I caught her continuing to meet with 
other men. It was disappointing to be sure because 
I know the love was still there but I couldn't be 
upset with her choices. We kept in touch. I only 
wished to be what she needed me to be. 
 

I also gained from the freedom. Based on 
these experiences and the hard lessons learned 
with Dr. Candy I was able to branch out and begin 
dating on my own. After a few months of dates I 
had found a civilian girlfriend and we were going 
steady. During this time I refrained from seeing Dr. 
Candy or any other providers until one particularly 
strange evening. 
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Patty 
Greater Metro, 2011 
 
 
 
 

One evening, after a heated discussion with 
my girlfriend at the time, she kicked me out of my 
apartment. I tried to take a walk around to clear my 
head. I did not want to return until I knew my 
girlfriend had fallen asleep but even after a few 
hours walking my frustration did not subside. I did 
not want to see an escort but I began to look over 
my old notes in my phone. I came across a curious 
contact which I usually overlooked: Mrs. Patty. 
 

Mrs. Patty was very unique to say the least. 
I did not even consider her early on based on her 
strange ads. She had a “first one is on the house” 
offer which I guess is a business strategy in the 
drug world but I could not believe at the time it 
would be a good business practice for a sex 
worker. I disregarded her as an option during my 
original research because her profile seemed either 
fake or some kind of police bust operation. 
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But since I was broke and downtown 
anyway, I figured I had nothing to lose in trying to 
email her. She replied right away and confirmed her 
offer of free fellatio, with a few caveats. Out of 
curiosity, frustration, and boredom, I obliged her 
requests. 
 

She must have been a full time professional 
who does sex work on the side because she 
insisted on full anonymity. I entered her residence 
which had the lights turned down low. She would 
suck my dick through a curtain hanging in a hallway 
which had a hole cut out just beneath belt level. 
She insisted she not be seen and we not speak at 
all. As a man of my word I played by all her rules 
and she did a tremendous job clearing my head of 
all my troubles. 
 

I can only remember her by her long black 
hair, red lipstick, and purple silk nightgown. She 
also had a rather large nose which she may have 
been self conscious of which would have 
contributed to the anonymous precautions.  
 

Her husband must have known and 
approved of her part time job. She later upgraded 
to a door with a large hole cut in it which would 
have been impossible not to notice. 
 

Although I never saw him, he must have 
been home most of the times I was there because 
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his shoes were often sitting just inside the front 
door. I had plenty of questions I wanted to ask him. 
He must have been a male feminist as well. 
 

After the first meeting she never told me her 
actual fee, but I usually left something behind. 
Whatever I happened to have that week. It didn't 
seem like they needed the money though. Their 
residence was filled with expensive furniture and 
was always very clean and well decorated. She 
seemed more than satisfied every time. Once again 
I got nothing but compliments and glowing praise in 
our emails. 
 

Leg-shaking oral sex aside, Mrs. Patty was 
also very kind. She got me through my first real 
breakup and getting fired the first time. She insisted 
I stop leaving cash behind and that she actually 
enjoyed our brief and silent trysts together. 
 

After a month and a half of unemployment, I 
got a new job. I began to replenish my savings 
account. It was just as I got back on my feet that 
Brandy began calling me again. She constantly 
needed help. Groceries to get to the end of the 
month. Utilities in danger of being shut off.  
 

But I'm a sucker for her pretty smile and I 
knew deep down she loved me. If I told her I was 
home and had some cash, she would come over 
and practically tear my clothes off. I made it clear to 
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her every time, however, that we were not dating. I 
wouldn't have taken her to dinner or spent the night 
at her place even if she asked me. 
 

Though she did ask me to go to a party at 
her friend’s house. Looking back now, I am still glad 
I went. 
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Penny 
Greater Metro, 1/1/2012 
 
 
 
 

Brandy invited me to a New Years Day 
party at her friend Penny’s apartment. I cooked 
brunch and brought it over. It was just her and 
Penny at the time, the other party-goers weren't set 
to arrive until later that night. 
 

Brandy, as they say, was a fine girl. Penny 
was a piece of work too, though. Young, pretty, and 
smarter than she gave on. She knew how cute she 
was when she played dumb. She used to be a 
cheerleader. Not the ‘rah-rah’ type but one of the 
short limber acrobatic ones. She showed me she 
still had rock hard abs. 
 

