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	This book is dedicated to every woman who enthusiastically indulged my antics as a professional exotic entertainer, showed me the kindness and respect I showed her, and gifted me with as many cherished memories as I provided her. I literally couldn’t have done it without you. The names of some of you may escape me after all these years, but the feeling of us playing off each other in the heat of the night shall never fade away. There will forever be a special place in my heart for each of you sexy ass motherfuckers.
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	EMILY STRIPPED BARE

	 

	I’m totally hot for Emily, drama and all, but it goes deeper than that…

	The phone rang as I showed my body no mercy. Heart racing. Breathing heavy. The sound of metal on metal surrounded me like some avant-garde industrial symphony. My chest and back muscles were pumped and throbbing from the brutal workloads inflicted upon them. Shoulders were next. I moved to train them as if I just had sex and was immediately gunning for another round.

	I wondered if Becky thought she interrupted me having sex. Others have asked that when calling me during a workout. This happened more often in the past. My exotic entertainment agency, Hardbodies Entertainment of Arkansas, had once been something of a mini business empire. By April 2018, however, it limped along as I contemplated new entrepreneurial possibilities while attempting to complete my B.A. sometime in this century.

	“Are you available for a birthday party a week from this Saturday in Sherwood?”

	While I certainly needed the money, I played it cool as always. Enthusiasm is an excellent deal maker, but desperation is a surefire deal breaker one way or another.

	“Yeah, I can still get you in for that date.”

	As I headed for the locker room to retrieve my scheduling binder, I swaggered past hopeless souls churning out poorly executed deadlifts and curls simply because they could. Becky filled me in on the details. By the sound of her voice, I had her pegged as a fifty-something woman and no stranger to flavor country. She asked me a variety of questions about what my performance entails and mentioned how pretty the birthday girl is. That last point stuck out to me as it’s something clients never mention because it shouldn’t matter. I wasn’t interested in fucking the birthday girl. Not yet, at least.

	As for Becky and the rest of her friends…

	“We’re a bunch of horny old broads.”

	…followed by nervous laughter. Not the sort of women I’d talk into making out with one another for my amusement, as I’m wont to do at times. 

	As I sat in an empty corner of the gym and jotted down pertinent details into my black binder of professional debauchery, I couldn’t help but cringe at that statement. Although nominally made in jest, I instantly recognized and felt bad that she was selling herself short. If only she knew the extent of unrelentingly harsh self-criticism to which I had subjected myself all these years, but it wouldn’t have made a difference. 

	With no obvious red flags present, I booked the party and had all the information I needed including time, number of women present, and the name of the birthday girl. Emily. I’d get online later and put faces to names, as I do with clients, bachelorettes, and birthday girls. In the meantime, I returned to that cast iron jungle lined with mirrors and resumed my physical catharsis. 

	***

	A special perk for strippers is entertaining people they find attractive. So, when a guy returns from getting a lap dance and gushes about how the stripper genuinely liked him, his buddies shouldn’t be too quick to laugh at and dismiss his claims. There’s a legitimate chance she may have the hots for him and was extra flirty as a result. She’s still human after all.

	The same holds for male strippers. While I take excellent care of all my bachelorettes, birthday girls, and their girlfriends, I admit that it’s exciting to encounter a woman who makes me think, “Yeah, I’d do her.” Not only is this a personally satisfying development when it occurs, but it’s something I can use as an entertainer to further turn up the heat of the moment by making things extra scandalous.

	With my workout completed, I arrived home and cooked dinner. Sitting down at my computer to eat, as I do with nearly every meal, I jumped on Facebook to learn about Becky and Emily. My online snooping should come as no surprise to anyone, given what I’m about to do in a strange place full of strange women.

	Becky was pretty much what I expected. From there, I scoured her friends for a pretty girl named Emily, and there she was.

	Those eyes. That smile. She’s beautiful. So embarrassing beautiful, apparently, that I can only describe her in sentence fragments. “Yeah, I’d do her,” doesn’t begin to scratch the surface in describing my immediate intentions towards Emily. I don’t believe in things like angels, yet not only was there now one right before my eyes but one who is sexy as all fuck. It was truly lust at first sight, damn her.  

	It was like the exact moment when I knew I had entered puberty. I was sitting in class a few days before summer vacation when I happened to casually glance in the direction of the cute girl who sat a couple of desks away from me. Without warning, a strange new feeling swept over me. The specifics were vague, but I immediately recognized it as a sexual attraction. Ultimately, it went no further than me throwing rocks at her later. 

	My desire to throw rocks at Emily was even more intense. As a stripper, you can bet her sexy ass that she was getting extra-special attention. And, as a man, I had every intention of making a move on her. Emily made a strong impression on my Machiavellian sensibilities. It’s not every day I encounter a girl who’s even more beautiful than me.

