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“Lusty Day is a Toronto-based quesr anti-racist

mamber of the performance collectives Whones on Top (CGanada) and Debbie Doesn't Do It for Free (Australia).
smmmm.muﬁ,nmmmmnmhmw.mmmmm
anti-racism for white people, race/sex in intmate relationships, healthy consent. and an working in the S&x

industry. You can find her writings at wwn |ustyday com and in har zines Whorelicious and Fang It

Elizabeih M. Siephens and Annis M. Sprinkle, are an atist couphs committed b daing projects that explore, genarate
celebrate love W uiikzs visual art, irstallation, theater ploces, intenventions, ie-ait, phibitions, lechures, prinbed matser ard
w.mmrﬂmemwmhmﬂ At weddngs in colaboration with vancus national
and intemational communities, then display The aphamer in an galenos. mrmmmmwmnr
mm;mmmﬂ Linda M. Monlang's 14 Yaars of Living Ad. Theer Lowe Art Laboratory grew cart of our
respanas ko the vicknca of war, the Bnil-gay mariags movermnent, and ou prevading culiuee of greed. Dis progects ars
:ywm!ugmum|mmuhmhnmﬂummuammm. sustainable, and peacalul place. This site is the Lovwa An
Lab's virtual homse whise we share our progress, documentation and findings. Ve are ecosexal sexecolagisls who
weraasd B0 lowe, hanor, and chernsh the Earth, Sky and Sea i death brings us closer together forever.
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i i i i three years and now
Audacia Ray is a former $ex worker who was an edilor al ."._praad magazine far :
runs the sex worker storytelling series the Red Umbrella Diaries, which includes a manthly live event
in New York and a weekly podcast available far free on iTunes, She has blogged at Waking\ixen.com
sinoe 2004 and you can get the full scoop on her at AudaciaRay.com or by finding her on Facebook o

Twitter as audaciaray.

pics) i$ @ curvacecus courtesan splitting her time batween
ing clients (both able-bodied and rot) realize their sexual
, ghe's an Eratic Award winner, a founding membar of
, and a queer famme Daddy o her boy.
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Ceooszle Lot 18+ cinema in Toronto, and you will find me. 1 am the only slut who wrote about it. Who wanted to
tell.

Giuys phone me 1o ask if that story is troe. Depending on the fone of their question, | answer yes. Or no, it's just a
fantasy, depending on their capacity for pleasure, or for revulsion. Even as a hooker you can be too slutty. They
want you to ride that good girl line, barcback. Shutty, but not cheap. You never quite know where it is. Usually you
can gess it by the howrly rate they are willing 1o pay.

The first time | went 1o Loft 18+ porn cinema [ felt afraid that | will be kicked cut or ravaged against my will. 1
thought this would be forced upon me by the men sitting in the back rows of the cinema. | would never have gone
myself. | had this idea that they were dirty larkers with no capacity for communication, to other sexual outlets, that
they were just groping and grunting animals in the dark. But fear and excitement often feel the same in my veins.
50 | agreed to go with a clicat, J, when he asks. He asks me if I'd ever gone there before. | said ne.
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I'd never met him before, so when I'm strutting down Yonge Street, a block away, | call him. He knows what [ look
like. He spots me and navigates me wwards him. [ lawe the fecling of him walchmg me as I.tppl'm.h e B :“:.t
knowing which guy be is, standing outside the cinema. [ feel valnerable, exposed, sexual. Finally we arc upon cach
other, eves glittering and wondering, W arn, ener ithe cinema, <
building.

¥

limbing the stairs keading 1o the back of the

The kallway is deserted but for g quiel manager wiho nods a1 J and stares at me. | u-::-n-:h:_r o Ay 1-_1-'|:-:|11an CIOITE
in Biere, 1 am plad 1o be with J, He's my godsd irl cover: I'm just doing this to bumour him, to make him happy, 19

get paid ot J

1

He wants to play with me in the dark seats, invite men over 1o watch, His faniasy is that | get everyone off. | agree,
imagine mysell encircled by stiff pricks. Chikdhood famtasy come alive.

As hookers we all talk about setting our boundaries before we meet the client: no anal, always have a Navoured
condom handy for blow jobs, get him 1o shower, to wash his hands, etc. 1 want to say that | always do those things.
But while | am deeply knowledgeable about the various risks of cleanliness and 5o | oiten set wp safety protocols,
the truth is; sometimes | don't want to be well.




