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What others are saying
about

The Pole Position

 


“This thin volume dresses
itself as a smart, sassy how-to guide for strippers, but peel off
that outer layer and underneath you will find a soulful reflection
on life and womanhood.  Half memoir and half self-help, Sheila
Hageman's wise and witty observations will enlighten all her
readers: aspiring strippers, and everyone else.”

--Wendy Wisner, Epicenter
and Another Place of
Rocking

 


“Sheila Hageman's The Pole
Position: Is Stripping For You? is a guide and a soul-searching
journal for those considering stripping as a vocation. A former
stripper, and now a married mother of three, a writer and college
professor, Hageman is not ashamed of her past. In fact, she uses
her lessons learned to provide insight and opportunities for her
reader to self reflect. This book is for anyone curious about what
it's like to be a stripper.”

--Sandra Hurtes, On My Way To Someplace
Else
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Introduction

 Ladies, have you ever wondered what really goes on in a strip
club? Ever wondered why your mate loves to go hang out and watch
some other woman strip down to her skivvies? Well, now you don’t
have to sit through the agonizing sneers and cracks at your local
topless bar to learn the tricks of the trade. I will usher you
inside the strip club world and teach you not only the secret moves
you need to seduce your own man in private, but also how to decide
if you really should take it all the way and become a professional
exotic dancer. If you do make the decision to give stripping a try,
use this guide to help you to stay healthy while in the stripping
business and after your exit.

Think about it: in these uncertain
economic times, there are lots of people looking for career
opportunities in unusual places. If you happen to be a young woman,
one of the job possibilities you may be curious about is stripping,
even though you may never have imagined yourself considering taking
your clothes off for cash.

You may be trying hard to look past
your preconceptions of strippers; maybe you have even made fun of
women in the adult entertainment business. But now here you
are—wondering just what it’s really like to dance nude in a strip
club for a living. You’ve even skimmed the Adult Help Wanted
section of your alternative weekly newspaper out of “curiosity.”
You’ve joked to your significant other that maybe you should become
a stripper, and while he chuckled at the idea, you were secretly
wondering what was so funny.

Or maybe you’re thinking
about stripping because you’ve heard stories about women putting
themselves through college by stripping a few nights a week and
you’re thinking, hey, if they can do it,
why not me? Or perhaps a friend of a friend
danced for a few years and made enough money to buy a nice condo by
the beach and you’re thinking, I’m just as
attractive as she is; why shouldn’t I be making that kind of money
instead of slaving away as a waitress for minimum wage?

There are lots of reasons
why a young woman may contemplate becoming a stripper. Whatever
your reasons, you probably have a lot of questions about what the
business is really like. Sure, you’ve surfed the Internet in search of forums,
you’ve browsed stripper blogs, and you’ve even rented
Showgirls a few times, but
you’re wondering what the truth is behind the fiction.

You may have questions
like: Are high-end gentlemen’s clubs in the
city as glamorous as I’ve heard? Will my local dive-club be
dangerous and demeaning? Will I be expected to perform “extras” for
the managers? Is leaving the stripping world as difficult as some
say?

This guide will answer all your
technical, emotional, financial, and moral questions from the
viewpoint of someone who worked in the business for a decade and
experienced the full range of strip club environments and
situations. Today, as a writer and teacher, I’ve also taken a lot
of time to revisit my past to understand my motivations and the
deeper meanings of my experiences.

My goal is not to convince you one way
or the other to enter or not enter the adult entertainment
business—I simply want to give you the facts I wish I had had
before I started stripping. I will present you with the questions I
think most necessary to mull over before you decide if stripping
will be a healthy lifestyle choice for yourself or if you should
keep your exotic shows for your partner’s eyes only.

When I first started stripping in
1989, the Internet didn’t exist, nor were there books about
strippers in stores. Now there are a multitude of virtual peeks
into the strip club world available to you in memoirs, magazines,
and strip club reviews. I went into my first club with no idea of
what to expect. You could say I went in blind but had my eyes
opened quickly. I’m not sure if I would have become a stripper if I
had had the kind of knowledge at my fingertips that is available
now to you. Take advantage of the fact that you can know what to
expect before you make such an important decision in your
life.

Let’s face it—becoming a stripper is
not like becoming a sales clerk or a receptionist. Stripping is a
job that will impact your life on many levels. As much as you may
like to think you are strong enough not to be affected by certain
negative influences that surround you on such a job, you may be
incorrect. There is no way to become a stripper without coming
face-to-face with some serious issues and requirements.

Don’t get me wrong—I’ve seen many
happy exotic dancers who I believe really enjoyed the job. But for
every at-peace-with-being-a-stripper woman, there are a dozen who
suffer every day that they strap on their stilettos. And even
worse, many continue to suffer the repercussions years after they
leave the business.