Brandy and Penny had smoked a small 
amount of Marijuana. The smoke gave me a 
headache and I wanted to go home but Brandy was 
being uncharacteristically affectionate toward me 
so I stayed. Her hands were all over me. She was 
bragging about me to Penny. Telling her how sweet 
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of a boyfriend I was. Telling her how great of a 
lover I was. 
 

Brandy admitted she was broke, again. I 
suggested I could take them both to the movies and 
see a matinée. They wanted me to go buy them 
some heroin for the party.  
 

Penny’s ex-boyfriend Jay had some but we 
would have to pay for it. 
 

“Hell-to-the-no!” I told them. I was not going 
to judge them just because they suffered from an 
addiction. I supported her in so many other ways 
but there was a line I did not want to cross. I 
couldn't risk my job, my apartment, and my future 
for the sake of a party. She begged and pleaded all 
day. She said if I did this for them she would thank 
me by fucking me like a wild animal but I still said 
no. 
 

She said that really hurt her feelings. I 
believe she really was hurt emotionally and thought 
that I was judging her and her past. She was very 
sensitive about that. She told me she didn't think I 
loved her and that I wasn't able to take care of her 
any more.  
 

Then she offered to let Penny fuck me. I still 
resisted. But I saw the way Penny had been looking 
at me all day. It was like she was hungry for me. 
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She just smiled and stared at me. Her dark piercing 
eyes were persistent and ultimately she had her 
way with me right there in front of Brandy. 
 

When we got to Jay’s apartment I paid what 
I know now to have been way way too much for 
some heroin. I wanted to go back and get ready for 
the party but the girls shot up right away in the 
living room. 
 

Jay seemed nice enough. He let us hang 
out and watch TV for a while. Brandy started to get 
sick but she insisted I not call an ambulance for 
her. So Penny went back to the party and I took 
Brandy to my place. 
 

I took care of her that night. I made sure she 
didn't stop breathing. I kept her hair out of her face 
and cleaned up her vomit. Once I was sure she 
would be okay we went to bed. 
 

Brandy’s phone kept ringing all night but I 
didn't answer it. Around 4am Penny came knocking 
on my door looking for Brandy. Her pretty face was 
swollen and bloody. Her body was black and blue. I 
brought her inside. 
 

She said she was having sex with two guys 
and afterward they beat her up pretty bad. I told her 
I would call the police for her but she refused. She 
said there would be a record of text messages 
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between them. She said she would do all these wild 
things and they said they would pay her. I told her it 
doesn't matter what kind of freaky stuff she texted, 
it could never be an invitation to be assaulted. 
 

When I pressed her again about what 
happened she insisted she was not raped and the 
assault happened after the sex. But the way the 
story changed over time, I don't know if I will ever 
know what really happened. 
 

I put both girls to sleep in my bed and I went 
to lay down on the couch. These girls would not last 
much longer out on their own. 
 

Some areas in Europe have semi-legal 
prostitution. It's illegal to buy sex, but it's not illegal 
to sell. If caught, the girls can't get arrested, only 
the men. But even if that were the case here I still 
couldn't trust the legal system to take care of these 
girls, or even the healthcare system for that matter. 
 

I committed myself to taking care of these 
girls. Since I was born as a straight cisgender male, 
I had the privilege of not having to overcome the 
same obstacles Brandy and Penny faced. I could 
not live with this blessing and I was determined to 
make things right. I had to use my white/male 
privilege to level the field and I would be their 
benefactor. 
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The next morning I told them how I felt and I 
offered them my vow. I promised they would always 
have food, shelter, and healthcare. They 
consented. 
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Pammy 
Texas, 2012 
 
 
 
 

I still had my day job but I picked up 
additional contract hours each week to make some 
extra money. I moved out of my place and put a 
down payment on a very cheap two family 
apartment. I moved the girls into the downstairs 
apartment and I stayed upstairs. 
 

I was going to do everything I could to help 
them but I was not going to control their lives. I was 
not going to stop them from doing drugs or sex 
work, that was their choice.  
 

But I could manage the other parts of their 
life. I held their cash and food stamps and made 
sure the utilities stayed on and the kitchen was full. 
 

They could fuck with some creepy stranger 
on the street for extra cash or they could come to 
me and I could treat them a lot nicer. All the heroin 
and cocaine base was getting expensive though. 
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I met lots of Penny and Brandy’s girlfriends. 
There was always girls visiting or staying over for a 
week or so. We were all keeping very busy. 
 