Sommetimes | want 10 be dtied, debased, fo be used af the hands of strangers. It's complicated 1o ask this of my
lovers, my community, and my friends, all people who can bodd it against me laber, Sometimes it is 50 much easier
io allow it e “happen® a1 the hands of cliemts. [ just want cithers o do with me as they please, 1o push my sl
boundaries for me, 'm nat in charge, But also bere, surrounded by stranger men, | push again and again against the
heterosexist notion that malle sexuality s dangerous, unkempt, and uncontrollable, especially around boose women.
I'm in charge here,

My friends joke that I'm nod heterosexual, pansexual, or homosexual, or anything easily recognizable. Bui that I'm
wharesexual.

Fand [ sit in an empty row. Squeezing my legs together | hook my thumb under my ass and fug at the cormer of my
pandies, slide them down my smooth begs, struggle to antangle them from the peinty hecls of my boots. The
darkness makes it difficult for anyone b 4ee, 50 | lift my panties high in the air, The light from the screen
illumimates ihem and everyone gets the message. | uck the parties into my purse and feel my pussy drip right omo
the sead. I'm sitting directly on the scratchy fabric, wondering how many dried streaks of cum shine when they tum
up the house lights fior cleaning. Then | wonder il they ever do that much cleaning.

"Put vour feet up on the seats §29 J says. His voice is sudden and lowd in the quist of the moans from the screen,
and everyone is shifting in their seats. | ook the heels of my bools aver the seat back, My skirt nides up, wtally
cxposing my passy. J motkons to the men around us to come closer. Some do, some dom'.

Two mven in the row in frond of me half-durm in their seats and one plays the beam of a tiny penlight over my wel
paissy. The other reaches down and stars finger fucking me. | wonder i he has ssashed his hamds. [t huarts a bit, the
wity he has his fingers angled indo me. But | # when | am already sore, | love the way it hurts. | like the feeling of
self-destruction. [ like having my own power over my self-destruction,




Two more men are soon sianding (n the row behind, and | Feel their dicks hanging hard in their opened pamis. They
staml, wait for me. So | grab them. | push my 1#ts just up ol of my bra and pump my hands wp and down their
shafls. | imagine their exciiemeni ai the unlikely event of finding some free action in the cinema.

Or maybe not. They could be watching this porn movie i privacy on the Intermet. But they choose to come here,
They seek ol the chance o have public sexuality, to see another man blow his baad, or 1o get down 1o suck on bent
kmecs on a sticky foor. I'm not the only one with limited nceess w anonyemous sex. | am just & female interloper
b, in & culbure of public sex between men who may or may not be straight.

I war to b part of this fratemity of men, soms of them in suits recking of cologne, some of them homeless men in
ripped ski parkas, stinking fior a bath. | want access to the wordless, momentary comfon of orgasm between
SETARETS.

I it there picturing mysell a5 a suited man with a wife and kids at home, and for @ moment my sex [s my privatc
secred. As & sex educator and o political sex warker, | am slways encouraging communication, healthy sexuality,
polyamary, elc etc. At this momend, thai bores me 1o Lears.

Here, I'm a dinty girl in the guiter, Mo ose has any expectations of me. They think nothing of me, 5o | am released.
My breath feels deep and controlled, where the mutuality of not speaking reigns, where if i don't say something,
you don't say anything, where words are no longer our responsibility. Where we can just be animals, grunging.
moaning, closing cur eyes, not caring who is near us, just thal we are in the dark, doing it. Here | am jusi n whore,
arsd (Fat's all - there is polhing special aboat it. Here | am mol mone responsible for the banden of safer sex, I'm no
resisting some stereotype, marshalling some represemintion, worrying. | am just chean and pure sensation,

I jerk the guys behind me till one sprays, One of the ones in front stamds up, rolls o a condom, and | take him in
my mouth. | suck him wntil his cock hardens even more, and ke spasms in my mouth, filling the condom. iker
guys start shoating off, | see their shiny streams mising down on the floor i e screen’s light. | press down on my
clig, bean back and fack i until it explodes, It's over fast.

Behis clang and zippers pull in the dark. Everyons clears iheir throsts, ihe air foels relaved, comented. 1 am offered
handfisls of tissees from every direction, everyone gentkemandy and kind. | straighten up my Blouse and pull my
skirt down, leavimg ny pantics off for now. Mo one has taken ndvamtnge, We all got what we wansed. One guy asks
my name, shakes my hand, sxys thanks. J pays me $400 For the hoar, says we will do this agakn. | sy sure.

