
HANDSOME STUD
Hot, handsome stud looking
for part time female Bukkake
partner. Interested in having
fun? Let me know. ☎ 1757 

PLEASURE GIVER
Seeks pleasure taker.
Attractive, easy going WM with
“magic tongue”. Selectively
seeking one slim sexy female
25-40, to give sensuous mas-
sages and oral pleasure. Clean,
disease free. My favorite place:
“down”. ☎ 1752 

COUPLES, LADIES??
We are a sexy HWP clean PWC
(with an awesome single
friend). We are looking for fun
new friends to join our fun.
Connection over perfection. ☎
1751 

BREAST FRIEND WTD
Nice guy, bright, respectful,
artsy, intellectual, good con-
versationalist, seeking very
busty woman with sensitive
breasts for friendship, possible
oral breast play and massage.
Not seeking sex, possibly later.
Age, race, open. ☎ 1750 

UNIQUE SEDUCTION
Where your fantasies and
desires are a mutual pleasure.
541-606-1224 Sasha. 

MISS E
Miss E Dominatrix 543-8558. 

ADRIANA
I will show you an unforget-
table time with no disap-
pointments what so ever. I
am Italian Black and Asian.
232-4127 

SPENCER FOR HIRE
Queer hot male at your serv-
ice. 870-3579. www.local-
maleescorts.com. (Any Oregon
zip code). 

A PLEASANT SURPRISE
Sensual, busty, pretty, atten-
tive, classy. Discreet. Wanna
play? Kristi, 337-7847. 

LOVELY LADIES
Sexy, sweet, and seductive.
Discreet, classy, and profes-
sional. Your pleasure is our
business. Desiree’s Escorts.
5 4 1 - 4 3 1 - 7 0 6 5 ,
www.desireesescorts.com.
Indulge in your fantasies! 

MADISON
Redheaded, BBW, 42DD, 200
lbs. Sensual Erotic Xtacy. Mon-
Sat, 10am-10pm. Incall only.
988-0562. 

RESPOND NOW
Buying prepaid calling cards at
Eugene Weekly can save you
money! Call 484-0159 or visit
1251 Lincoln St to buy your
cards today.
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Do you want to 
place a personals ad?

Ad placement and message 
retrieval are FREE!

You can also purchase a Blind Box for letters for $15.

Call 484-0519 or www.eugeneweekly.com

www.eugeneweekly.com

I’m a 31-year-old attractive single woman, and I recently went on Match.com and found
a guy. Our e-mails and one phone conversation went well and he seemed kind and was
okay-looking in his picture, so I met him for drinks. It was disappointing, to say the least. He
looked 15 years older than his picture and was socially awkward to the point of sheer mis-
ery. He told me he didn’t want to eat cheese because he “had the craps,” announced to the
waitress that this was our first date, yawned when I talked about my job, and said, “I could
tell you were really into me the minute you walked in the room.”

Standard bad date so far, right?
Here’s the bizarre part: On the phone he’d said, “The most beautiful sound in the world is

applause. I hope I can hear you clap for me sometime.” He is a music teacher, so I thought he
was referring to applause after a performance. But when we met in person, he asked me to
clap for him, for no reason, in the restaurant! I asked him why, and he said he just really loved
the sound of clapping. I ignored his request, finished my drink, and said it was nice to meet
him but I didn’t think this was going to work. I shook his hand good-bye in the parking lot and
at this point he asked again for me to clap—but now in a whiny voice, literally begging me to
do it. The worst part? I did it, just to shut him up, before speeding away in my car. I’m simulta-
neously creeped out and intrigued.

Have you ever heard of a clapping fetish?
Clap Off The Clapper

I get letters every day from people asking if I’ve “ever heard of” a particular sex act, fetish,
kink, or hang-up before. The assumption, I guess, is that the thoroughly skanky author of this
thoroughly skanky column has heard of everything. And that’s fine; I’ve heard of and, er, done
quite a lot. But the folks who send these EHO letters aren’t seeking confirmation that they’re
not crazy—or in COTC’s case, that this really happened—but some form of absolution, as if my
having heard of whatever it is they’re doing, were asked to do, or refused to do makes it—what-
ever it is—a little less bizarre.

But almost invariably I haven’t heard of the sex act, fetish, kink, or hang-up the authors of
EHO letters ask about. Like this clapping fetishist COTC encountered—I’ve never heard of that
one before. I don’t doubt COTC’s story for a moment because, hey, if it can be named, per-
formed, swallowed, or worn, someone out there has a fetish for it. So while I can’t offer COTC
absolution for the sex act she performed—yes, it was a sex act—in that parking lot, I can offer
her the next best thing: bragging rights. Not only did you stump me, COTC, but this is a bad-
first-date story you’ll be dining out on for the rest of your life. Congrats!

