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Lady Slipper Orchid 
This is what I remember from my eleven years of dancing. It’s pretty much a blur because I drank every single day. The only way I am able to piece together my story is to look at my posters and the schedules I saved. I am sure there are more stories I could add but I think this is all I want to remember.

When I turned nineteen, I was working as a waitress at a night club next to a strip bar. That year, my dealer boyfriend bought me a boob job and a brand new convertible Mustang GT!

I wasn't working after I had my operation so I was becoming an alcoholic and craving attention. I had it all; nonexistent money problems and not a care in the world, plus I was just plain reckless.  After partying all night with my new rack and hot car, I came home in the morning to find my boyfriend waiting up for me. We had a huge fight and he told me that he was going to stop giving me money to go out with and I would have to pay for my car - $765.00 a month plus gas and insurance.  Naturally, I was pissed off and freaked out that he cut me off! I was so young and didn't know what to do, so I started looking in the paper for jobs. Without any education or real job experience, I felt hopeless. Not to mention downright depressed, due to all the alcohol I was drinking.

The next day I was looking through the paper again and started to read through the adult entertainment section. I had seen an ad for exotic entertainers wanted at the strip club, so I called and got a time to come down that night. I grabbed some lingerie and headed down to the interview.  They told me if I was ready, I could start right then and there. The bar was really busy so I decided to try it out.  The whole time I was thinking, "My boyfriend will be sooooo mad! Yes!”

I was a natural at performing and loved the attention. In fact, I loved every minute of it! My first time on stage, I wore black leather pants and a black halter.  I danced to AC/DC and Aerosmith. Everyone loved it! That first night I made $700 in six hours. How easy was that! Management asked if I wanted to come back and I said "HELL YA!" Where else could I make money like that? I ended up going back four more times that week and started to make friends with all the girls. I brought home $3500 in five shifts!!! There were no costs, you just showed up and started hustling (those were the good old days). When I decided to go back, I had to come up with a stage name. I took my friend’s name because I liked it and the second part came from a song.

Finally my boyfriend asked me where I was making this kind of money. I hadn't told him anything up to this point because I wanted to drive him nuts. Finally I said, “I’m a STRIPPER and I made $3500 in five shifts! So there!”  I waited for him to start freaking out. Instead of being angry, he started to think about it and said, “That’s really good money. Do you like it?” I said I did and he showed support. 
Whatever I wanted I got.


Six months went by and I had made a lot of money but I felt that the bar was taking advantage of me. At that point I had creepy regular customers drop $500-$1000 on me when they came in.

All the girlfriends I had made while dancing started to talk, saying that they were unhappy at the bar. We heard that we could get paid more money working at other bars, so I went to work at a different strip club and started to make even more money as a VIP girl. I brought home $4000-$5000 a week in five shifts (six hours per shift). I also became friends with the feature dancers. I admired their costumes and shows, and I told myself that I would be one of them and so it happened. 

Be careful what you wish for! 


One of the features was a beautiful girl who had a bad cocaine habit. She was the BIGGEST feature in the industry at that time and she had even been in magazines. We looked similar since we were the same height, weight, hair color, boobs, etc. One night she asked me to do her show for her, due to the fact that she was high on coke and felt sick. She even offered me the use of her costumes and music since I would practice dancing on stage in between shows when it was dead in the bar. I was really good at pulling off pole work with ease. She trusted me with her room key and cleared it with the manager. So I wore a green Vegas style costume worth $1000, complete with feather boa, hand beaded bodice and sequined skirt for my show. I had a fantastic response - $200 in tips plus the feature paid me her show price which was $60 at that time. I made $260 in 18 minutes. I was hooked!!!! 

So in the next few months, she did more and more drugs. Slowly, she slipped away. I would cover her shows and be her go-to girl if she needed anything.  The bar was fine with our arrangement and they were actually happy that I could be her double. They put up with it and then slowly stopped booking her. Meanwhile, I would go work at the bars to cover her ass when she needed it. Finally she went to rehab and quit dancing for good.

 

After she was gone, I took her place. I found myself working in the best bars in the city, and getting paid top dollar from the very beginning. I had the best custom-made costumes, did the most memorable shows, was an adult film producer/star and exceeded all my clients’ expectations. I was trained by the top girls in this business... but at what cost?  