I walk out alone, and the quict manager gestares towards a hidden offics through a side door, My old fear returns. |
don't want (o get rapped in a comer. Will [ be in trouble? He msotions to my msouth, snd his dick. My confidence
retams. | tell him | have plans. He nods ok. A simple request, a simple snswer, | walk out, south down Yosge
Sireel, past the bright scuzry overpriced sex shaps. Through the neon night and warm swell of susmer crowds a1
Dndas Square. Back o the west side of vown, where all the properly creative and properly sexy people live,
'Mmmmﬁnm-mhmddlum,mdrmuu: are ¢lasy, dunmtr:.p:; Wheere we alvays use enough
lube, to slide purselves inbo the righ pes without harm. Where we hide o




| fimal the fewale bodyy exquisite ba all is forms,
and | despise the misogynistic wiy it's made A
serwmodity by A misogymistic soclety. | love the &
self-exploitation of rayself through my ciin and |
sexuality; subverting the fucked-up patriarchal
expectations projected onkn Wonw, our bodiss
and bekaviowrs. | Love nadityy. | Love vopjeurism.
i adore exhibitipniswne. | worship s£. | wank to
be shot the way 1 play: fomeingss, furringss,
brucises mwdl all. Thus - | shot mpgsel! g6
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25 WAYS TO MAKE LOVE
TO THE EARTH

1. Tell the Carih, =1 love you. | can't L witloot you.”

2 You may ferl smbarraiicd to be lovers with the Carih—
Lat it go.

5. Spend tims with her.

i Al B w it ghie Les, wasti, and needi—
A Ty 00 gl 0T T B

5- Mamsge the Carth with your Teet.
& Admire her vices often.
7. Clreulate evotic emergy with her.

B, Bmell her.
%, Tarte her.
o Tomch all har all over.
1. Hug and #roke her fren.
18 Talk dirty bo ber plants.
By, Bwim Rabkid L6 hEF waTers.
14 Lay on top of ker, or It her gt on fap.
15- Do a mudr dance for har,
ib. Elng 1o ker.
7y, Kiss and Liek her.
18, Bury parts of your body devp inside her soll,
tq. Plamt your seeds in har.
B, Lév s midondltlonally #vin when ihe's angry oF cringl.
a1, Keep her clean. Flease rooele.
23. Wark tor prace. Bambs hart,

3. I you sew her bring abnsed, raped, or explodted,
protect har ai badt yom can.

2. Protect her meantalni, waters and dbdes.

2%, Yorw T bove, hoRar and cserlsh The Earnk—
wath diarh brlags you cleser 1ogelber Torever.

Elipabsik M. Srephisni & Anale M. Spriakle
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“You're a dirty girl.” he said,

7 1 P
rieen years old and 1'm standing outside of the old church way up on the hill, a dirty s-:r!’l peak
three miles up the dirt road from our farm where I am waiting I'r.r:-a ride. Sumn:dl by what A
coming out of his mouth, 1 remember suddenly Jesus" words, “1t"s not what goes Into a man s
mouth that makes him dirty, but what comes out.

il comes out, t'
“You're a dirty girl.” -

Who was he trying to hurt? Me or the dirt? Or both? O himself- my best friend’s father. e
drives by and stops abrupily, his four wheels throwing dirt up into the a]rc.uld::- dusty country air
as he reverses angrily until his car is right in front of the stairs where I'm sitting, sandals at my
side, my dirty, bare feet deep in the grass, where, only moments ago, | was du:.-'-dm!m_ng t_.-ul‘rh:
lover who was coming 1o pick me up and what we would be doing that night, my hair in his
hands, his moans coming out, his dick going in to my welcoming mouth: ir k¥ mof what goes info
o mecrs % ol e meakes him dirne

Who was he trying to hurt? Me? Or the dint? Or both? Or himself? Working man with dirt
under his nails like black crescent moons gripping the steering wheel of his dirty car as he leans

out of the dirty window and says it with a grin on his face and hate in his eves, and something
else. Something else. What is it?

Or me? Darty girl known for her dirty ways: a sexual curiosity that woke up fiercely an
magnificently, so carly, maybe too carly- but who's counting, who can say? Thineen. A white

girl in a poor, mixed town who had black d= and naturally, black lovers and that’s what
made this man angry.




=You know what people are saying abo
That"s what theyre calling you.” -

ut vou, girl? They're saying you're a bro-ho, SERes

P et
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- 1 don't speak. [ straighten my back and raise my chin and deaden my _-.l:ih-tv.‘a. .
although 1 am terified (what ix i) | am ot going to show him, [ am not going to give hi

» anything, whatever it i% he wants, What is ir?