But despite the dozen or so of women I was 
supporting financially, I was deeply lonely. None of 
the girls were willing to come with me to my 
brother’s funeral. 
 

It was a long quiet drive through Texas. I 
had time to think about a lot of things. The only 
happy thoughts I had came when I laid eyes on 
Pammy at the funeral home. 
 

Pam and I are cousins and nearly the same 
age. We spent a lot of time together growing up. 
Going to the same school. Hanging out at every 
holiday and family party. Lots of summers at the 
beach. We were very close until we split up and 
went to different private high schools. Her’s was an 
athletic scholarship, mine an academic one. 
 

We sat together during most of the wake 
just catching up. Pam was a loving and caring 
friend. We picked up conversations we had years 
ago as if it was just yesterday. 
 

She confessed to me a deep depression. 
My brother’s death at such a young age had her 
thinking about her own mortality. During her senior 
year of high school she was in the backseat of a 
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car involved in a bad accident. Her friends all 
walked away but she was horribly disfigured and 
disabled. She is in a wheelchair permanently now. 
 

She had trouble making new friends and 
being social as an adult. I couldn't understand why. 
Anyone would kill to have a loyal friend like her. 
She would do anything for the people she cared 
about. I think it's because her accident gave her 
low self esteem but I didn't ask so I can't be certain. 
 

The only guys she talks to lately are online. 
Some of which offered to pay her to just to chat 
with her or send videos back and forth. I thought 
online dating and long distance relationships would 
be perfect for someone in her situation and 
encouraged her to pursue that. 
 

After the wake we went out to dinner and 
retold all the old stories about the good times we’ve 
shared with my brother. But after such a long day, 
she was exhausted. She stayed with me at my 
hotel that night and we shared a few more drinks. 
 

She was desperate to move out of her 
childhood bedroom in her parent’s house. She was 
on the verge of financial independence. She just 
needed a safe place to live close to someone she 
could trust if she ever needed help. I told her if I 
heard of a place like that I would let her know. 
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The funeral service was beautiful and an apt 
tribute to a good guy. I haven't seen Pammy since 
but we email sometimes. 
 

My brother’s death had put lots of things in 
perspective for me. Life is fleeting.  I could no 
longer waste any of my time and talents. I had to 
stop being nice for the sake of being nice, it was 
too wasteful. I had to be tough now, especially with 
the girls. 
 

I wasn't their father, but I had to do what 
was best even if they disagreed. Disputes would be 
settled swiftly, with a firm hand, and they wouldn't 
happen again.  
 

This living and working arrangement with all 
my girls worked for more than a year. I had a lot of 
fun and we made a lot of money. But only if I was 
there to keep an eye on everyone. I never should 
have left them alone. 
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Tammy 
Pacific Northwest, 2013 
 
 
 
 

I took a very lucrative business trip around 
the big cities to the Pacific Northwest and a bit into 
Canada. It was great money and I saw a new part 
of town almost every day for two weeks. I splurged 
on myself a lot. I met Tammy at a gentlemen's club 
that had a $9 chicken fried steak sandwich that was 
out of this world. 
 

She singled me out of the crowd and told 
me she wanted to show me a few dances. I bought 
us some champagne from the bartender in the 
Champagne Room. She was a solid dancer. I’d 
give her three-and-a-half out of five stars. I told her 
what I liked and disliked about each dance. 
 

She seemed kind of drunk though. She kept 
asking me for tips all night. Over and over, she kept 
asking me when I was going to give her a tip but 
kept forgetting all of my constructive criticism. 
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I think she just wanted me to tell her exactly 
what she wanted to hear. Although that is effective 
flattery, I prefer the honest approach. She later 
explained she was only dancing to make some 
money, that was more my language. I gave her my 
extra hotel key and told her she could earn as 
much as she wanted. She earned a lot of money off 
of me and kept me in high spirits that whole last 
week. 
 

As hot as that trip turned out to be, I got a 
cold splash of reality when I got back home. 
 

In the last week, Penny overdosed in some 
guys car and never woke up. I was pretty 
disappointed. The cops came around of course and 
tried to ask a lot of questions but there was no real 
case to investigate. Just another dead girl with a 
needle in her arm. I never answered the door so 
they lost interest pretty quick and got back to more 
pressing issues. 
 