	Beyond the erotic sensations, however, the sight of Emily made me reflect upon living a life akin to the immortal words of the great David Lee Roth:

	“I found the simple life ain’t so simple

	When I jumped out on that road

	I got no love, no love you’d call real

	Ain’t got nobody waiting at home”

	There’s a want for that special girl in my life. It’s something I think about at this late stage of my stripping career. One who possesses the vanity to match mine along with the sassiness to compliment my swagger. A girl who rocks heavy black eyeliner, shares my affinity for leopard print, and owns a smile that could talk me into killing for her. I have no intention of giving up my decadent ways. If anything, they’ve been restricted all these years without the ideal partner in crime present to equally share in the delicious fun night after night. Is Emily that girl? I have no fucking clue, but I’d love to find out just how alive we can make each other feel.

	***

	As much as I wanted to meet Emily, I questioned hitting on her before an audience of horny old broads and how they would react. I pondered one strategy after another while figuring out a way to take her home with me. The problem solved itself when Becky texted four days later to renegotiate the booking fee by $30. It’s not that she didn’t have the money. Rather, she wanted to run my show. Fuck that. Emily or not, no booking is worth the drama of a troublemaking client. So, I canceled. 

	Not surprisingly, Becky went for the jugular in retaliation:

	“It’s your loss.”

	I immediately wanted to punch her in the face. By my loss, she wasn't talking about money. She was talking about Emily. It was now clear that Becky always intended for the brief pleasure of Emily's company to serve as part of my compensation. I was offered a one-hour chaperoned date with a hot girl, after which I would be expected to exit her life forever due to possibly the harshest cockblocking in history. Fuck Becky.

	Still, my intuition told me it wasn’t over. I kept waiting for another phone call. It came late on the eve of the party. Although I missed it, the caller left a voicemail.

	You might think that anyone attempting to get me back on board would make a conscious show of respect and humility. Nope. Instead, I was introduced to a woman named Charolette via possibly the most passive-aggressive and blatantly insulting voicemail in history. She decided to take the, “He’s a stripper, so he must be a fucking idiot,” approach and acted like she wanted to book me for an entirely different party in Sherwood, Arkansas on the same date that also had a “really pretty” birthday girl for me to entertain. I didn’t bother returning Charolette’s call.

	I received a strange phone call from yet another woman on the day of the party who hung up when I informed her it wasn’t happening. For me, that night was spent losing myself in alcohol and music. I attempted to reconcile the mistreatment I had received with the frustration of not being pressed up tight against Emily before carrying her off into the sunset. As I sat in the dark with Rick James and Jack Daniels keeping me company, I attempted to take solace in the disappointment that my new enemies were also feeling that night by their own fault. But it didn’t help.

	The drama didn’t end for either side on that muggy late-April night, as I received the occasional strange phone call or text over the succeeding months. While this was nothing new for me, there was a different vibe about these calls and texts. Take the following text exchange for one example:

	“Is this Magnum?”

	“Yes. What can I do for you?”

	And nothing more. I Googled the number and learned it belonged to a makeup artist, which is notable. Does that prove anything? Of course not. But it’s strangely coincidental and not an isolated incident.

	In the meantime, I struggled with articulating the entire incident to others beyond the simple explanation that I had booked a party and canceled it a few days later over money. The people who received this watered-down explanation knew I wasn’t telling them the entire story. I took multiple stabs at writing about it, but the results were half-baked at best despite my desire to lay it all out for myself and others. 

	I needed to confess my hunger for a hot piece of Emmie Pie to someone in the know, and that someone was Charolette. Why Charolette? Because she afforded me the efficiency of killing two birds with one stone. I could cure my writer’s block by admitting my attraction to Emily and deliver payback for that awful voicemail she’d left me. So, I packaged my confession within a bullshit apology about how everything was my fault and blah, blah, blah… I still managed to brag about having dated other hot girls, because I couldn’t help myself. And because fuck Charolette.

	This was no easy task as I would write a couple of sentences, lie down and stare at the ceiling, write a couple of sentences, do some laundry, write a couple of sentences, admire myself in the mirror, write a couple of sentences, go to Walmart, write a couple of sentences, and then dance like no one was watching. Because no one was. 

	Finally, my “apology” was complete. It was glorious in its manipulative, vindictive, and discomforting rhetoric. As soon as I hit send, I felt the weight of the world lifted from my shoulders at Charolette’s expense. Bless her heart. She never responded, nor did I expect her to. Because that wasn’t the point. My objective was achieved as I immediately sat down afterward and began writing the first draft of this prologue. 

	I could now express in words what had been going through my mind for so long. Not only could I write about it, but I began sharing the story with others to a positive response. This includes telling it at bachelorette parties – complete with voice impressions of Becky and Charolette – to women gathered around me as I stand there in a g-string and sip whatever cocktail they fixed me. The twentysomethings in particular, who always ask for stories, are so taken with my desire that they run through every girl named Emily they know in the slim chance they can introduce us.