Wy

foo*  “You're a dirty gir and |
:]1L':I.I'l!." -

like Buddha touching the earth, calling it forth as
lusicns upon his head. The fear trembles in my

[ dig m_;-'- fimel dovem deeper inao the dirt,
witmess a8 the demons of Maya mined down de

W TN

v, not because | care what people are saying much less care : ]
that T know molests his daughters, this man | never had to see when I slept over at his howse with
his daughters and wife and we were all so happy and free until he came home and then, a dark,
awful feeling would descend upon the house because the man l‘ulq‘-;_‘:}n'r: bomie

what this man thinks, this man

f iy

What was he going 1o do? Lkeep my EyEs on him, d':f"d cold, uhﬂ:ln? mi.rrd u_wlni'hn
bhody circling, thinking of the hest way o run. knowing the dirt ""d""’“f d furm hrpuses

land so intimately, | know there's no where 10 g0 withoul running.

a response and 1 am not giving him anything.

[e looks ancomforiable. He wanls

That's what people be savin® boutcha girl. You better

He says it again, “You're a dirty girl.
siraighten up.”

than a patemnal reprimand. His face

1‘?/ .‘ . -
Ay

1 don't speak. He mumbles something and drives away. | begin to shake and cry. 1 want

10 run all the way back home to tell my father what this man had saidl, wanting him to take his

gun and go to his house and tell him to Say awy from me, but telling my father would mean
that my Father would know, or at least begin to wonder about what a dirty girl | was, so [ kept il &
. - i

inside me and didn’ 121l anvone. For ycars N ]

He mixds, pretending that this sexual assault is nothing more
softens. Do you want people sayin' that™

Bl W ho was he tryang (o huri? Me or the dint? Or both? S

1



You're a dirty girl, aren't you?

Fifleen years later, the John's on the table and the massage has come to its climax- I'm strackdling
his thighs with my right leg bent up and open so that he can see my nakedness entirely as |
quicken my strokes to the quickening of his breath, There's a portrait of the Black Madonna
over the mantle. There's his business suit folded neatly on the bed with his gold watch and cell
phone placed carefully on top. There's the money on the pillow. My mind is wandering free in
the monotony, conjuring images up from the deep recesses of my memory. The mind is a funny
friend, the way she won't shut up sometimes and sneaks up on you with connections you didn’t
realize mattered, existed. 1 see Tlazolteotl, the ancient Aziec goddess giving birth with a
horrifying grimace on her stone face, patron saint of purification and filth and adulterers, who
visits people at their deaths and eats up all their filth and sin so they can go to their next lives
clean. s this what we do, sex-workers, who not only excite and release, but also take on so
many breathless confessions and stories and pleas- intimate words spoken in that fuzzy, open
feeling when a person is close to coming. They are so vulnerable then and they give us all their
dirt so that we, like Tlazolteotl, the revered Filth Eater girl, can eat it up and set them fr . W
serve a purpose. We are dirty. ¥

E— ' dhit M - i comes back into the
ed it taken pride in it, made a living mt.::m o iy dafasd.

I've long ago accept ves roll back. He moans.

roam as his knees shake I.!i'l.d hiz &
conguered, wanting, needing.

“You're a dirty girl, aren’t you?" He whispers.

I myselficon
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Whe was he irving to dirty? Me or himself?

Older, wiser now | can hear the question, the pleading in his voice as if he is saving, please,
Please say yes. Please be dirty, please, show me the way back home to the dirs from which we all
came. Sel miy suil on five, stop time in the gold, worthless waich, take the flames and melf me,
make me mew, se¢ me naked and say, Dont be ashamed. Take me back to the dirt, the soil, the
sex that was mever sin, fake me there again.

Because some shall call themselves clean and the clean will need the dirty, more than they will
ever realize or admit. They will need the dirty to work their farms, clean their toilets, fix their
cars, care for their children and cradle their cocks until they come hotly into hands that are not
afraid to carry all that life, hands that keep the dint alive and well, a sacred element, so that the
seeds of ourselves can find a safe place to sprowt, grow, and become a satisfied being of earth
that stands up slowly, thanks me profusely as | wrap myself in a towel and leave the room.

“You're a dinty girl.” my lover says with an omery smile, imitating the man in the story 1
told her when she asked me about my day. “Look at you, my dirty gird.”

I"'m lying naked against the bank of the river. She’s taking handfuls of mud and smearing it
down my body, throat to thighs. My skin ripples awake in goosebumps and recognition of the
soothing cold of the wet dirt. She opens my legs and lays herself on top of me so that the mud
painis both of our bodies an ancient ochre color as we kiss. Yes, we are dirty. And | goess that's
what got us here safely. We're so diny we can hide from all the soul-killing insanity, that crazy
clean control of civilization. We may live with constant stigmatization from our families,
friends, the law, sirangers, anyone who needs 1o feel clean against the good and dirty, but we are
deep in the dirt and this is the only safety one can count on, the source.

