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Yuengling (bottle) $2.50 on 2-4-1 
 

How does it happen that 190 bars get hopped 
before one of Key West's most elite adult 

establishments?  Gonna have to question the 

Selection Committee on that one.    
 

Part of the issue, I reckon, is Bare Assets' 
location.  They're on Truman, in the final mile of 

the famous US-1, which is pretty primo.  More 
than a thousand cars a day drive past that property (probably; total guess), 

so it's not like it's hidden away.  It's just in a part of town that I rarely pass 
through.  Too much traffic.  Ha.            

 
But anyway, I was on my way to catch the Patriots' Thursday night game -- 

and the end of HH -- downtown, so I angled a little off my usual path to 
accommodate this long-overdue Hop. It's good to vary your route, especially 

with all the cool little streets throughout Old Town.   
 

I don't run much any more, but when I did, I would often go by time rather 

than distance and do, say, a 40-minute run that would roam haphazardly 
around Old Town.  Narrow streets, every house is different, plenty of trees 

and shade, and always some strange car or person or thing that I never 
noticed before.  

 
But you don't want to hear about that!  You want breasts and booty!  So be 

it. 
 

I parked the bike around the corner and walked under the red awning into 
the club.  Regardless of the time of day, it's always the middle of the night in 

a strip club.  You just fall into midnight mode as soon as that door swings 
shut behind you.  Is midnight the hour of love, or the witching hour?  Turned 

out to be both. 
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My last time here, I ended up on the roof.  Really.  I tagged along with a few 
people from work -- including a couple of women -- ostensibly because we 

wanted to see the sign that our company had provided for Bare Assets. 
 

It was a big, beautiful, illuminated, electric sign.  But along with all those 
adjectives, it was also well outside anything that the local inspectors at 

HARC would tolerate.  Our sign company manager apparently knew that but 
he went ahead and had it made anyway.  That cost our company a lot of 

money, and it cost him, rightfully, his job.   
 

But whatcha gonna do?  You can't unmake the sign.  The makers sure as 
hell ain't takin' it back just because our guy was a dumbass.  So we gave it 

to Bare Assets anyway, even though they could not legally display it.  They 
put it on the roof.  You can't see it from the street or any other buildings, 

but if it were turned on, any incoming aircraft would get a good look at it -- 

a little nudge to the pilots and passengers about where a good time could be 
found. 

 
They don't turn it on normally, but they did hit the switch for us, and we 

partied on the roof for a while and raised a glass in acrimony towards our 
departed colleague. 

 
But on this Hopping evening, I'd be staying on 

the ground floor.   
 

First things first, I hit the bar and got a bottle 
of Ying.  Two-fer-one for Happy Hour.  You 

know, I'm not sure if I've ever been at a strip 
club that had HH.  In fact, usually the drinks 

are stupidly pricey.  So, two cold Ying-Yangs 

for a finner was a dayumm good deal! 
 

I remember buying a drink for an entertainer 
at a bar in Boston's Combat Zone back around 

1985 and being changed $9 for it.  You could 
buy a half-dozen overpriced beers for nine 

bucks in 1985.  When I responded, “nine 
dollars?!?" the barkeep just shrugged and said, 

"hey, she's a star." 
 

Anyhoo, back to present day.  I chose a stool 
at the back corner of the Bare Assets bar.  

There were only about eight other guys in the 
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whole place.  Two seemed to be a pair, and the others were lonely losers 

(like me), spread out around the room. 
 

The woman who was dancing was good looking, even without her clothes.  
Go figure.  I've sometimes said, "naked is not always sexy, and sexy does 

not have to be naked."  I think I said that in Hopter #95 (Garden of 
Eden).  If I didn't, I should have.  But, anyway, in her case, naked was 

sexy.  Yup, no doubt about it. 
 