	***

	So, how would things have played out had I performed at Emily’s birthday party? I imagine something like this:

	With total authority, I enter through a gate into a middle-class backyard dressed as a cop (Becky requested some pool maintenance guy thing but that’s stupid) who is here to break up the party due to noise complaints from the neighbors. I take note of the recently constructed swimming pool, as Becky has money for pools but not strippers. 

	Upon being greeted to the excited squeals of horny old broads and the stench of lingering cigarette smoke, I demand to speak with Emily. The broads point in unison towards my thoroughly embarrassed birthday girl, seated in the middle of my audience like an unbelievably gorgeous flower rising from a compost heap, and I demand she explain to me what’s going on here tonight. After giving me some silly non-answer, I make her stand, bend over, and assume the position. I frisk her by running my hands up between her legs, then tell her I know she’s been in this position before as I enthusiastically thrust and grind my pelvis against her firm, round butt. Once the hysterical laughs subside, I make her take a seat, place her in handcuffs, and inform her that she’s in violation of penal code 6969.

	I press play on my phone. The “Bad Boys” theme from COPS blasts from my portable speaker as I straddle Emily, looking into her amazing brown eyes and physically expressing a combination of playfulness and sexual dominance. The music quickly changes to “Salt Shaker” by the Ying Yang Twins. A song perfectly suited for bump-and-grind movements as I dance on my birthday girl. She accepts this hot stranger suddenly all over her. I tear off my shirt and place her hands on my rock-hard pecs, then slowly guide them down my abs. When the belt comes off, I have her stand and assume the position once more for a light birthday spanking. She sits down. I have her grab the waistband of my tear-away pants as I step backward out of them to the delight of my audience. I fall forward and catch the edge of Emily’s chair. Placing my face in her thighs before moving slowly up her legs and along her torso. Stopping to rub my face in her ample breasts, until we finally end up face to face. I know I’m giving her the bedroom eyes and voice. I can’t help myself.

	Then comes my signature move when I straddle Emily facing away and fall forward to land on my hands. Simultaneously kicking my legs back and squeeze her thighs as we’re crotch to crotch. The music changes to “Hold On, We’re Going Home” by Drake. This is where the performance takes an interesting and unique turn. The slower song gives me an excuse to take things into more sensual territory. I gently run my fingers through Emily’s long, dark hair and stroke her cheek as I lower myself face to face with her. My chest pressed tightly against her tits. I lose myself in her eyes. Her smile is killing me. I slowly lean in and press my lips against hers.

	Pandemonium breaks loose amongst the horny old broads as I literally sweep Emily off her feet and carry her away. To do every naughty thing we’ve already done countless times in my imagination. Her friends threaten to call the cops, but they forget that I'm the law around here. And my ridiculously stunning birthday girl is in dire need of an all-night strip search. The party is dead, but I’ve never felt so alive.

	Happy birthday, Emily.
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CHAPTER 1

	 

	Emily isn’t my only stripping related tie to Sherwood, Arkansas. In fact, that’s where this wild and crazy odyssey began on a Saturday night in April 2004. The spacious retail showroom by day made for an outstanding after-hours discothèque by invitation. Its gray tile floor commandeered by dancers with dirty moves. Others took advantage of the display pools and spas. Alcohol flowed as stereo speakers blasted the likes of OutKast, Nelly, and the unholy alliance of Usher, Ludacris, and Lil Jon. Yeah.

	Not once did I feel guilty for earning extra money this way. If anything, my employer was in the wrong for totally fucking up what should’ve been a successful pool and spa dealership targeting an upscale clientele. There was always something special about this location, and the magic was undeniable on that night. The full moon projecting silvery rays through a glass façade. Outlining silhouettes relentless in their miming of carnal desires. 

	I knew I could not keep that job a moment longer than necessary. That night, I had proved to myself all I was capable of conceiving and executing as a born agent provocateur. This moment of clarity enhanced by a party girl who put her arms around my neck and kissed me. She took my hand, pressed a penny into my palm, and gave slurred instructions for me to toss it into the pool before us and make a wish. With the taste of too much lipstick and Smirnoff Ice in my mouth, I went for it. Upon flipping the coin into the air, the crowd vanished as I stood alone before my future incarnated as an aboveground swimming pool. All was silent except for the sound of the penny breaking the water’s surface. Like glass shattered. The ripples continuing into infinity…

	Hardbodies Entertainment of Arkansas came to be.

	***

	Hardbodies, as inherently nicknamed, was years in the making. Originally slated to be based in Denver under a never determined name. That’s where I began my stripping career. Quickly moving into private parties by virtue of my willingness to be a road warrior. Traveling to bachelorette and birthday parties throughout parts of Colorado, Wyoming, Nebraska, and Kansas. Where other eagles refused to dare. Over time I began securing bookings for a handful of like-minded male and female strippers in the Denver area. Strippers who shared my displeasure with the local agencies already in existence. We wanted to do something different with an agency that served our individual niches as exotic entertainers.