Good, clean girls keep asking us to teach them tricks of the trade. They want to “be in the
business,” they say. Then they shrug and look sway and say, well, they don't want to do thar,
they could never do thar. We laugh. We love each other and all the other dirty girls in the world
because it's not what comes out that matters, all the hurtful words in the world couldn't ke
from us this knowing that we are doing something extraordinary. We tell the scared, clean ones
no, they can’t have our secrets, We tell them they have to first prove their worth in din.




In gardening, beauty is a by product.

The main business is sex and death.

-Sam Llewelyn



all around New York City. Neither history nor public health education are particularly
lucrative as professions, but both of these are things gave me a thirst for knowledge
and the capacity to be analytical — about stories, about people, about sexual health.
Which is to say, | knew a lot about diseases and what kinds of people acquire the
kinds of diseases you can get when you rub twe (or more) private parts together

-~ without a latex barricade between (or among, if we're talking more than two) them.

Iknawmln know its wreng when Imﬂﬁmﬂ'ﬂium'—b&cwseume
days, when we're talking about sex (and honestly, when aren't we?) we should be
using the word “infections,” on account of the stigma, and the reality of what most STls
are, which is super super common colds that you get on your genitals.

Before becoming a sex worker, | knew that sex workers are the kinds of people who
get sexually transmitted infections — everyone says s0. But | learned from super smart
sex educators and public health workers that it doesn't have to be that way, and that
actually the stigma of sex work makes most escorts and other high contact sex

professionals very protection of their greatest assets. And having sex professionally
can alzo tumn you into an expert when it comes to the full run down of safer sex

B But still, even though | was packed with all that knowledge, even though | spent hours
of my days dispelling myths about how you can and cannot get STis, | worried. And
beyond the worry, | felt in my heart that | would eventually get some kind of infection,
and that | would deserve it. | know that STis don't have personalities and they aren’t
vindictive, thay aren't out 1o teach misbehaving girls a lesson like those VD posters
from the 1940s would have us believe. Despite what my head knew, my heart knew
even more that when | got my very own ST, | would deserve it and no one would feal
bad for me. | knew | would have to suffer the disapproving looks from the health care
providers at the free clinic. | just knew that that experience was out there, waiting for




four-letter word itsalf .




me.

In the meantime, | continued to amn myself with knowladge and surround myself with
rightecus, brilliant sex workers who were distrustful of health clinics and taught me
how to take better care of myself, From them, | learned that the art of the dick check
was all well and good, but moest STis are invisible to the naked eye. Beyond learmning
the real deal with harm reduction practices, these were the ladies who taught me what
herbs to take for a variety of ailments, the ones who | assisted in minor home surgeries
that seemed pretty questionable but turned out fine.

But then it happened, as | knew it would all along. Just after a weekend retreat with my
collaborators from Spread magazine, while | was feeling boosted up from the solidarity
of my fellow sex professionals and magazine amateurs — | started to get symptoms.
Only, they waren't the symptoms | expected.

It was the dreaded headcold, passed on from a client to one of my fellow Spread
editors, and then to me via a shared spoon when we were making soup for our
coworkers. So my expected sexually transmitted infection finally arrived, in a form that
didn't leave me ashamed or embarrassed or feeling dirty, though it most cartainly put
me out of commission for a few days. Just like no one wants to touch anything red or
o0zing on thair client or sex warker's genitals, most people are just as reluctant to
jump in bed with someona who has snot streaming down their face,
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Any woman who chooses to

behave like a full

human being shogld be warned that the armies

of the status guo will treat her as some

thing of a dirty joke. That's their natural

apd first weapon. She will need her

gistarhood .

Gloria Stelnem




| shook my head. “Mo thanks ®

'd read that aerosol thingies were kiling the ozone, plus I'd really never seen such a thing
and couldnt imagine holding it inside my shirt and pressing the bufton, that explosive sound,
gven after watching the other girts do it. Next to me Marlaing rolled her ayes and grimaced.

“Are you sure?™ Kim asked. *It feals so good when you're all dirty.”

Kirm was our counsalor, and we were the runaway, throwaway, homebess, and at-isk teens.
That's what they called us, on the forms we had 1o fill out every time we had contact with
tham. They ahtways pul ma down as throwaway. 1 didn't el dirty though, dirty was just
noral fior mee.

"' gure.” lgn{upwwmﬂtradmmr.rﬂtmgatamvﬁnmﬂmmﬂ of the girls. Why did |
come on this trip anyways? %m“mmadmhaamimhmmmping- but that's wihat |
did maost mghts anyways, just without all this fancy Wﬂn‘t Mone of us wene axcited

taking them. I'd thought thene would be something else, besides the campang. Theey were
always taking about providing us with services, and | was always waiting eagerty for 1o
happen. | thought suné as shit sormeday Kim and Raobert were going o adminisier someée
magical genvice, a leclurs of simple parable, maybe a ticket or sectat handshake, that would
ehange my life. But all we did was eatl plzza and go camping and my lifer mever changed.