This guide is written for you—the
woman deciding if this is the right profession to enter or if you’d
rather just be a private dancer for your mate. I am not here to
judge either way. I believe in freedom of choice for everyone and
that there are some women who will never regret their decision to
be a stripper. But why go into something without examining the
facts? You wouldn’t buy a new camera without checking out the
options available, right? So take the time to study this guide and
learn what to expect if you do enter the adult entertainment world.
Be as prepared as you can be so if you decide to move forward with
the life-changing decision to become a stripper, you will be able
to remain as healthy as possible while doing it.

This guide is organized around what I
think are the most important topics to discuss before you decide to
audition. You can learn the ropes before you push open that first
blacked-out door with the sign that reads, “No Fat Women Allowed.”
At the end of each section you will find questions to consider,
helping you to understand your motivations, strengths, and possible
weaknesses that will impact your survival in the
business.

I recommend you take the time to write
down your answers in the spaces provided instead of just breezing
through the answers in your head. Be sure to answer the questions
as completely and as in-depth as possible. Writing your thoughts
down helps you to be able to go back afterward and review what
you’ve thought. Also, the act of writing itself can be very
therapeutic in sorting out the different layers of truth to better
understand what you think about yourself and your world.

I’ll start off by sharing my story
with you, so you can see that I was probably a lot like you…young,
curious, scared, excited, and ready to start an adventure and make
lots of money.

Why did I become a stripper? How did a
shy, suburban girl become an adult entertainer? And consequently,
how did that same woman eventually manage to leave the strip world
behind and become valedictorian of her college class?

As I believe it is for most women,
there is no one easy answer, but there are similar underlying
motivations, emotions, and desires.

So join me now as we enter and explore
the strip club world together in a safe and anonymous
way.
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1. My Story




“Hi, I’m Sheila Hageman.”
My long dirty-blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail and my face
was awash with a nervous blush.

“Thank you, Sheila. That’s
fine.” The director turned my head shot over.

“Excuse me,” I said as I
backed away. “Don’t I get to read anything?”

“Not another—” the producer
snarled at the new photo in his hands. “No. We’re doing an initial
type-out and every moment I’m wasting explaining this to you is
time I could be spending looking for the right actress!” He grabbed
his Styrofoam cup of black coffee and sorted through the remaining
résumés with his female assistant.

I knew there was no point arguing that
I could act any type. I knew I was an excellent actress, but the
other women in the waiting room probably thought the same thing
about themselves. If only I could be given a chance to read after
waiting three hours. I spun around and hurried out of the studio. I
had to speed walk to Grand Central to catch my train back to
Connecticut in time for work.

It was exhausting trying to make time
for all the things in my life: my boyfriend, auditions, and my
bill-paying job at Dunkin’ Donuts. It wasn’t such a bad place to
work; I got to eat all the doughnuts I wanted at half
price.

A minimum-wage job was all I could
find with just a high school diploma. I wasn’t getting any closer
to my goal of moving to New York City to pursue acting full-time. I
knew I had to find a better-paying job with fewer hours if I was
ever going to make something of myself.

I made it to work on time and brewed
coffee. It was a boring shift filled with the regular late-evening
doughnut eaters. There was the furniture delivery guy who had a
crush on me, the old man who said he used to be an actor who never
had enough money for his old-fashioned cake doughnut, and the
aerobics fat lady who always said, “Just one won’t hurt me.” She
demanded that she squeeze every doughnut for freshness before I put
it in the cardboard box. Customers behind her mumbled as if it was
my fault that she was so neurotic. My tired nerves were wearing
thin, so I took an early doughnut break.

I plopped down into the
crumby orange break booth and skimmed through the
Fairfield County Advocate’s Help Wanted section. My view skipped to an advertisement
that I saw week after week: “Exotic Dancers Wanted! Make up to
$1,000 a week! No Experience Necessary! Will Train!”

I was wasting away in suburbia, hating
my life. If I lived in New York City I could go to more auditions,
but it was so expensive to live there. I needed to make some big
money first.

A thousand dollars a week? I could do
it. I was an actress. All I had to do was play another
role.

I tore the small ad from the paper,
shoved it into my Levi’s pocket, and brushed the color sprinkles
from my pink polyester apron.

The next day on the phone, a man named
Dan explained that GMS was a management company for strippers. “You
don’t have a problem going topless?”

I didn’t hesitate. “No.”

I had finally realized what “exotic”
meant but I didn’t see why I should have a problem with it. I was
comfortable with my body and I was a performer.

Two days later, I drove to a downtown
Bridgeport brick apartment complex. I walked down a long, dark
hallway filled with the sounds and smells of babies and knocked on
a door with a cardboard gold star that read “GMS Management.” I
pushed open the thin wood door into a small office covered wall to
wall with photos of naked ladies. Dan, his striped polo shirt
sweated to his chest, interviewed me for the job. His partner,
Jack, was on the phone the whole time talking to a woman named
“Babe.” I wondered if they could smell the sweet scent of nervous
sweat that ran down every inch of my body.

“Why don’t you go slip into
your costume?” Dan asked.