	It was within my grasp until circumstances beyond my control reduced me to the entrepreneurial equivalent of chasing the dragon. A great economic recession hit Colorado around this time as people began losing jobs left and right. People had less money to spend on strippers. We all took a giant financial hit. I accepted a pay cut to remain at my day job. A few months later, my employer could no longer afford my services at any price. I wasn’t alone in this. Everyone else within my motley crew of Denver associates experienced the same struggle. Many of us dispersed throughout the nation in search of pastures less brown. For better or worse, my only viable option was Central Arkansas.

	Little Rock is nothing like Denver, to state the obvious. Assuming I would catch on with a local exotic entertainment agency only to learn that none existed. The act of bringing together some guys for a weekly ladies’ night at a cozy nightclub, something which occurred almost effortlessly in Denver, would never happen in Little Rock. Too foreign a concept for the locals to fathom.

	Despite now living in an area void of direct competition, I didn’t immediately jump to launch my own agency. Instead picking up occasional bachelorette and birthday parties from agencies based in other states while I enjoyed a steady paycheck. I sold a few pools and many spas to customers in the northern half of the state. A region vital to the eventual success of Hardbodies. All of this allowed me to commence my ongoing exploration of Arkansas as I traveled all over the state.

	Now, one year to the month after leaving the Mile High City, I was cleaning up a pool and spa showroom in a town I’d never heard of until I moved to Arkansas. Picking up empty bottles and shocking the fuck out of pools and spas. One of my pet peeves is people who are afraid to properly shock their swimming pools. Fucking pussies.

	I was both the assistant manager and a salesperson at Splash Pools, Spas & More. The factory outlet store for Splash Superpools. An Arkansas based manufacturer of excellent aboveground pools as well as shitty portable hot tubs that break down if you look at them wrong. The store also carried the amazing Coast Spas line of acrylic hot tubs, which accounted for most of my sales to the chagrin of upper management. My process for selling hot tubs to couples was simple. Flirt with the wife to get her on board, then close the husband by throwing in $200 worth of accessories that cost the store maybe twenty bucks. The product sold itself. All I did was sell myself.

	We should’ve been rockin’ like Dokken, but corporate did nothing to advertise us or the products. Resulting in little customer traffic. By this time, the staff was down to me along with the manager. A useless dumb fuck named Peter who possessed the sort of tall and dumpy physique I refer to as “Arkansas beefcake.” He embodied every classic negative stereotype of a car salesman, and I’ve always believed he was directly involved in the theft of a $10,000 Coast Spa from the store. He spent most days losing money at online Texas hold ‘em in the face of mounting financial woes and a crumbling marriage. It was like having Shelley “The Machine” Levene as my boss. 

	While waiting for hot tub customers and tuning out Peter’s constant nuggets of life wisdom rooted in nothing, I spent my days plotting and planning in the first of several black binders I would carry with me to this day. No way in hell was I going down with this store or that lowlife piece of shit. The idea of launching an upscale exotic dance agency in Arkansas wasn’t merely daunting. It was fucking crazy. To the point that I got chills thinking about it. All the more reason I had to do it.

	Peter was now throwing me under the bus to save his job. Not even a week after my big showroom party, he accused me of something I didn’t do as I left for the day. When I returned the following gorgeous spring morning, he was ready and waiting to throw down.

	“Well, did you think about what I said yesterday?” he asked in a tone that smacked more of compensating than authority.

	“I think you’re full of shit,” I responded as only I can.

	Whatever nonsense he spewed after that went ignored as I strutted out that door for the last time and into an exciting new world. Neither Peter nor the store would last another twelve months. By the end of the day and $400 later, I was a shiny new entrepreneur. My life was about to get all sorts of crazy.

	***

	My typical performance is not the free for all orgy imagined by many. While undoubtedly sexual, risqué, and often involving the licking of Reddi-wip from body parts (tits, mostly), it’s a casual affair of girls cutting loose in the company of a hot guy with a dangerous amount of self-confidence. My role is that of agent provocateur. Rooted in my belief that men can and should be their own gatekeepers of sex like women. I’m no one’s boy toy. The girls in the audience are my toys for the night.

	That being said…

	“Oh yeah, baby. You work his big cock,” cooed the client as she videoed the bachelorette giving me a hand job.

	A week after walking out of the pool and spa dealership, I was performing at the inaugural Hardbodies Entertainment of Arkansas booking in the unincorporated community of Hattieville. My excitement ran high during the hour drive there. The final minutes especially magical as I traveled AR 213 shaded from the late afternoon sun by endless rows of majestic trees. Arkansas has many flaws, but it’s fucking gorgeous.

	I was a cowboy that evening. Rocking tear-away jeans and repeatedly cracking my bullwhip to the sound of Kid Rock. The festivities got off to a shaky start as the groom’s mother quickly became upset with my presence and left. Not sure why she was there in the first place, but whatever. It was still better than my first ever stripping performance at a male revue in Denver. One for which I earned $14 in tips and was flashed by a woman with crooked titties and no front teeth.