"Hey." Anda had followed me. She was from the vif oo, a different village than me, a
differant version of the same ife. In hes life her mather had worked her half to death and then
sold her to @ man who was moving to the city. Ehamnwmnmﬂmgh.mﬂn_and
mﬂsmmhmﬂwarmmnwwm. Kim's aunt was going fo take her,
because there weren't anough fostar homes. | was fourteen and an awkowandly oppositional
wehmrs B6 ho one wamed me. "1 dunno what their deal is with that spray ghuff.”



%"ﬁah- Crazy.” We both laughed.

| know they think we're dirty," she said, "but at least we're not afraid of dirt and hard work.”

e

you have any more of those muscle relaxers 7y

“Hey, do

[ t

“| have some pain lotion,” she said. " Salise .
you want to... would yau'___" said. “It helps sometimes if someone rubs it on my back. Do

| =

"0f course.” | said. We we to the van where our bags were staying dry and she handed me
the lotion and pulled her shirt off, all bald and casual. | believed in the magic of my hands
nack then, wholeheartedly and naively, without the purden of a hundred layers of theories and
half realities. She helieved in them too, and they calmed and soothed the rock hard muscles

along her spine.

i
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" Rob cracked as he turned his head away, hiis

ned. "I'm averting my eye,
dirty in there, areé you?" he asked.

m't doing anything
ﬂh.ll

Lntil the door opa
eyes still on us. "You two are

“Mo.” | said, "no, | was just rubbing her ba

v
|J.-_

AR
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"Well come ryone else,” he said, facing away for real.

er. Well, | cut the wood with a lithhe bow Saw,
to finally receive some

l of there and join eve

nd | cut wood togeth

That night after dinner Kim a
how | did it. This was my chance

and she said she didn't know
sarvices, | decided. '




“Kim, | think | might be pregnant. Really | was more worried that | might be HIV+ than about
being pregnant. I'd been having unprotected sex with a client who had full blown AIDS. |
didn't know why. Because he'd cried and said he was untouchable? Because he'd offered
me an axira fifty for bareback? It had become my mission in life to make him feel human,
touchable, not toxic, and it took a few weeks for it to sink in that that's how you get AIDS

But it's better to start with the smaller things, | thought, and maybe work up to the AIDS
problem. | waited sagery for Kim's response,

“God Tara, if you don't want to be pregnant don't have sex "

Don't have sex? How would | make money? What about use condoms or take birth control
or even take a pregnancy test? | should keep the HIV thing to myself, | decided.

The next day when we got back into town Kim dropped me at the free pregnancy test center.
A nun gave me a stick to pee on and told me to come right out of the bathroom with it. I'd
heard that was just so she could take the test from me and not let me see the results until |
accepted Jesus as my personal pimp daddy tho, so | stayed in the bathroom.

There was a shiny metal shelf above the sink where | set the test to wait. | took my watch off
and put it next to the test and washed my hands. Then | washed my hands some more and
kooked at the test, tried really hard fo look anywhere but the flowery embroidered sign next to
the mirror:

Cleanliness

{Epilogue or whatever: Anda lived with
shefiers and temporary homes for a coupie
accomplshed §

important prolessicna




a dirty girl poem to be spoken aloud and dedicated 1o lovers who bathed right after

by story

I

lover, you said, "i'll be right back” and i laid there in my wet skin, heaving and alone heaning water
running.

lawver. o peleed mye, "have you soaped up, F whin i_gl_‘ll: out of the bath before you. i said "kind of™,
i meant to tell you i don't believe in "soaping up” plus it would take (oo long. | am too wide and big and

wou said, "hold your breath™ when we strolled hand-in-hand past that man on the street. 80 i
n to smell the piss-soaked and homelessness. it's how we wilness. it's how we listen and how
we sce. not through frames and screens and magazines. not with books but with breath and our bodies.




Il.

L like mve dirty in a CErtain way. Yol know what 1 mean. you like mee that way belween clean sheets
with a clean towel near by. you like me dirty just for you.

i also like you that way and ... more ways 100,

when vou like me dirty, i see you don't see that my underarms smell like me and not like the packaged
form of a fresh breeze. i see you don't see how the backs of my knees sweat when i pleasure-seize. | sce
you don't see your own self arisen from all these prickles, pinks and perfumes - your body saying yes
and more and please.

for a moment you know what i know, feel what i feel, us a pair of perfection and free.
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it's all mud, shit and death. blood in the water well. decapitated animals and anarchy

i know vou think the prayving mantis only prays and mowves like a green and honzontal ballenna but it's
not true, she devoured the head of her lover, lel's eat each other up withoul napkins.let's ruin thymes by
talling for cach other in the hardest way - down! 10 the muddied stubs of our knees,

i watch you spit shine your shoes. i watch you spot treat your stains. i watch vou clean our cum and
wonder why vou can’t wait to ninse vourselt from walking and eating and fucking.