Naloxone, first came into use in the late 
‘90s. It almost completely blocks the effects of 
opioids overdoses. However, it does not help filter 
drugs out of the body. So even if someone who is 
overdosing receives Naloxone and wakes back up, 
they have the same amount of heroin in their body. 
If they try to get high again and the Naloxone wears 
off, now they have even more in their system than 
they did the first time. If someone who gets revived 
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with Naloxone does not then go to the hospital, 
they run a very high risk of a fatal overdose. 
 

Based on my research and first hand 
experience, I find no therapeutic use for heroin. 
There is no reasonable method or amount of heroin 
for any medical or safe recreational use. Period. 
 

I can find no reason for non-clinical, 
non-pharmaceutical opioids to be legal or available 
for sale anywhere. 
 

Then Brandy went missing too. I assumed 
she was dead somewhere. I later found out she 
had gotten pregnant and had a baby with some 
guy, probably her ex-boyfriend Ray but I never 
asked. She was off with whoever it was somewhere 
trying to make a go of it the honest way. Which is 
honorable. 
 

I kicked the rest of Penny’s roommates out 
of the house and got two honest Section-8 families 
in there as soon as I could. That brought in a trickle 
of income plus I liquidated the rest of our supply 
and outsourced the legwork to Jay. 
 

I was flush with cash and wanted to lay low 
for a while so I set up a vacation. Amsterdam would 
be too cliché so I booked a trip to Germany. 
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Sami 
Germany, 2014 
 
 
 
 

In Deutschland I discovered I'm very 
sensitive to jet lag. I did a sunset bicycle tour of my 
little town once I got settled but all of the tourist 
attractions were closed. I returned to the hotel to try 
to relax. 
 

In the hotel sauna I met a guy named Guy. 
He seemed friendly. We had few minutes of 
miscommunication when he asked if I liked guys 
and I told him he was the first ‘Guy’ I had ever met 
and I had no reason not to like him. But after we 
settled that confusion he offered me some local 
recommendations. He suggested a sauna club 
nearby he thought I might like. 
 

As it turns out, a ‘sauna’ is very different 
from a ‘Sauna Club’. The former being a 
therapeutic heated room and the latter a modern 
brothel. 
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When I arrived I was shocked to find myself 
in what could be described as an all-nude night 
club. Madame Sami took my entry fee at the door 
and explained the situation. The club is not lot 
legally a brothel since both men and women pay to 
get in. Whatever arrangements happen inside 
afterward are between the two people involved. 
 

I locked my belongings in a locker and 
freshened up. I stepped out of the showers wearing 
nothing but my leather fanny pack stuffed full of 
cash. I took a stroll around and gave myself a tour 
of the facilities. Everybody out on the floor was 
stark naked and ready to party. Hot tubs, lounge, 
stripper poles, dance floor: all fair game. Girls in the 
office, restrooms, or working behind the bar were 
off limits and should be left alone until they return to 
the floor. 
 

Madame Sami never left from behind the 
bar. She was older but she really took care of 
herself. I wanted some time alone to speak with her 
but she didn't really interact with the guests after 
taking their entrance fee. 
 

I did everything I could to get her attention. I 
sat at the bar for a while and tried to chat her up. I 
brought girls over to flirt and bought them drinks. 
Finally, I got up and fucked the girl dancing on 
stage right there in front of everyone, as wild and 
sloppy as I could muster, while I stared into 
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Madame Sami’s eyes. But she didn't break. She 
stared right back at me through the whole thing and 
didn't even crack a smile. 
 

Madame Sami was not interested. She was 
sexy as hell but 100% business. Yes, I wanted to 
have her to myself but even more so I wished I 
could have her job. I would even settle for just a 
percentage of the action. 
 

I spent the rest of that evening relaxing in 
the club. I indulged myself two more times. Once in 
the adult theater room and once more in the sports 
bar area next to Guy who showed up later to get his 
dick sucked while he watched futbol. I retired to my 
hotel for the night and slept like a baby for the first 
time in a long time. 
 

I came back the next day and asked to 
speak with Madame Sami in the office. When I said 
I wanted in on her business she laughed. Needless 
to say, the negotiations were one sided but she 
humored me. I didn't have anything she wanted. My 
stack of cash did not mean much to her. My 
connections were worthless because they were on 
the wrong continent. 
 

Madame Sami was sweet to me. She 
explained the local industry is too tight and 
outsiders, not to mention foreigners, just would not 
be able to enter the market. But, if I really was 
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interested, she knew of a different business 
opportunity that was looking for investors. 
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Cami 
Eastern Europe, 2014 
 
 
 
 

In order to meet with Madame Sami’s 
associates I had to change the itinerary of my 
European tour. This did not detract from my 
experience at all. I made a lifetime's worth of 
memories. 
 