	With monster-in-law gone, I immediately gelled with my audience and delivered an enthusiastic performance. Inspired by excitement for my new entrepreneurial journey. My bachelorette paid me the compliment I would receive at nearly every performance:

	“Mmmm… You smell good.”

	Along with my impeccable hygiene, I’ve always been a cologne enthusiast. Mainly rotating between Preferred Stock, Eternity, and Bottega Veneta. Being told I smell good is one of the highest compliments I can receive from a woman. 

	The bachelorette wasn’t the only one to cut loose. I allowed another girl to eat food off my bare ass. Mini quiches, tiny chicken salad sandwiches, and other standard bachelorette party foods of the era. I would go on to eat a lot of these myself over the years but not off anyone’s bare ass. Not usually, anyway.

	***

	Without knowing how this whole Hardbodies thing would turn out, I applied for jobs during this time but to no avail. While I focused on shamelessly self-promoting my mad skills, interviewers were only interested in knowing if I had kids and/or how long I would promise to stay. The dubious legalities of such questions notwithstanding, nothing about these interviews instilled me with any confidence regarding job security or potential advancement. So, I said, “Fuck ‘em all.”

	My financial situation was adequate as I racked up parties while collecting unemployment. My living expenses were minimal. Allowing me to embrace my inner bohemian during the early months of Hardbodies. An average day found me waking up around noon, working out, and plotting my world domination. On many nights, whether I had parties or not, I’d hit the clubs in Little Rock during an era before they all became pretentious, boring, and rude. I loved getting out no matter where it was.

	I looked great. Of course, I had to. But I was content with where I was at that time. My weight hovered around 180 lbs. Although longing for increased muscularity, my even six-foot frame was undoubtedly a lean, mean stripping machine. My head was held high everywhere I went as I rocked platinum blonde hair and an athletic physique in the tightest jeans I could squeeze into. People noticed as I received equal amounts of cheers and jeers everywhere I went. These were halcyon days indeed.

	Young, hot, and self-employed. I was truly living the dream.

	In launching Hardbodies, I hit the ground running. My expectations were sky high and nothing could kill my buzz. I was the only entertainer at first but kept busy. Being a true professional male stripper with an eagerness to travel anywhere made me an instant hit. A far cry from the fly-by-night wannabe who may or may not show up. And whose audience will be better off if the latter scenario occurs. Savvy Arkansas party girls proved appreciative of a local agency they could trust to deliver high-quality exotic entertainment to their homes.

	My naked ambition ran rampant as I regularly scoured every place from mall boutiques to secondhand stores for potential costume items. I replaced my Denver-era costumes with ones that truly represented what I wanted to express as an entertainer. A single pair of tear-away pants took eight hours to sew by hand. And began a Sunday tradition of camping out on the sofa for a movie marathon as I stitched away while stabbing my fingertips with straight pins.

	I took many self-portraits during this time for both personal satisfaction and promoting my new business. Hardbodies didn’t have a website in the beginning, so I utilized online directories like PartyPOP at a time when they were influential. While the other agencies listed for Arkansas showcased stolen professional photos of fitness models, the amateurish quality of my images worked to my advantage as discriminating clients knew they’d get exactly whom they were seeing.

	Save for performing, there was nothing more exciting than when the phone rang. My initial startup investment included a cell phone strictly for business use and was glued to me at all times. Not unlike those Coast Spas, my excitement for what I was selling led me to close many prospective clients who were simply calling for prices. I’d beat myself up over those I didn’t close even if most were an issue of money. Or lack thereof.

	Stripping was my niche. A domain in which I could own and operate a business how I saw fit. No longer did I have to endure the failings of incompetent employers. Or the excuses of backstabbing coworkers. Now, when I received praise from clients, it didn’t paint a target on my back. I could give VIP treatment to my wonderful and respectful clients while rejecting the overtures of would-be clients who were clearly nothing but trouble. Things were finally the way they ought to be.


CHAPTER 2

	 

	It didn’t take long for Hardbodies to score its first booking gone bad in the form of a bachelorette party in Batesville. The first of many parties in that town, my swag was cranked to eleven as I drove ninety minutes northeast of Little Rock. Once U.S. 167 split from U.S. 67, I took in the fresh air as the late afternoon sun highlighted a lush, green landscape punctuated with rock faces. I leaned back as best I could in the driver’s seat as Terror Squad blasted from my stereo on that summer day. Nothing could bring me down, or so I thought.

	The client expressed disdain for my cop uniform and the fact that it didn’t have sleeves. Let’s be honest… No one is going to mistake me for a real cop. And fuck sleeves. This was clearly the sort of person who believes that a film adaptation of a book is obligated to be a carbon copy of its source material, and that’s just stupid. The entire audience was so devoid of excitement and curiosity that I couldn’t help but wonder why I was there. If I got too close to any of the married girls, she’d immediately thrust her wedding band in my face like a self-styled Van Helsing of virtue signaling under the guise of faithfulness.

