WARNING:  This story is not fiction, and tends to be dark

One-Night Dancer

It came from a fantasy, one I’d had a million times, driving past strip clubs, “Girls!  Girls!  Girls!”  It came from dreams at home, of strange men, disgusting, older, leering, and me being paid to dance for them.  It even came to a head in a fantasy, the one afternoon when I pushed myself all the way, dragged out a phone book, and dialed, asking if they were hiring dancers.  But I’d come this far before, seen ads tacked up to bulletin boards, walls, posts on street corners, looking for pretty young women and offering more money than made sense, giving phone numbers to call.  I’d dialed the numbers before, but never gone any further with it.  This time I would.

I was still riding on an erotic high, still daring myself, and knowing that I was wet between my legs and that my pupils were dilated from the turn on when I pulled on my jeans and a top, tennies, and left my apartment to walk down to the place I’d called.  I remember being scared as I walked up to it, wondering if the people on the street guessed where I saw going, why, but I used the charge of daring myself into something to block the fear and not think about it.  I walked down the stairs and in, told the man at the door who wanted to check my ID that I’d called earlier, been told they were hiring dancers.  He gave me a free Coke while he talked to me; made me leave my ID with the bartender so if the cops came they could prove my age.

The place was a complete dive, dark, shabby.  I’d never been in a strip bar before, and I didn’t know where to look.  The man told me that I could sit and watch the dancers for a bit, after finding out that I’d never danced before, so that I could get an idea of what it was all about.  I sat and watched, but I was so edged that most of what I was seeing never reached my brain.  I saw the girls dancing on a table, one at a time, to rock music, taking off their clothes, heard the really crummy D.J. implore the few patrons who were in there in the middle of the afternoon to tip the sweet girls who were working so hard.  There was as much excitement to the D.J. as there was to black-and-white sitcoms.  Again, the place was a dive.

After I’d watched for a few songs, I told the man at the door that I was still interested, that I wanted to audition that same night.  I asked him about clothes, and he said that was up to me, but that everyone had to wear heels, and that I’d need a longish coat to cover myself with when I left the stage.  He also told me that I would, indeed, need to shave my legs.  I told him I didn’t have any underwear, and he suggested Target.  I agreed to come back around midnight.

I went home and came up with an outfit:  straight, black skirt, to my knees, low heels, black lace bra, black knit top, and I even managed to find a pair of pale lavender, bikini-style cotton underwear in my closet.  I took a bath, shaving my armpits, legs, bikini area, and felt like I’d been peeled and like my body didn’t belong to me.  I put on the heavy make-up I wear to go dancing in sometimes.  I curled my hair, which still came half-way down my back, back then.  And I went back to that bar, a bit early, scared as hell, and with my boyfriend in tow, having informed him of what I was doing.

When I got back, one of the dancers was shocked to learn that I was the same girl who’d been in earlier with jeans and no makeup.  I guess the change was fairly startling.  Before I’d looked like some free little hippie-type, almost.  Now I looked like a stripper, almost.  For the standards of this club, anyway.  I checked in with the same man, who told me to talk to the D.J. about which songs I wanted, told me where I could leave my stuff, told me where the changing room was.

I picked out AC/DC’s Back in Black and Soft Cell’s Say Hello, Wave Goodbye, since they had almost nothing else that I liked and I hadn’t thought to bring my own music.  Then I went to the bathroom and found out, after reading countless signs tacked up about how some of the girls steal, so watch your stuff, etc., and finding 

out that apparently strippers don’t rate doors on their stalls, that I’d bled through my one pair of lavender cotton panties.  I asked the man if I could dance without them, and he said he didn’t care, “So long as yer cute little pussy is showing when yer done.”

The D.J. told me that my turn was up, introduced me as a guest dancer, and started my music, with me up on this little table with a pole in the middle and low rails along the sides with maybe five men sitting around it, drinking their non-alcoholic drinks and watching.  I’d been told all the rules:  you don’t touch your breasts or your crotch, that you don’t come within I-forget-how-many inches of the customers, all that.  And I had my  denim jacket lying on the side of the stage, to wrap around me when I was done.

I killed the top almost immediately, and the bra fairly early into Back in Black.  It was strange, dancing in heels, but I’m a pretty good dancer, and I’ve always loved to dance to that song, so it was mostly okay.  I didn’t know what to do when people started putting dollar bills on the stage, tho’.  Mostly smiled at them, I think.  I don’t really remember.  Second song and the skirt went as it started.  I was starting to breathe a bit hard from the first song, so I was glad it was slower.  I noticed one old biker guy sitting at the stage, because he looked kind, and encouraging.  Then it was over, and I scrambled around awkwardly in nothing but heels on this table, picking up money.  Then I put on my jacket, which wasn’t long enough, and grabbed my clothes and split for the back, where I realized I’d left my skirt on the stage.  I asked the other girl back there what to do, and she said, “Go get it.  You’ll be lucky if none of the men stole it already.”   Apparently, they often like to steal the dancers’ clothes.

I got my skirt back, got dressed, and asked that same man if I got the job.  He said there was some paperwork to fill out.  While I was filling it out, he let my boyfriend come in to join me, telling us both that he’d better never see him around the club again.  He said it was against the rules for girls to date the customers.  I remember about then seeing a tiny little stage set up near where he was having me do the paperwork, and one of the girls was taking off her clothes on it.  I’ve wondered since if she was just practicing or if she was being paid for a private dance.  Then it was done, and I left, and just never went back.

It’s still part of my fantasies, tho’, and I’ll think about different outfits I could wear, skirts they could see up since I’m dancing above them and stuff.  I’ll think about how he said the girls in that place get most of their money from hustling drinks, not dancing, and think of that private stage.  That may be most of why I never went back – that it’d be too much for me, flirting with all these men with my clothes on and knowing that at a word from them, I’d be on that little stage taking them off, or else my turn would come up again and I’d be baring myself on the main stage for them.  It –is- too much to do, at least for now.  But thinking about it is nothing short of luscious.

Oh, yeah, last thing.  Even though the whole thing was acting out a fantasy for me, I still got the screaming horrors of men, silently screaming for at least three days of waitressing at Pizza Hut after my audition.  Funny how I can love it and loathe it, both.  Or maybe not.  Fuck it, I’m babbling, better shut up, now.