I toured the ancient castles and bridges of 
the Czech Republic. I climbed the beautiful 
mountains in Slovakia. I studied the paintings in the 
monasteries and museums of Romania. I went to 
my first opera in Hungary. This leg of my trip also 
took me to a small village where I met Cami and 
Mr. Grey. 
 

Cami, and her village, had seen better days. 
The village was shrinking, jobs were leaving, and 
the schools were falling apart. Cami lost both of her 
parents a few years back and was suffering from 
some health issues. 
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She was not ‘ugly’ at all. She had a tall slim 
body. But her face had a certain asymmetry to it. It 
was hard to put your finger on exactly why it looked 
different and you didn't want to seem rude for 
staring too long to figure it out. She struggled 
finding work. Luckily, Mr. Grey found her and was 
in a position to help girls just like her. 
 

If she wanted, she could get work at a place 
like Madame Sami’s. Mr. Grey would help girls like 
Cami find new economic opportunities across the 
continent. In this case, Cami needed a sponsor to 
get her started in a new country. Someone to front 
the money for transportation, housing, passport, 
visa, and work fees. If I put some money down for 
her first year, once she got started she could start 
paying us back. 
 

We spent a few days in the regional capital 
while the affairs were taken care of and plans were 
ironed out. I took her out to dinner the first night at 
the fanciest restaurant we could find. She spoke 
English very well. 
 

She told me Mr. Grey would get her work in 
a place like Madame Sami’s. She wanted to take 
nursing classes while she worked off her debts. 
Both her mother and grandmother were nurses. 
Ultimately she wanted to live somewhere like the 
US or the UK. It sounded like a lot of work but Cami 
seemed determined. 
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I warned her of the serious nature of sex 

work. From my experience, sex work is just as 
difficult and exhausting as a ‘normal’ job, probably 
more so. The comparison that often comes to mind 
is my old college roommate, Trey. 
 

Trey moved down to southern Florida and 
bought a pipe/drain cleaning franchise. He is the 
owner and the only employee. His office is his work 
van. Trey mostly loves his job. He works best when 
he is his own boss and gets to make his own hours. 
After a few years of building his business he can 
now support his family. Trey has seen some 
serious shit in his time. He can shrug off things that 
would make a normal person turn inside out 
because he is used to it and genuinely enjoys 
helping people. But even Trey, the professional 
drain cleaner, can find himself in over his head so 
to speak. Finding himself elbows deep in someone 
else's problem wondering if it is all worth it. 
Spraying himself down in the back yard because 
he's too ashamed to see his family just yet. 
 

I tried my best to explain what life would be 
like as a sex worker. She told me she wanted to 
control her future, like Trey. She said she was 
willing to do whatever it took.  
 

I took her back to the room and put that girl 
through the ringer. I did all the things I knew those 
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sick fucks in fanny packs would do to her, over and 
over. I did all the things Dr. Candy did to me when 
she had me all tied up and helpless. Cami took it all 
like a champ. She cried a little and was sore for a 
few days but after it all she still wanted to go 
through with it. 
 

I called my bank and the money wire was 
set in motion. I told Cami I would sponsor her for 18 
months. She was ecstatic. She leapt into my arms 
and kissed me like she loved me. 
 

Mr. Grey left town for a few days to finalize 
the paperwork. This was the most relaxing part of 
my trip. Cami and I spent every waking moment 
together. We never ate in the same restaurant 
twice, except room service every morning for 
breakfast.  
 

We walked arm in arm around the city as 
she explained the cultural history of each bridge, 
building, and statue. We practiced our German 
together by pretending we were German tourists on 
our honeymoon. We would call out random things 
we knew the German words for: Katze! (cat), Fluss! 
(river), Glatzköpfiger! (bald guy). 
 

We were set to leave on the same day. I 
gave her my contact information and promised I 
would call and write. She asked me to visit her. 
Things would be tight when I got back home. Her 
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18 month advance would hit my wallet hard. But I 
promised to try. 
 

I walked her to the train station. We passed 
beneath a church that she told me was 300 years 
old. Older than the United States. A wild idea 
popped into my head. I had a proposition. An offer. 
A proposal. 
 