	I may have played a cop, but they were totally the fun police. As I prepared to wrap up this sad affair early due to a lack of hospitality and gratuity, the party shut down on its own when the bachelor arrived. I never saw him, but he was apparently in the backyard crying like a total fuckwad. If he thought I might seduce his bride-to-be, he had no reason to worry as rudeness is a turnoff for me. They were on their way to a happy and successful marriage for sure.

	Upon walking outside, I noticed the neighbors across the street. Waving me towards them. With time to kill, I headed over and met this friendly young couple who’d been observing the drama from their front porch. Over a beer, they filled me in on the crying bachelor scandal from their vantage point. And the fact they didn’t care for those neighbors. While disappointed that the party was a dud, even if by no fault of mine, I still managed to make a few bucks and meet some nice people. This wouldn’t be the last instance of me spending more time chatting with the neighbors than entertaining a horrible audience.

	In a fitting epilogue to this tale, the client had the nerve to call two days later and complain about my performance. I informed her that the only person with any right to complain was me. The phone went dead. 

	***

	That drama aside, the Summer of Stefan raced ahead at a breakneck pace both professionally and personally. Take the hot and humid July night when I performed at a joint bachelorette-birthday party in El Dorado. I regularly booked parties in the southern half of Arkansas before it completely died economically by the late-2000s. While every town down had its unique charms, El Dorado was the crown jewel with its small yet action-packed downtown area with drinking and dancing options. There’s also the charming Union Square Guest Quarters hotel, which was the setting for this night’s performance.

	The sun was setting as I met the client on Main Street in front of a hotel comprised of an 1875 house and 1925 mansion. She led me around the corner and through a green metal gate as we entered through the rear. Upon reaching room number five, my sexy firefighter persona was greeting by ten sweet and enthusiastic young women who instantly made me feel right at home. Audiences have an obligation to help put entertainers at ease and receive the best performance possible. Not every audience gets this, so it means everything to me when one does.

	If I was present to put out their fires, then I failed miserably by engaging them in lap dances. And sixty-nine position moves as I laid them down and hovered oh so dangerously close over them. This wasn’t an especially wild group of girls, and that’s perfectly fine. They were kind, generous, respectful, and lots of fun. I can’t ask for more than that. After an hour, they were properly amped up to hit the town as I made my exit a few hundred dollars richer. Totally pumped for my rendezvous with Megan.

	My love life was barely existent during my first year in Arkansas as I adapted to this new cultural geography. I went on a few dates that ranged from banal to “I can’t get away from her fast enough.” The latter scenario involved a girl named Katie. She showed up for our date with two friends in tow. Including a shabby looking dude obviously carrying a torch for her. Although I found Katie to be an odious individual, I nevertheless made out with her for the sole purpose of antagonizing her male admirer for being there.

	Jump forward to the summer of 2004. I’d posted one of my stripping photos on Hot or Not. While basking in the fact that my score never dipped lower than 9.6 out of ten, I came across the photo of a petite brunette with a great smile. Great smiles being important to me because I wish I had one. I saw that she lived in Southern Arkansas and made my move. She reciprocated, and we began getting to know each other through a series of late-night phone calls.

	I was impressed with Megan’s adventurous and shameless attitude towards sex. Especially since she was only eighteen and fresh out of high school. I prided myself on making progress with a younger woman. Mistakenly assuming I’d shed all my naivety by age 25. She’d grown tired of her apprehensive high school sweetheart. The final straw coming when he refused to finger her ass. She enjoyed masturbating in the shower and regaling me with tales of rubbing and fingering her pussy until she squirted all over the place.

	But it wasn’t all sex talk, which is good because I require intellectual substance in a girl. Born and raised in Arkansas, she proved an excellent consultant in helping me better understand my surroundings and the people within. We also had a shared interest in fitness as well as nude sunbathing as we discussed these topics ad nauseam. She professed a fascination with my bitchin’ California English dialect, while I found her mix of Arkansas twang with a soft and somewhat raspy voice downright sexy. A voice that gave me more chills than the air conditioner on those hot summer nights.

	Still, I was cautiously optimistic as I drove through El Dorado that night from one hotel to another. Where Megan waited for me. Despite how much we’d shared between us over the phone, it would be an entirely different story in the flesh. I knew there was a chance we’d have no spark and immediately drive home in separate directions. If that was the case, then so be it. But I had to know. Rejection doesn’t hurt. Never knowing hurts.

	Megan was already checked in by the time I arrived at the Comfort Inn or whatever chain it was. She was waiting by the door when I got to the room. All smiles as she looked ready to jump into my arms yet clearly anxious herself about how I’d react. I immediately set down my bags, took her in my arms, and kissed her as we simultaneously sighed in relief. I broke out my boombox and contributed to the delinquency of a minor by handing her a beer. We danced and drank as she asked about my party and talked about her day. As innocuous as it seems, there was a special intimacy about this exchange that I hadn’t felt in a long time. 

	She wanted me to strip for her, but she had no money. I suggested we take a tit for tat approach. Her eyes lit up as she giggled.