1 can't grow anything clean.

and baby, there are things to grow.

vou will know i grow by my hands. they are chipped nail polish red clay

= . i F i I 4 E .
you will know 1 grow by my feet. they are stained from bare ground and mouths, gas stations.
SIFan@ers’ homes

il's okay lover, i know your mama never showed you how dirty women work. how hands knead bread,
soil, and skin bringing forth food, life and all sorts of feesee] oo,

it's okay lover, but there are things to grow. i have seeds and babies and radical new dictatorships to

plant in s-shaped furrows through the spic and span of your mind.







I was around five or six years old the first time | contracted an STI. It was a bladder
infection from both consensual and non-consensual experiences,

I remember the burming sensation, | told my mom about the games but she told me
that the infection was due to my dirtiness. | wasn't wiping right. I wasn't washing my
hands enough. 1 wasn't being “clean” enough.

This summer | spent about six months hiking on the Appalachian Trail, one of
America’s longest footpaths through the Appalachian Mountains. | was real dirty,
literally and metaphorically.

Hikers typically don't shower for at least a week at a time or longer depending on what
section your're on not to mention that you're pretty much wearing the same clothes
everyday. Things can get real funky out there. It was here that [ got the idea to do this
#lne,

1 hooked up with a few guys and one very hot chick in a threesome. Alter the first
hook up, blowing a dude in a shelter full of twenty other men | started (o get a litile bit
of a name for mysell, Oops.




Then folks found my site and [ got tagged as the dirty panty seller/masseuse. Double
OOpS.

During one pretty intense hook up session in the woods the boy I'm with chokes me a
little bit with his cock and [ like it. He calls me good little girl, good little dirty girl and
grabs my hair and fucks my face, just a little bit, He shoves me into the ground and
starts fucking me. The sensation of my body getting fucked into the earth feels so0
damn right on so many levels.

Primal. Dirty. Real.

I realize how right it feels and how OK it is to be “dirty”. Whatever in the world that
actually means., This is real. This is life.

Afterall. dirt is the basis for life, literally on our planet. From soil comes plants and the
plants feed the animals.

Dirt is like sex because sex creates life. If you make the dirt bad and the sex bad, what
kind of "life” is that to "lve™?

He pushes me off of him and cums in his hand. [ sit on the ground, shaking. Leaves
and twigs are embedded in my hair, I'm trying to caleh my breath, my heart is
thumping against my chest. 1 feel so damn alive.

Memories start Mloating back to me after this realization.

——

A game that we used to play as kids where everyone shuts off the lights, bodies find
eachother in the dark and rub against eachother. I'm six years old and the kids I'm
playing with aren't too much older. I like Imtiaz, the Indian boy and we always find
eachother in this game.

But I don't like his sister Zehrin who tries to make me sleep with her on the floor so
she can squeeze my forearm in between her legs. [ don't really understand what she's
using my body for. but its strange and secretive and quite frankly uncomfortable. |
remember her smell on my hands and arms, the same smell she'd make sure to get
me up and wash off when she was done with me

This interraction would later be labeled as a "molestation” that 1 brought upon myself
by my father whom | like Lo say suffers from severe catholicism.
Later on | get worms. the kind that wriggle around in your poop and had to stay home

from school while a big flyer was sent around to all of the kids warning them about my
“lliness",




I was a dirty kid. I played outside when I could. I tried to eat waterbugs to shock my
mom. My favorite game was catching lizards and scaring her with them. My favorite
animals were usually what our culture defines as the "darker” creatures like snakes
and bats,

One of my first school projects that we had to make was a little essay aboul steps, Le.
sleps to tying your shoes or sleps to making a meal, my project was a collage of photos
detailing a snake swallowing a rat. In steps of course.

Memories of my friend Bree and [ experiementing with pee play and humping teddy
bears together at six and seven.

Then I'm eight years old and my stepmom is dropping me off at school. Its early
morming near the Bay Area, theres a chill in the air and fog that hasn't been burned
ofl by the sun yel. My stomach is nauseous and | feel nervous. My parentis have been
going through a custody battle and at home its pretty turbulent, I'm actually excited to
be getting dropped off at school.

She pulls up to the ront of the building and as I'm getting ready io get out, she tells
me in a low tone that the boy | have a crush on is too good for me and when [ get sent
back to my mom in Florida I'm going to spread my legs for all the boys to have fun.