I had a kinky inspiration in the shower when I noticed the force with which the shaving
cream came out of a new can. Orifice and body-cavity invasion turns me on and I was inspired
to insert the tip of the shaving-cream can into my urethra, pinch it shut, and press the button.
I felt some burning. On removing the tip, a narrow ribbon of shaving cream exited my penis.

Pleased, I repeated this a few times. Do you know if what I am doing is dangerous? Have
you ever heard of shaving-cream penis enemas?

Cream Dreamer

No, CD, I haven’t heard of shaving-cream penis enemas before. But then I’ve always been
lucky in love.

As for the health risks presented by shaving-cream penis enemas, I would ring up one of
my medical guest experts if I weren’t (1) on vacation, (2) writing this column over margaritas
at Phil’s in Saugatuck, Michigan, and (3) unwilling to scream, “Are these shaving-cream penis
enemas going to kill this motherfucker?” into my phone, putting everyone else at Phil’s right
off their chips and baked-Gorgonzola-with-dried-cherries dip. Sorry.

Here’s my layman’s opinion: At the very least, you risk irritating the very sensitive tissue
that lines your urethra; at worst, your friends and relatives are going to snicker all through
your memorial service. (“Didja here? Uncle Walt gave himself one too many shaving-cream
penis enemas and his bladder freakin’ exploded!”) But tragicomic exit strategies are a known
risk of orifice, body-cavity, and Iraq invasions.

I identify as 100 percent gay. Sometimes I surf straight porn sites to see fresh faces. I
ignore the girls and focus on the guys. However, I’ve discovered that I get turned on by look-
ing at pictures of cute men eating pussy. Not by pussy, just by the men eating it. Have you
ever heard of this before? Is there a secret subculture of gay men who get off on other guys
eating pussy? Or do I have unique tastes?

You Gonna Eat That?

I’ve heard of lesbians turned on by gay porn, straight men turned on by chicks-with-dicks
porn, and the odd gay man turned on by standard-issue hetero porn (vaginal/anal). But I’ve
never heard of a gay man turned on by images of straight guys eating pussy. Most gay men
are too grossed out by pussy—let’s be honest, guys—to linger over images of hetero cunnilin-
gus, no matter how hot the guy. So there’s no secret subculture, YGET, and you are freakishly
unique. Congrats.

I am a 33-year-old male who got back in touch with an old college girlfriend (now mar-
ried). Long-distance catching up turned to flirting, flirting to planning, and we recently had
our first sexual encounter since college. When we were together in college, she told me
about being abused by a male cousin when she was a young teen. There was some emo-
tional fallout, but she seemed okay. However, during our recent encounter, she ended the
cunnilingus portion of our evening, and the entire evening, saying she never liked that
because it reminded her of the abuse.

Have you ever heard of an abuse-related sexual dysfunction manifesting years after
psychiatric help was sought? Or is this a way of not admitting to me that she’s having cold
feet about out affair?

Eagerly Awaiting Trusted Homo’s Enlightening Response

Let’s end with something I have heard of:
Yes, EATHER, sometimes abuse-related sexual dysfunction crops up years after help was

first sought. And, yes, some people point to past sexual traumas—real or invented—as a polite,
face-saving way to bail on consensual sex that they’re not enjoying. (“It’s not you, honest, and
it’s not me. You see, lo these many years ago my uncle….”) As it could be either, EATHER, the
only way to avoid being a complete asshole—and the adultery already has you teetering on the
edge—is to assume she’s telling the truth and back the fuck off.

Download a new Savage Lovecast (my weekly podcast) every Tuesday at
www.thestranger.com/savage.

mail@savagelove.net

Savage Love
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0ORTLAND฀������������

������������

&2%%฀42)!,฀/&&%2

4%84฀±#(!4²฀4/฀�����฀��������฀-).�฀���฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀฀4ANGO"Y0HONE�COM฀฀฀

%UGENE´S฀0REMIER฀$ATING฀3ERVICE

SAVAGE LOVE IS PROUDLY SPONSORED BY:

• Divorce • Custody
• Domestic Partners
• Child Support

Jason D. Castanza
259 East 5th, Suite 200-f � Eugene, OR. 97401

(541) 221-2595

“Low Cost, Free Consultation, Payment Plans”