	“I think you want to see me naked,” she eked between giggles.

	“Can you blame me?” I asked while trying to sound smooth.

	With no suitable chair for a lap dance, she sat on the edge of the king-size bed. I bumped and grinded against her as “In Da Club” by 50 Cent blasted forth. She placed her hands on my rocking hips. Never breaking our gaze into each other’s eyes. Until I took off my t-shirt.

	“Aren’t you supposed to tear it off?” she asked with a sassy tone.

	“Maybe I should tear yours off,” I responded after shaking my head at her smartass question.

	Before she could laugh at that, I was removing her tank top. Her faux shock so adorable as she’d instantly raised her arms when she saw what I was doing. I slipped my right hand behind her back and unclasped her bra with my thumb and index finger in one fluid motion. My touch was perfect that time. When it’s not, I unclasp all but the bottom hook. The key is to grip it hard and do it fast. That’s what she said.

	Megan did a little dance of her own as she removed her bra and dropped it to the floor. I was greeted by a pair of perky, round B-cup tits sufficiently ample for her tiny frame. My hands immediately found my way to them as she placed hers on my bare chest. I broke out the second can of Reddi-wip I’d brought that night and applied a small amount to each of her nipples. We looked into each other’s eyes as I licked her nipples clean and sucked each one long after the whipped cream was gone. Then she did the same to me as I unbuttoned her shorts and let them slide down her legs.

	I wasn’t the only one who wore a g-string that night. Much to my surprised delight, I didn’t get a chance to remove hers as she did it herself and ran to the window.

	“Watch this!” she exclaimed as if on a sugar high. Between the beer and Reddi-wip, she probably was.

	She stood on the heater, opened the curtains, and pressed her bare butt against the window for the world to see. I was taken in by such a crazy act so risqué and envelope-pushing yet rooted in a playful innocence and lust for life. The perfect metaphor for my life at that time and how I’d once again like it to be.

	Once Megan finished shaking her booty for an audience of parked cars, she jumped on me as I caught her hot, naked body in my arms. Neither of us could get my jeans off fast enough. I once again assumed a sixty-nine position with a girl that night but for real this time as my tongue did its own dance on her clit. Then it was my turn to be on top of her as we fucked. Talking dirty using Arkansas word pronunciations and colloquialisms, because of course we did.

	***

	Despite all my driving and physical exertion that night, I barely slept. I’ve always had trouble sleeping in strange places. Not even my comfort level with Megan could save me this time. At 5:00am I gave up and decided to take a shower. As I closed my eyes and let the hot water hit my face, I could sense Megan slipping into the bathroom. As she stepped into the tub at the other end, I turned around and took her in my arms.

	It was only for a minute, but it felt like an eternity. Not a word was said. Each of us knew that the other was thinking the same thing. She was the first person with whom I’d shared any trace of emotional connection since moving to Arkansas. While I was willing to see where things between us would lead, I had no expectations. My intuition told me not to get my hopes up. But we were soulmates at that moment in time and seized that moment to its fullest.

	As Megan lifted her head from my chest to look at me, I leaned in and kissed her. Once we finally came up for breath, I took the soap and washed her body. An act of sexual dominance that felt more protective than controlling. After shutting off the water, I wrapped her in a bath towel and led her by hand out of the shower. We maintained our romantic silent treatment as if fearing a single word could instantly break our spell.

	It wasn’t long before we cut the melodramatic nonsense and returned to our talkative and humorous rapport while preparing to leave. She had to be at work by 10:00am, while I needed to get home for a few hours of sleep before my next party that night. I sipped black coffee and soaked up another beautiful summer drive up U.S. 167 as the stereo blared forth an eighties station I happened to find. There’s a lot I could say about how I felt at that moment with everything in my life, but Love and Rockets said it best that morning:

	“I’m alive. So alive.”


CHAPTER 3

	 

	Unlike that Batesville bachelorette party with the crybaby bachelor, there is the occasional party gone wrong due to obtusity rather than maliciousness. Such clients and audiences don’t believe they’re being disrespectful. While inexcusable if for no other reason than there being no excuse for ignorance, it’s a touchy situation. Any dissent I voice will seemingly come from nowhere. In that sense, a blatantly rude audience is the lesser of two evils. Because it’s no surprise when I reach my breaking point and shut down the party.

	Take this booking on a Friday night in early August 2004 as an example of the greater of those two evils. I drove two hours northeast to the farming community of Wynne for a 67th birthday party. Being a little too eager to please in the early days of Hardbodies, I agreed to pick up the client’s cousin at a Shell station on the edge of town and give him a ride to the party. I can’t remember his name, so let’s call him Eddie. Cousin Eddie was an odd duck who refused to converse beyond telling me where to turn. I don’t think it had anything to do with me being a stripper. Dude was just fucking weird. And he was in my truck. 