I nodded and headed for the bathroom
behind me. One glance in the mirror at my sweaty face and I looked
away. I whipped off my sundress, cotton panties, and sandals and
into my white lace bra, thong, and heels.

The door stuck on the shag carpet as I
opened it, but I tried my best to appear graceful. Dan whistled and
nodded in big gulps as I did my fashion model turns that I’d
learned at Barbizon modeling school the year before.

“Oh yeah, sweetie!” Dan
said with smile. “Could you take off your bra now?”

I’d known I would have to, but I felt
so stupid reaching my arms around my back and trying to unsnap. Dan
leaned back and revealed his sweaty pits as I exposed my nipples to
the glaring office fluorescents. I waited for him to tell me I was
too flat chested, but he just took a Polaroid of me topless “for
the files.” It was more embarrassing trying to put my bra back on
in front of strangers than it had been being topless.

“Now, you look really
young,” he said as I sat down in the plastic folding chair before
his desk, “so I need you to look glamorous from the minute you walk
into a club. We’re talking full makeup, dress, and hair.” Dan
rocked back and forth in his leather swivel chair, his cheap
polyester pants making squeegee sounds.

I tried hard to remember everything he
said, but I was distracted by the fact I was sliding farther and
farther back into my chair.

Who was I kidding? Maybe Dan would see
right through me and tell me I wasn’t sexy enough to be an exotic
dancer. Or that I was too young and innocent.

“You’ll need a signed
permission letter from your guardian, since you’re under
twenty-one.”

“You mean I’ve got to tell
my mother what I’m doing? I’m eighteen! What’s the problem?” I sat
up and leaned in toward Dan’s cluttered desk. “I’m
legal.”

“Well, you aren’t an adult
to the state until you’re twenty-one. You’ll be working in bars,
but don’t worry.” Dan touched my hand. “I won’t tell anyone if you
forge your permission slip.”

No way would Mom grant me permission
to be a stripper.

“Be early, but never late!
I’m your boss—you answer to me, not the club owners. I book you and
I help you when you need it, and you help me when I need it.” Dan
ran a hand through his tight curly hair. “If you have any problems,
you call me.”

I smiled and nodded in
agreement.

“If you’re caught on the
premises with drugs, it’s an immediate week suspension. Clearly
intoxicated, same deal.” Tufts of his chest hair spurted through
his open collar.

Drugs and alcohol at work? Who did
that?

“G-string stays on at all
times and absolutely no physical contact with the customers.” I
liked that rule.

“You get paid fifty-five
dollars in cash at the end of your seven-hour shift. Of course, you
make your real money in tips.”

I thought it would be a lot more
money. How many shifts would I need to work to make a thousand
dollars a week? How much could I possibly make in tips?

“So when can I put you into
the rotation?” Dan made it sound like a huge honor.

I had been hired just like that. I was
a topless dancer. They hadn’t even asked me to dance for
them.

I didn’t want to sound like an
amateur, but it was the one question that kept floating through my
mind.

“What about the free
training advertised in the paper?” I asked.

For the first time since I’d arrived,
Jack rested the phone on his shoulder, cleared his throat, and
stood up and leaned against his desk, “Just get up there and
dance.”

 


And so my exotic dancing career was
born. I danced through almost every Connecticut strip club that
existed, from the Hideaway in Stamford, to the Oasis in Westport,
to Molly Malone’s in New Britain. I did eventually move to New York
City and stripped there as well, in places like Scores, Legs
Diamond, Flashdancers, and a now-defunct Tribeca burlesque club,
Blue Angels. In between the stripping gigs I dabbled in being a
dominatrix, a nude model, and a video vixen. I managed to cobble
together a satisfying acting career as well, touring for years and
performing in off-Broadway productions.

To outside observers, stripping was a
strange choice for someone like me. That might have more to do with
what their preconceived notions of strippers were, because I didn’t
strike my family or friends as sexually miscreant and I came from a
middle-class suburban neighborhood. Roughly 90 percent of my high
school’s graduating class went to college. So why me? Why a
stripper?

Well, the truth is that most strippers
don’t fit the stereotypes. If you’ve read any stripper memoirs
you’ll see that most of us think of ourselves as “different” than
the other dancers. That just goes to show that most strippers are
your average, everyday woman—like you, coming from a relatively
normal home situation and looking for an easy and fun way to make a
living.

Of course, there are also often deeper
motivations at play.

Looking back on why I became a
stripper, I think I believed the way to receive love was to be what
other people wanted me to be—sexy. I created a character, Kyrie, to
fulfill men’s fantasies of me. Over time, it became more important
that I please others instead of myself. A split was created between
who I really was and who I thought I needed to be in order to be
loved and admired. The line became blurred when the separation
between my two selves was no longer clear; I acted out sexually as
Sheila, unsure of what my moral lines were anymore.

My journey from topless dancer to nude
model to dominatrix to fetish actress was a spiral of me giving
more and more until I had nothing left for myself or those I
loved.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/118090
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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