It cost me huge. I was at the height of my career, surrounded with unhappy alcoholic/drug addicted people and that was just fuel added to the fire. I had many stresses in my life and then to add to it all, my boyfriend proposed to me after six years. He was a paranoid dealer with no goals, so even though he had proposed I knew we would never set a date. Cops followed us all the time, and I knew I couldn’t handle that in the long term. I wanted to escape but just didn't know how. Years went by before I broke up with my fiancé. Then I had another great relationship but unfortunately my path of self destruction ruined that one too. 

Work was such a blur. I always got drunk, and I'm talking blackout drunk, five to six days a week. I could drink a forty pounder by myself in one day.  I have no clue how I stayed alive and unharmed, although I would often come home with bruises or something hurt on my body. I started to feel really unhappy in my life and realized that I needed a career change. Even the bars were starting to get pissed off at me for drinking so much, even though they would buy me the drinks. 

One day, a co-worker offered me cocaine. She said it would sober me up. It did just that and I could drink more too. Near the end of my career, my boyfriend got a job offer in another province, so we moved there and things got worse. My drinking career was coming to an end, and I had switched my addiction over to cocaine. Some of the DJ's would even have a line waiting for me in the booth before going on stage. I didn't see my boyfriend much and spent many days and late nights alone. I started to hang out with a cokehead stripper and we started to do drugs during the day when my boyfriend was at work for twelve to fourteen hours at a time.

At the end of my career, I went on an eight day bender where one day blended into the next. I was sleeping in my car or on a dealer’s couch because I was too fucked up to drive and I didn't want to see my boyfriend because I was so high. After he left the house, I would go home to shower and get ready for work. Finally on the eighth day of this bender, I looked at what I was doing and saw a pattern. Crying in my car at eight in the morning, in a bar parking lot all alone, I had had enough. I wanted to change my life. I started up my car and drove home. 

I got home in time to catch my boyfriend before work and I told him what was going on. He had no idea or didn't want to believe how far gone I really was on coke. He asked me why I was doing the things I was doing. I was so upset and told him everything that I was doing behind his back.  He couldn’t believe how clever I was at hiding my addiction – I would hide in my bathroom in the morning and do lines. After work, I would hang out in my car or someone’s house doing drugs until I went home. Then I would take Ativan, drink a tonne of alcohol and smoke a bunch of pot to finally fall asleep at five in the morning when he would get home from work.

I had it in my mind that it was okay because he was using as well (not coke, but painkillers and pot). He said to me, "I don't understand why you can't stop drinking while you're dancing. Others girls do it all the time." He just didn't get it. I wanted out of the bar life for good!

So that day, I had phoned the bar asking if I could have my first show covered even though it was the busiest day of the week. Of course they said no. I actually threw myself down the stairs so I would injure myself and not be able to work. It didn’t work, so I had to go in to do my show – even though I hadn’t slept for two days.  I had lost fifteen pounds from not eating and doing five eight-balls of coke throughout the week. I put my costume on and started to cry. I looked at myself in the mirror and noticed how terrible I looked. I had lost so much weight that my costume was now hanging off me. It was fitted to my body before. 

I called the manager in and said, "I will be doing this next show and then I quit. Find another girl to replace me for the five shows that I have left for the rest of the week."  In tears for my whole show, I told all the regulars that they would never see me again. Then I packed up my stuff and left without pay. (They won't pay you for the work you do if you walk out. Bull shit!)

At home, I went straight to bed. I woke up and went to my first meeting to quit drinking and drugs (I had tried it before for one and a half years about five years ago, but it didn't work.) This time was really different. I wanted to do this for myself; I wanted to save my own life. I knew I couldn't stay sober and clean in a bar surrounded by sick people.

I broke up with my boyfriend that week (we had been together for two and a half years) and I got my own place which was a beautiful top floor of a house. I didn't have a lot of money so I borrowed some money from a friend for damage deposit. I didn't care how I was going to do it but I needed to make money. 

