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I have no tales of abuse or neglect or how I wasn’t loved enough, only a series of unfortunate events that led me to life of plastic heels, too-tight metallic mini skirts and fast, easy money. Life throws curve balls, and if you’re lucky you catch them. In my case, I got hit so hard by one that when the shock subsided, I was already Alice down the rabbit hole. I was falling. Dancing broke that fall.

There was a ‘me’ before lap dances. I grew up in an upper-middle class household, with plenty of love and support. My parents divorced in my youth, but together raised me to be the person that I am becoming, which so far, is a pretty rockin chick! I have a degree in Fine Arts and have worked in fields ranging from a white-water canoe guide in Ontario, to bar manager in Australia. Needless to say, dancing was never a destination that I expected my life’s path to take me, until a phone call came that flipped my world 180 degrees. 

I was in Australia, with no debts, no boyfriend and dreams of jet setting until my body could globe trot no more, when I received the call. My fourteen year old brother, my heart and soul, had just attempted suicide. I felt my guts sink like lead. My mother quivered the words, “I can’t do this, I need your help.” My stepfather, unable to cope, left my mother to ‘resolve things’ on her own. He left her with the bills and all the worries. To say the least, I’m certainly not his biggest fan. The overwhelming stress and fear got the best of my mum and she suffered a nervous, psychological and emotional breakdown and was hospitalized. I put my credit card to use and booked a flight home. Within three days of hearing the news, I said my goodbyes to my beautiful friends, quit my job, took an eighteen hour bus ride to Melbourne and flew twenty hours to get home and start picking up the pieces. 

As my mom took time to recover, my older brother (a part-time cook) and me, were given temporary guardianship. We were now in care of our little brother, who needed as much love and support as he could get, and our fifteen year old sister, who was also struggling with depression and bulimia. At twenty three and twenty four, it was up to us to play ‘parent’ and support two teenagers in desperate need of some serious attention and affection. With me unemployed, struggling to land even a minimum wage job and my older brother’s measly cook salary, things were looking grim. I spent my days applying to any and all “Help Wanted” signs and job postings I found. Pressure mounted for me to land steady work, but every time I got turned down, my spirits got increasingly    bruised. I couldn’t land a job because I was so worried about getting one that when it came time for an interview, I fell apart.

One evening, coming home from a day of tirelessly handing out resumes and strapped for cash, I let my thoughts melt into sadness and defeat. How could I ever begin to help my family? I struggled to fight back the tears welling up in my eyes. In that moment I felt very small.

I gave myself a minute to be sad, then heaved myself out of my personal pity party and got practical. I could cry all day long, but that wasn’t going to pay for shit-all. I wiped the tears off my cheeks and the snot from my nose, took a few deep breaths and took the long way home. After all, when you just had a public meltdown at five o’clock on a Friday night, smack dab in the middle of the main street, a girl needs time to re-group! 

I got home to the 7x10 room my brother was renting and that I was reluctantly crashing in. I needed to expand my net. A friend that I had traveled with years prior suddenly came to mind. She had confided to me that while traveling, she ventured into the world of exotic dancing and used lap dances to pay for her next adventures. My mind stuttered a bit at the thought, but then kept moving onto a million other ways to make some fast cash. 

Two more weeks of job hunting went by and I found myself fighting my mind’s tendency to wander back to thoughts of dancing. So I blindly began to search opportunities to do just that. My ignorance of the industry left me fumbling hopelessly through website after website taking me on a joy ride of useless information. Just when I was starting to second-guess my decision, I came across a website that seemed to have all the answers. I navigated my way to a “Work for Us” link. I giggled to myself at the idea of my clumsy self, parading around in seven inch heels and then pressed on. I filled out a superficial form on myself; height, weight, age, experience. Novice! An hour later my phone rang. The man on the other line was from the agency I applied to. To my surprise (I think I was expecting to be answering to a womanizing grizzly bear!) he was extremely patient, kind and sincere, all the while maintaining a no-nonsense attitude that I appreciated. He wanted me to come in for an audition to see if I fit the part. 

It took me a week to muster up the courage to set the date for my audition and when the day came to strut my stuff, I quickly realized that I had no clue what I was doing! So, I jumped on the trusty internet and looked up pole dancing. After watching plenty of videos of women bending their bodies in ways I could only imagine, I realized that I wasn’t going to be a pro my first go at it. So, I packed a bag with the cutest pair of undies I had (I also had no clue what in the world strippers wore) and a pair of my friend’s borrowed high heels, jumped on the light rail transit and choked down my nerves. When I finally reached my destination (after what seemed like the longest twenty minutes of my life), I was greeted by a young guy with a big smile and an even bigger vocabulary. He chatted away my nerves all the way to the audition.


When we got to the spot, I was ushered in to get my music straight with the DJ and go change. I got myself dolled up and ready to go. The DJ called out my stage name, which took me some playing around to come up with, so I could avoid bursting out in laughter every time I heard it. My new name boomed from the speakers, the group of men whose faces I didn’t dare to look at, clapped and grumbled. All I could think was, “Don’t you dare fall!”

My first show was a blur, too fogged with worries to really remember. All I recall is that I had to keep reminding myself to get naked! Apparently my fifteen minutes of fumbling wasn’t so bad. The agents thought I fit the part and I was whisked away to start working right away! I told my family I got a job doing freelance work for a bar company, which explained the money and the need to travel. Within a few weeks I was able to pay for a new place for myself and my siblings, for follow-up therapy sessions for my little brother and to register him in football. Life was peachy.

Dancing had re-instilled confidence in me. Not that I was pretty enough, but that I was capable enough. It made me become aware of my resourcefulness, and to me that is very empowering. To this day, dancing has allowed me to better appreciate myself. It helped me to better understand the relationship between real men and real women, by exposing me to truths about sexuality that I feel are incredibly honest. Above everything, dancing gave me the opportunity to help my mom and my beautiful little brother and sister. I have now hung up the heels, but will always reflect on my experience in the industry as one that has made me an incredibly strong and open-minded human being.
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