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Calla Lily


I grew up in a small town in the Maritimes and had always dreamed of moving to a bigger city; a place with more opportunities to make more money and have a better life. Throughout high school, the trend seemed to be to graduate and move to the west coast. The west coast was bigger, better, beautiful and of course it’s where all of the great weed was!

Moving to BC was the thing to do. You move there, grow dope, cut dope, sell dope and make tons of money. So, two weeks after I graduated high school, I made my move and took off to the west coast. Many people from home already lived here so I quickly became involved in the ‘growing’ world.

I met my boyfriend at a ‘pick’ and we started dating. He was involved in some business that wasn't exactly legitimate, so most of his meetings with his ‘business associates’ took place in exotic show lounges. He always seemed to be going on and on about the dancers, the strippers, the peelers, etc. Being the insecure eighteen year old that I was, I was somewhat bothered by this (ok, I was really bothered by it).

What made those women better than me? At this point I had still never been inside a strip bar. It seemed as though he thought that strippers were the be-all and end-all of women. As his girlfriend, I wanted to feel like I was the greatest woman in his world, not these faceless girls from the strip club. I’m sure any woman wants to feel this in their relationship, no matter how young or old. 

We went on a cross country trip, back home to the Maritimes for business and to visit family. With forty two pounds of dope in the truck, he decided to stop overnight in Montreal rather than play it safe and drive through. Montreal, the strip club capitol of Canada. Gee....I wonder why he wanted to stop there? Anyway, I decided to be the cool girlfriend and join him in the club, instead of my usual routine of sitting in the car waiting for him. We were on vacation after all!

Two things happened. First off, I instantly felt a great respect and appreciation for what these beautiful and confident, courageous and talented women were doing on stage. Dancing exotically, gracefully and artistically and further more making a lot of money! I had never had the privilege of earning money like these women were obviously doing.

Second, my boyfriend got up and left me at the table for half an hour to get private dances. There I was, all alone with my mixed emotions: fury, embarrassment and rage that my boyfriend was paying to have a beautiful naked woman dance for him. Strangely, this still didn’t deter my appreciation for what I had seen earlier on stage. I stormed out of there and went back to our hotel and proceeded to smash his $400 custom glass bong into a million pieces. That was a start, but in my mind, that wasn’t enough.

This little incident got me thinking. I was always an okay looking girl. I was always outgoing and I enjoyed being the center of attention. I then thought back to when I was younger and had won a dance competition. I knew that I had rhythm. My new plan clicked into place - revenge! If you can't beat ‘em, join ‘em!

I waited for the perfect time. I was secretly researching on how to enter this lucrative world of nakedness and found my answer. The ad read, ‘Make up to $1500 a week as an exotic dancer.’

My boyfriend had been planning a trip back east to go to a friend's wedding. He didn't want me to go with him (needless to say, this relationship was on the rocks). He left for the trip and then off I went on my new adventure. A friend of mine had picked me up from my current job as a waitress and we made the trek downtown.

I had told myself that if I wasn't good at it, then I wouldn’t continue. Turns out, I was really good at it. When my boyfriend got home from his trip, I had already transformed into a dancer. I kept it up for about a month after his return, working my waitressing shift, and then doing the hour long drive to the strip club to work my shift there, and he didn’t notice. Finally, he accused me of cheating because I was out so late all the time. I wasn't getting home from the club until three thirty in the morning. I then handed him the strip club matchbook and the questions started flying! I told him exactly what I had done, and that I was proving a point. I told him that since he liked strippers so much, I thought I should become one to get his attention. He still didn't believe me so I pulled out my freshly purchased, yet already scuffed boots and the $1400 I had made the previous week and there were no more questions. Only a look of shock! 

Revenge was sweet! It still is. Eight years later, with pictures published in Playboy, two awards for favorite floor show performer, and having met some of the greatest people I know, including my two best friends, I feel that this has been the most rewarding decision I’ve ever made. 

I don't regret it one bit and I never will. If it wasn't for jealousy and my extreme need to prove a point (I’m an Aries, I can't help it), this would have never happened. Thanks to my ex-boyfriend for being a pervert! 

I am truly a believer of life leading you to where you’re supposed to be. I have a reason to believe this. When I was young, my father travelled for sports tournaments all over Canada. He gave me a stuffed bear when I was four from one of his trips. I carried that bear with me everywhere! When I moved to BC years later, my father decided he would send it to me as a cute memory. When he was wrapping it up for the mail, he remembered where he bought it - Vancouver. Funny how that bear spent its whole life with me, and then I brought it home. 

My advice for new girls who are looking to get into this industry is to take it seriously, but still have fun with it. If you’re going to become a dancer, do it right and go all the way with costumes, promo and professionalism. And only do it if it makes you happy!