She could come back to the States with me. 
We could have a courthouse wedding. She could 
get a green card or student visa or whatever she 
wanted. I'd help her get on her feet and start her 
education. Then later, if we really worked out well 
together, we could get married for real in a church 
like she wanted. She cried in my arms and kissed 
me, right there in the street and the whole cab ride 
to the airport. 
 

I bought her a plane ticket. Cami bought us 
toy rings at the airport gift shop. Mine had a real 
compass. 
 

We boarded separately. I couldn't get two 
seats together at the last minute. As I loaded my 
bag in the overhead compartment, three armed 
police boarded the plane and pushed past me. 
 

They walked directly to Cami seated toward 
the rear of the plane. They checked her passport 
and boarding pass again but I couldn't understand 
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what they were saying. They led her off the plane in 
handcuffs. I'll never forget the look on her face as 
they walked her past me. But there was nothing I 
could do to help. Minutes later the plane took off. 
 

I never saw Cami or heard from her after 
that. I called my bank and cancelled the money. 
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Amy 
Suburbia, 2014 
 
 
 
 

When I landed back in the US I turned my 
local phone back on and got good news and bad 
news. 
 

I found out my building had burned down. 
My insurance company had been trying to contact 
me. Luckily my tenants were unharmed. The Fire 
Department Investigator suspected arson. I told him 
I was overseas at the time but if I find anything out I 
would let him know. 
 

This is when I discovered Brandy was still 
alive and had been desperately looking for me. She 
was also worried I was dead somewhere. 
 

The insurance company put me up in a nice 
hotel. I asked for a room high up so I could see the 
ocean because I missed being away from home for 
so long. Brandy told he she and her baby had no 
place to sleep. She said that being a mother 
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changed her and she had been clean since before 
she gave birth. I let her and the baby stay with me. 
 

I used the insurance money to get a house. 
Smaller this time, but in a better school district. I got 
back into contract work but it wasn't full time yet. 
Brandy got a part time job to help out.  
 

We had a good system going for a while. 
Whichever one of us was not working would stay at 
home. After breakfast we would take the stroller 
and walk two blocks east to the park, do a lap 
around, then play in the playground/picnic area. 
When the baby got fussy we would go two more 
streets south and get some coffee. While we 
zig-zagged back northwest the baby would usually 
fall asleep and I could get some chores done 
around the house before lunch. 
 

One day, when Brandy was supposed to be 
at work, I got a call from a man named Clay. He 
said Brandy was at his house and she was too high 
to drive. Apparently, she had been going to her new 
guy Clay’s house before and after work to get high. 
There was never a lengthy period of time in which 
she was actually clean. I put her and the baby in 
the car. She passed out again on the ride home. 
 

Once I had the baby settled in the house in 
the playpen I sat back down in the backseat with 

47 



Brandy and shook her awake to have a 
heart-to-heart. 
 

I demanded she show me how she would 
shoot her heroin. She cried but she walked me 
through how to use the syringe. I loaded up a 
deuce and gave it back to her. 
 

We needed to come to a more lasting 
solution. I told her she could just kill herself. 
Considering all the factors one could argue it was 
the best option for her daughter. If she continued 
down this road of drug use, unemployment, and 
homelessness, she would unnecessarily be placing 
Amy at the beginning of the very same cycle. If 
Brandy managed to not overdose and die, she 
would just engrain in her daughter her self 
destructive behavior. 
 

Odds are that Brandy would overdose 
someday anyways but not before dooming her 
daughter to a life of the same suffering and tragedy. 
 

But if she died of an ‘accidental’ overdose 
before Amy had any real memories of her it would 
be only one tragedy. Amy would grow up and 
eventually learn her mother’s story and use it to fuel 
a life of purpose. She could use her mother’s story 
as inspiration to change the world for the better. 
That specific kind of heartbreak, of never knowing 
what could have been, can be powerful. She could 
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be a doctor, or a lawyer, or a counselor and she 
could teach others about the importance of an 
education and the dangers of drugs. She could 
have whatever life she wanted, as long as her 
mother was not in the way to ruin her one chance in 
life. 
 

I left Brandy with the syringe in the backseat 
and went inside to feed the baby lunch. When I 
went back to check on Brandy she was dead. 
 

I called 911 and told the cops I found her 
lifeless in the car. I explained she must have been 
hiding her drug use from me for several years.  
 