I freeze, my body freezes. [ don't understand the full meaning of her statement but |
know it means that I'm bad, so bad and spreading my legs lor boys to have fun is bad.

Late at night she comes into my bedroom to whisper in my ear about what an evil girl I
am. | try to lay real still and pretend I'm asleep, but my heart is ramming against my
ribeage. 1 want to be good. [ want to be a good little girl in the eyes of god, like my
daddy says.

I'm 12 and reading a book that was given to us by the Jehvoah's Witnesses that my
mother has insisted we study with. Its part of their youth propaganda or something
and there's a chapter about pre-marital sex and masturbation. It describes

masturbation as the manipulation of the genitals. Manipulation sounds bad. My mom
says its bad to manipulate people so it must be bad to manipulate your genitals. | leel
ashamed.

I'm sixteen cleaning out my mother’s apartment when [ find a letter from my dad
written to her when | was nine. He says that he's deeply concerned about my behavior
and mental capabilities. [ still haven't learned o te my shoes and that 1 said that |
like to be touched by boys. He writes that there is something wrong with me. He says |
must have inherited her promiscuous behavior.



I remember the intese rituals my former partner, a shaman, would have me practice to
‘energetically cleanse” myself after a day of filming mainstream porn, at nineteen, |
couldn't enter our living space before taking out the spermical sponge | was using as
birth control and burning it in our fire pit out front. The sponge was supposed to
calch their sperm/essence and burning it would close out the negative energy [ may
have absorbed while filming the scene.

I felt guilty the entire time I was involved in porn. | wanted to enjoy it, | wanted to be
slutty. But shaman said that if I came during a scene I'd be pulling in the experience
and all of the negativity in the environment.

When the chemical nonoxyl 9 used in said spermicidal sponge caused me to have a
yeast infection, said Shaman said this was a sign that | wasn't “cleaning house”

enough,

I remember my first trick and his attitude towards my dirty, muscular feet. He came to
me 1o be dirty and “"explore my garden” as his email stated. "Sequeia, Your garden has
many beautiful flowers, | estimate that there are about 300 flowers, it would take a full
hour to savor ils beauty and health giving delights.”

Really? Gardening usually takes a little hit longer than that.

I bring him to my place, the nudist colony/naked trailer park | was living at. [ show
him our gardens there and then | bring him in to do a little more personal of a tour.

His attitude towards the end is classist and weird. He's here to explore the dirty side of
himself, to connect to life, but when 1 suggest bringing his wife here to experience the
freedome of nudity and the magick of gardening he says "she's too classy for this
place.”

Are all these things connected? 1 feel like the culture is too scared or snobby to
actually be alive or feel what it means to be alive.

My former partner's Native dialect had a word, one word that meant life, love and sex,
Altogether.Just one word.
My mom and | are sitting on a bench in front of the collective house | currently live at.

'm talking to my mom about gardening and the plans for the house. 1 reach down and
start digging with my barehands in the dirt to see what the soil looks like here. It



seems a little sandy. She looks at me in surprise and says "I can't believe you're just
digging into the dirt like that.”

Digging into the dirt like what?Like its there? Like its ok to touch barehanded? Like
I'm close to it?

She expresses the same disbeliel about my porn and sex work and nudism and
lifestyle in general.

Some people are just weirded out by the closeness some folks have to life. Too close to
life, too close to dirt, too close to sex or too close to eachother. Or maybe oo open (o
life?Too open to sex?Too ready to experience pleasure? Is there such a thing?

We stigmatize the closeness and openness by calling it dirty. We shame those who
dare to be open by telling them they're dirty.,

But what is actually wrong with being dirty? The dirt feeds you. | know sex feeds me,
Are flowers judged by how many bees they get pollinated by? Or for blossoming open?

Or from growing out of the dirty earth?Or from dying and becoming compost and
turning into dirt again?

I continue to feel the dirt in my hands, rolling it around. it seems a bit sandy. My
mother just stares at me. touching nothing.



And a flower is really nothing but spread-open botanical labig--
love-lips smiling at the world,

b

A flower Is a sexual invitation
lunng insect pollination.
Trans-spacies sexuality is what makes your garden grow.

. &

-La Tigresa aka Dona Nieto Naked Sacred Farth Poerns
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Sequoia is a 20 something sex worker, traveler,
hiker, organic gardener, beach bum, healer,
ardained minister and witch. I'm also an aspiring
activist in the areas of environmentalism, oTgaNics
and sex worker rights, She blogs at SequoiaRedd.com
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Tara lives in the woods and whores in the city. ©
She currently blogs at ecowhore.com (free
admittance for Scx workers and dirty girls, just

4 email her).
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