My landlord kept showing up and asking me out for dinner.  He was a good looking guy who was my age and I really wanted to get to know him. I told him I was a stripper and I was cleaning up my life. He was intrigued by this. He wanted more and we decided to have him move in with me a few months later. It’s funny how love works. He was an alcoholic and decided to quit drinking right after me. We are sober together!

To make ends meet, I talked to the bar owner and begged him to allow me to do some private dances. I told him that I was sober and needed to make money so I could live. I really think he had a spot for me in his heart, and I thank him every day for it. Seriously, you know who you are. Thank you.

I made some good money and I started to save for the first time in my life. I VIP danced for one and a half months and was asked by a friend if I could cover her shows for the first part of the week at the bar I walked out on. I said ok and then I talked to the manager. For some odd reason, they allowed me to cover her shows (a wise dancer knows that you never sell all your costumes). Then one of the other girls got sick and I was asked to stay for the rest of the week and I agreed. It was Friday the thirteenth, almost two months after I quit stage dancing. I was thinking to myself, "God, please help me get out of this job. I really need a way out!" Be careful what you wish for and what kind of thoughts you think. 

That same day, Friday the thirteenth, I had a twelve thirty am show and I decided to wear my nurse costume. I was driving home after my show while still dressed in my costume. On my way to grab cigarettes, I was in the left turn lane at a dead stop. Then it happened - I was rear ended by a lady driving a huge van. I couldn't feel my body and I was rushed by ambulance to the hospital. Go figure; wearing my nurse costume, asking "God" for a way out of this career and then I was in an accident that changed my life and stopped my dancing career for good. The crazy thing is that my car didn’t even have a scratch on it and her van was fine as well. Wow! Everything was lined up for this accident and I now believe in angels. I believe that my angel was watching over me that day.  Today, I am fine with just some muscle soreness that lasted for a few months. At the time my new boyfriend decided he didn't like me stripping anyways and when this accident happened he took care of me. Bless him. He owns his own business and asked me if I would become his assistant. 

I have been sober and clean since September 19, 2009. I have a new career, I’m very happy and in love! I read daily. Before, I hadn’t picked up a book since I quit school in grade ten. Reading has opened my eyes to success.

Before I became a dancer, I had a bit of a rocky road in life. I was no ordinary girl. I was stuck in the poor me pattern. I was sexually molested at the age of five by a family friend. Amongst other things, I was pushed away from my mom who didn't want to believe the molestation was true. She was raped and I was the outcome. So not knowing who my father is, I had rebelled all my life and I felt I was the black sheep of the family.

This life experience has made me into a loving woman now.  I realize that I am responsible for everything I do in my life and I look at life differently now. My mom and I have a wonderful friendship. She knew that I was a dancer and she accepted it. She even gave me ideas for my shows and costumes. Everything happens in our lives by the choices we make. I firmly believe that if you want to change your life, you must change your habits first.

As I grow, I work on dealing with my childhood experiences, mental patterns and the beliefs that I have constructed over the years. I want to make positive changes one day at a time. And if I can stay sober and happy while I do it, others can do it too.

Dancing was a huge part of my life. Of course there were the bad elements like the addictions and the stress, but there were aspects of it that I truly loved. I absolutely loved entertaining on stage and doing my theme sets like blowing fire. I was pretty creative if I wasn’t too hammered. I also loved the friendships with the girls, the relationships with the bars and the travel. I danced my way all over Canada, and how many people can say that? 

On the other hand, I hated the politics and the backstabbing women. The beautiful pole work that I did has wrecked my body; my shoulder and hip pops out all the time. I also couldn’t stand it when the clubs forced the girls to be on the floor to make them money by doing private dances for $30. Out of that $30, the club took $22 and we would be left with a measly $8. At some of the clubs, it was mandatory to do forty dances for the week; some were as much as eighty or even ninety dances for the week! 

There were VIP rooms lined up near the front doors at some clubs and the bar was always there to take the customer’s money, making sure they got their cut and that the girls didn’t steal a portion of it. With the steady push for girls to do private dances, the customers felt the constant pressure. I would do twenty dances and then call it a day. Sometimes a guy would ‘buy out’ a girl. This is when the customer has the option to pay a lump sum for the girl’s time to party and drink with her while the bar got a percentage of what he paid. It was also mandatory for all the girls to be working during the peak hours of nine at night to two in the morning. 

