
Entering the ranch
The dusty dirt road to the 

BunnyRanch is lined with small 
industrial buildings with signs for 
auto mechanics and other. The 
building for the Ranch looks small 
and plain upon first glance.

A large, white iron fence 
surrounds the BunnyRanch. When 
you walk up to the entrance, there 
is a sign that reads, “Ring bell to 
enter.”

Once you are buzzed in, a short 
walkway leads up to a darkly tinted 
glass door. 

As I entered the Moonlite 
BunnyRanch, I was greeted by a 
tall woman, wearing nothing more 
than high-heel shoes, a push up bra, 
underwear and a smile. I forgot that 
I was on the outskirts of Carson City 
at the end of a dusty dirt road.

Had I been a customer, a bell 
wouldʼve been rung and the ladies 
would have come out to form a 
line in front of me. But since I was 

waiting for an interview with the 
owner of the BunnyRanch, Dennis 
Hof, all I could do was observe.

The first thing you notice at 
the BunnyRanch is red. All of the 
couches, stools, and a chair that 
is shaped like high-heel shoe are 
dark red. Abstract paintings of nude 
women and martinis fill the walls. 
TVs line the ceiling in a side room, 
which has a wrap-around couch, 
which climbs the walls in some 
places. In the center of the room, 
thereʼs a stripper pole, and in the 
back, a bar.

Four girls sat on one couch, 
talking about what they were 
wearing or what they were going 
to wear. A few other girls, wearing 
lingerie or underwear and a robe, 
sat in a few chairs across from me 
smoking cigarettes and drinking 
coffee. Another girl, Cinnamon, 
practiced spinning upside down on 
the stripper pole, holding on with 
only her legs. 

That type of behavior would 
be enough to get you fired from 
most jobs. The women sit around 
drinking coffee or wine, smoking 
cigarettes, gossiping and flirting 
with customers. And when itʼs 
time to do actual work, they get to 
have sex. In short, itʼs every male 
in Americaʼs dream job (unless 
they are Mormon or extremely 
religious).

The Man, the Myth, the Pimp 
Master General

Dennis Hof is an intimidating 
man, but only for the first few 
seconds. His size and handshake 
mask the fact that he is a huge teddy 
bear for only a short while. Hof is 
quick-witted, intelligent, and has an 
enormous love for women. During 
our interview, it was not unusual 
for him to take time away from the 
questions to put his hand securely 
on a womanʼs backside, or to tweak 
her nipple as he kissed the back of 

her neck. He would whisper in a 
womanʼs ear, groan, then turning his 
attention back to me, he would say, 
“Isnʼt she sexy?! OK, whatʼs your 
next question?”

Hof is not shy at all about what 
goes on at the world-famous 
Moonlite BunnyRanch.

“Iʼm selling booty,” claimed Hof. 
“ I am the P.T. Barnum of booty. Iʼm 
selling booty like Colonel Sanders is 
selling breasts and thighs. In fact, if 
the colonel had my breasts, thighs, 
and legs, he wouldʼve been a general 
— a five-star general like me. I am 
the Pimp Master General of America 
and very proud.”

In the strictest sense of the word, 
Hof hates the term pimp and what it 
represents. Hof explained that he is 
actually the furthest thing away from 
a pimp. 

“Iʼm a business man that provides 
a place to work for the girls and 
a safe, fun environment for my 
clients,” Hof said. 

In Hofʼs opinion, prostitution 
must be legal.

“If you are against legalized 
prostitution and what the 
BunnyRanch stands for, then you 
are for the exploitation of women,” 
Hof said. “In an illegal environment, 
these women are exploited terribly 

by ruthless pimps and police officers 
that rob and rape them — by 
customers that kill them. Youʼre for 
an illegal sex trade. Each year over 
200 girls are killed and thousands 
upon thousands are injured. If youʼre 
against the BunnyRanch than youʼre 
pro-disease in the work place.”

The BunnyRanch boasts a 23-year 
record of no HIV in the workplace. 

“Another thing is, in an illegal 
situation the money goes back to 
illegal activities and drugs,” Hof 
claimed. “Here the money goes back 
into the hands of business men and 
the girls that use that money to buy 
houses and cars.”

Hof recently built a $3 million 
restaurant, bar, and nightclub 
— called NV50 — across the 
street from the BunnyRanch for the 
women to hang out and party in 
when theyʼre not working.

The Recipe to Success
“The secret to the success, for 

me, is I apply generally accepted 
business and accounting practices 
and treat people like they want to be 
treated,” Hof said. 

According to Hof, all of the other 
brothels in Nevada lock their girls 
down and make them stay for three 
weeks in what he describes as a 

“punani prison.”
At the BunnyRanch the women 

come from all over the United 
States and range from porn stars and 
Playboy Playmates, to “number-
crunching tax accountants on 
vacation” and stripers.

Many of the girls live on site and 
pay $20 a day for rent (which they 
donʼt have to pay if they bring in 
more than $1,000 in a night). Others 
own homes in the Carson, Reno, or 
Tahoe area and commute to work. 

“The other thing I do is I tell the 
girls not to party with anyone they 
donʼt want to,” Hof said. “This is a 
singles bar — the best singles bar in 
the world — and I want everyone to 
have a good time. If they donʼt want 
to party with someone because they 
are too tall, too short, too skinny, 
too fat, too big of a thingy — like 
me, itʼs gigantic, twice the size of 
Ron Jeremyʼs — then donʼt party 
with them. But be nice to them, 
donʼt embarrass them, just offer to 

“Iʼm selling booty like Colonel Sanderʼs is selling breasts and thighs. In fact, if the Cornel had my 
breasts, thighs, and legs, he wouldʼve been a general; a five star general like me. I am the Pimp 
Master General of America and very proud.”
       -Dennis Hof, owner of the Moonlite Bunny Ranch

Hof surrounded by some bunnies.