Then, she was done and two things happened at about the same time:  one, 
the tall (like 6-feet tall), healthy, well-endowed, smoooooooth skinned, 

tight-bunned demi-goddess took the stage; and, two, the little Cuban 
fireplug of a woman, maybe 4'11" soaking wet, tried to climb on my lap and, 

um, excite me.  Bad timing, fireplug.  She was well-rounded in all the right 
places and all that, but she was a Cuban fireplug -- just not my styyyyle, 

Kyyyyle.   

 
[No, she was not soaking wet.  Gah.  Never mind.] 

 
I took Fireplug's best squirmings with polite disinterest for maybe a minute, 

then just gave her three dollars to go away.  She gave me this look of deep 
scorn, muttered something in Fireplug language, stuffed the tree bux in her 

bra and scuttered off.   
 

Good timing, because Tall Blonde was close to finishing her dance and I 
needed to get up there and tip her for her efforts.  The barkeep had gotten a 

buck for handing me a bottle from the cooler, and Fireplug got three to get 
lost, so this fine-fine woman deserved more than that much for undressing, 

dancing, tantalizing, titillating, and just generally Doing It for our 
enjoyment.  By the time I got up there, she had no clothes left for me to 

tuck the finner under, so she pushed her breasts together so I could place 

the bill in between.  Nice touch.  =] 
 

I returned to my seat, noticing a dagger-laced look from Fireplug.  I gave 
her a shrug and a smirk and sat back to enjoy the rest of TB's show. 

 
TB (Tall Blonde, for you initially-challenged) was in her own zone up 

there.  The crowd was not projecting any energy -- just nine middle-aged, 
middle-class guys quietly gawking and drooling at her -- but you could see 

that her mind was somewhere else, and she was totally digging wherever 
that was.  

 
I guess you'd need to be able to do that in this line of work:  lose yourself in 

the lights and the music, and make believe you are in Your Own Place -- 



some Parisian stage, some Egyptian Pharoah's court, a deep shady forest, 

on top of the Houston Astros' dugout, or wherever floats your boat.   
 

So, she finished up to our reasonably enthusiastic applause and a few woot-
woots.  She gathered her sparse clothing, tossed a couple of articles back on 

to her body and stepped down.  To my delight, she stepped my way.  I 
reckon that my five bucks was a good investment.   

 
She pulled up the stool next to me and cozied in for some conversation.  She 

could tell my vibe was a tad different than the others'.  Her barely covered 
body was a most excellent distraction as we chatted.   

 
Jessica was her name, and I was astounded to learn that she was 35 years 

old!  She could have passed for 25.  She spent most of those years doing 
the Colorado Snow Bunny thing: skiing, partying, skiing some more, and in 

the summertime just partying.  She had some stories of some pretty 

extreme experiences in her youth, so being a stripper seemed a tame 
enough way, she figured, to put some bucks in the bank. 

 
Most impressively, though, she only works the three most prime nights of 

the week because she is a full-time Marine Biology student!  When she first 
visited the Keys several years ago, the blue-green waters and all that lay 

within mesmerized her.  She had thought that nothing would ever rip her 
away from those mountains, but when she met the tropical ocean, it was 

love at first sight. 
 

Fireplug walked by a couple of times, sneering.  She was clearly peeved that 
I fancied Jess over her.  We joked about her some.  Not your type?  Ha. 

Three bucks?  Overpaid.   
 

Jess asked me plenty about myself too.  We had a pretty long conversation 

since she wasn't due back on stage for a while.  Nobody else had tipped her 
so she had a fukkem attitude towards them all.  I told her about the Tour 

and she loved the concept and the execution.   
 

While we talked, I finished my first beer, got my second, and unhurriedly 
sipped it down as well.   

 
Eventually, it was just plain time to go.  The convo had hit that pause point, 

and Jess flat out announced that she had to go piss.  She also said it was 
great to have a normal talk with someone in here.   

 
I gave her a hug -- she felt realllly nice -- and departed, resolving to come 

back and see her again.   
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