I’ve had a lot of interesting experiences. My dealer boyfriend had some shady people working for him, and one of them trained me for counter surveillance and anti-surveillance. I got so good I could pick up on a five car tail. While I was working at one strip club as a VIP girl, I noticed something as I was driving home after work. I was being followed and I picked up on it right away. I was so pissed off! I ended up following him and blocked him at the entrance of a cul-de-sac. Jumping out of my car, I screamed, “Mother fucker! I got your plate number! You’re done!” Then I hopped back in my car and sped off. I gave the plate number to some guys I knew but I don’t know what happened after that.

The weirdest customer I have encountered was the East Indian guy who would pay me $80 for four songs. While I danced, he wanted me to take my stiletto heal and stomp it in his cock and balls as hard as I could. I would usually be drunk when I did this but if he came in when I wasn’t loaded yet, I would tell him, “I can’t deal with this right now.” He had to wait until I had four shots of vodka. 

The creepy underwear guy would come into the bar to buy my thong. He always paid me $100-$150 for it. Before handing me over any money, he would ask me if I wore them all day. The dirtier they were the better, since he would pay me more money if I wore them all day. I was disgusted when he told me he would jerk off to them. I couldn’t stand the thought, so one day I yelled at him, “Take your sick fuckin shit out of here and leave me alone!” Then I had another drink.

My girlfriend and I went skiing for the weekend once. One night while we were partying, we got wasted until five in the morning with some guy who wanted to hang out with us. For some reason we got onto the subject of drinking pee. My friend peed into a beer bottle and the guy drank it while I videotaped it! The weird part of this story is that he was sober.

I have persuaded guys to cattle prod five thousand volts into their balls themselves!  I did other crazy shit like having chicken fights on guys’ shoulders I didn’t know and then doing a lap dance in my panties in the dirt. I would always be the life of the party as I came running at people to give them flying elbows. I also thought it was funny when I would ask cab drivers if I could pee on their car. I’m amazed I didn’t end up in jail!

My best customer was the beaver man. He came into the club and gave girls stuffed beavers. On my twenty fifth birthday I was wearing a long black gown and a strap-on and I was doing my usual crazy antics like getting helicopter rides with some of the guys. At one point, I pulled up my dress and yelled at beaver man, “Suck it bitch!” He gave me a full on blow job, complete with deep throat and a head shake at the end!

Something you would find amusing about me is my ice trick. I like to call myself the illusionist. I could make it look like ice cubes and water shoot out of my pussy. First, I would put ice cubes in my mouth and then lay on my back, hoisting my ass up by supporting myself on my shoulders. My pussy would face the crowd and I would shoot the ice and water out of my mouth and it looked like it came out of my crotch. It was an optical illusion and a balancing act I did, but I had to be pretty sober in order for it to work.

I can’t say that I had any embarrassing moments since life was one big party all the time. When the music would pause or stop and I farted, I would just laugh. If some guys would laugh in response, I’d say “Ya, you like that? I did it for you!”

When I first got in the business, I was surprised with the amount of drugs and the numbers of girls giving blowjobs in the back or letting guys touch them. It was disgusting when I came across condom wrappers lying in VIP rooms with beds.

Before getting into the business, I wish I knew how addictive my personality was. I also wish that I was taught to save my money because I would be better off today.  I don’t regret getting into this business, but I wish I would’ve done things differently. Dancing has made me into who I am and I am one year and seven months sober now! It got me to where I had to deal with my molestation and I’m more respected now too as I hobnob with multi millionaires in my amazing new career!

I used to talk about my stripper days all the time but because I now have a different career, I pretty much keep it a secret since most people wouldn’t understand. Before I trust anyone with my story, I like to build a relationship first. My mortgage broker knows my history and I have support from many of my friends. As for my boyfriend, he wants me to drop it all.

My advice for new girls coming into this business is to save your money and get financial advice. Stay away from drugs and booze. Keep to yourself and don’t get involved with bad people because you become the people you hang out with. Plan to get out!

Your thoughts create your future and we are a product of our thoughts. I always wanted to be a Vegas showgirl and the closest thing I got to that was an expert in my field.

Partly written by Lady Slipper Orchid  