Growing my contracts into a full time home 
business while raising a small child by myself was a 
busy job. I had only very rare occasions with sex 
workers and mostly dated civilians at this time. 
None of which got very serious until a new woman 
came into my life and fucked me like no one ever 
had. 
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Jamie 
Greater Metro, 2017 
 
 
 
 

Jamie was Brandy's mother and Amy’s 
biological grandmother. I never knew who Brandy’s 
parents were as she had cut ties with them years 
ago. I don't think I could have found them even if I 
wanted to. But she found us. 
 

I had been Amy’s sole guardian for basically 
half her life by the time so I was not in a hurry to 
spend the money for the full adoption process. I still 
regret this. 
 

The night Brandy died the cops left Amy in 
my care as I was her de facto father at the time. 
The Dept. of Children and Families was fine with 
the arrangement and spent their resources and 
attention on more important matters. 
 

The court system would not be so kind. 
Jamie got the jump on me and had her lawyer 
working the case for weeks before I was even 
notified of the first hearing. They had a huge head 
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start and I never caught up. I believe the Judge was 
too partial, placing too much value on biological 
relatives as caregivers. I was polite and reasonable 
but I could see I was way behind. I had to put all my 
chips on the table. Full custody or nothing at all. 
 

And I lost. 
 

I lost Amy forever. That shit had me fucked 
up. I questioned everything. 
 

After all of this, what had I accomplished? 
Did I help the people I cared about? Had I kept my 
promises to the people who counted on me? What 
did I do wrong? What the fuck was I supposed to 
do now? 
 

I lost my mind. None of the numbers I had 
for my old business partners worked anymore. I 
drove around the area they hang out at until I found 
someone I recognized. I pulled up to Dre and told 
him I wanted to buy a gun. He refused. 
 

When I insisted, he pulled out a gun and 
pointed it at my head, telling me to leave. I stood 
my ground. 
 

“You think you have what it takes to kill 
someone?” he asked. 
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“You better believe it, bucko!” I replied. Dre 
fell out. Him and his friends literally fell to the 
ground in laughter. That made me feel a little 
better. He sold me a small gun and some bullets. 
 

I didn't go into the house. I parked my car in 
the driveway, the same spot Brandy died. 
 

I put the gun in my mouth. I thought about 
Brandy and about Penny. I thought about Cami for 
a long time, too. I thought about all my old friends 
from college that I drifted away from. I thought 
about all the ways toxic masculinity ruins the world, 
especially for women. I pulled the trigger. 
 

Nothing happened. I don't think I put the 
bullets in right. Dre forgot to include the owner’s 
manual. The manufacturer name and serial number 
were scratched off the gun so I couldn't search 
online to find out how to work the dang thing. 
 

It’s disgusting really, how easy it is to buy a 
gun in this country. 
 

I went inside and put the gun in my safe. I 
made myself a reminder to give Dre a piece of my 
mind later. 
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Jenny 
Suburbia, 2018 
 
 
 
 

I had to turn this all around. I had to do 
some soul searching. What is my purpose? What’s 
a single middle-aged white male feminist to do in 
this world? 
 

I got a new friend, Ms. Jenny to come visit 
me a couple times a month to help me out. She 
was a young professional, just a few years out of 
graduate school and working as a social worker for 
the state. 
 

She got me ready for my home study. 
Facilitated my interviews, reference letters, and 
background checks. She even had good advice 
about improving my credit rating. 
 

In a very short while, I will be approved by 
the state as a foster parent, then later, an adoptive 
father. 
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Teenage adoptions from the foster care 
system are rare, especially those kids with a 
criminal history or behavioral problems. If foster 
kids turn of legal age without being adopted, they 
risk falling through the holes of the safety net with 
nothing to their name but a suitcase of their worldly 
possessions. They transform from troubled children 
to struggling adults out on their own. 
 

Ms. Jenny took me on a tour of the group 
home in my area. Those kids were off the walls. I 
could hardly remember when I had that kind of 
youthful energy. Most were friendly. Some seemed 
to have given up on the hopes of adoption. 
 

Most older teens in the system are 
desperate to be adopted, even if it's just weeks 
before they age out. With a legal family they will 
have a safe place to live, access to healthcare, and 
a better chance at an education.  
 

I look forward to this opportunity to see how 
I can make a difference in my community. There 
are many struggling, impressionable youths out 
there who need help, with young women as the 
most vulnerable obviously. I am excited to be the 
one to change their lives, and my community, for 
the better. 
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