	It took us about five minutes to reach the party. Which, in stereotypical backwoods Arkansas fashion, was hosted in a single-wide mobile home. It wasn’t much of a party. Along with Cousin Eddie, there was my birthday girl, her daughter (my client), and a couple related to them somehow. I arrived as a construction worker. A new costume I would abandon by 2005 because it was fucking boring compared to cop or firefighter, but I digress.

	The ladies were beside themselves when I entered the trailer. So much that they climaxed way too soon. Ready for a cigarette before the first song was finished. After making the birthday girl’s night in less than a minute, she and her daughter went outside to smoke with Cousin Eddie. I spent the next twenty minutes slow dancing with the third woman as her husband observed from the kitchen while drinking Busch Light. The look in her eyes suggested she wanted to take me home, and the expression on his face indicated he’d like to watch.

	Fuck that. After twenty minutes and a bountiful $13 in tips, it was time to leave. And because I’m apparently a glutton for punishment, I agreed to give Cousin Eddie a ride to his car. Why the hell didn't he have his car in the first place? It wasn’t broken down, so I don’t get it. And why was he even at the party? All he did was sit outside and smoke. Not that I wanted him watching me, but still. Ultimately, it was my fault for being too nice.

	***

	A common complaint amongst male strippers is having their junk constantly grabbed by women. If you’re a male stripper with this problem, you have only yourself to blame. This is not something I’ve encountered. Because I own every single performance as any stripper, male or female, should. Whether a private party or male revue, I always make my entrance in an authoritative manner that instructs the audience, “This is my show, and we’re doing it my way.” Not only does this protect me from unwanted groping, but it’s exactly the alpha male presence that gets every woman’s motor running. Women with money to spend want their male strippers to dominate them.

	Having said that, there was a party at which physical boundaries were overstepped in a big way. It occurred the night after the Wynne party and couldn’t have been any more different from my encounter with Cousin Eddie and the gang. This is the one party I was reluctant to write about as I still wrestle with what happened, but I’d be intellectually dishonest to hold it back. Plus, it’s not without juicy drama too good to ignore.

	This bachelorette party is notable from the start because it changed location twice. Originally located 25 miles west of Wynne in McCrory, it briefly moved to the unfortunately named Bald Knob before settling in a large home on a golf course in Searcy. The two clients can be aptly described as Young Becky and Young Charolette. This is not to say they crossed personal boundaries right out of the gate. That would come later. While detecting a bit of smarminess on their part, I chalked it up to girls being nervous around a male stripper. That’s not uncommon.

	Initially, the party was a motherfucking smash with approximately twenty girls present. All in that wonderful 18-25 age range. The bachelorette was shy yet game to play along as I performed to her comfort level. The other girls weren’t shy at all as they couldn’t get enough Reddi-wip and lap dances as well as generous both in gratuity and pouring me shots. More than making up for the night before.

	One girl was having a total blast and couldn’t stop giggling. She repeatedly laid on the floor so I could get on top in various positions. I practically titty fucked her as I rubbed my cock (still in my g-string) between her breasts (still in her top). Why did I do that? Because she asked me to, and I felt comfortable enough with her and the rest of my audience to do it. A huge aspect of establishing dominance over my audience is the mutual respect that comes with it. I go as far as they’re comfortable with and vice versa.

	The bachelorette became less shy as her alcohol consumption increased. While not my type personally, she was sweet, and I liked her. Even as she rocked the most obvious – and, therefore, most hideous – bra inserts I’ve ever seen. These hard, plastic discs. They looked like fucking frisbees underneath her tight blouse. If you’re flat-chested as this girl was, why wear inserts that are also flat? That odd fashion faux pas aside, it was great to see her let loose and demand my attention for herself.

	And that’s when shit got weird as Young Becky and Young Charlolette pulled me into the nearest bedroom. My first thought was that they wanted to complain. About what I hadn’t the faintest clue as they were partaking in the fun as much as everyone else. Once in the bedroom, Young Becky dropped a bombshell.

	“How much would it cost for you to fuck the bachelorette?” she asked in a dead-serious tone.

	I’m not sure what it is, but the offer of taking money in exchange for having sex with a woman has always made me uncomfortable. I never know how to respond, and this time was no exception as I stared at her blankly. She doubled down on her sales pitch.

	“Come on. She’s a cute girl, and she clearly likes you. How much would it take? $200? $300?” kept pressing Young Becky.

	As I searched for a reply, Young Charolette offered forth a concurrence worthy of her passive-aggressive namesake.

	“Here’s the thing. She’s a sweet girl, but the guy she’s marrying isn’t right for her. We just want to give her the best bachelorette party possible to show her what she’ll be missing out on if she goes through with it,” she oozed forth in a sickeningly saccharine voice.

	Now I really didn’t know what to say as things quickly went from awkward to full-on duplicitous. Here were two women throwing their friend one hell of a bachelorette party for the sole purpose of destroying her relationship with her soon-to-be husband. And with me as a pawn in their insidious plan. After a few seconds, I responded as best I could:

	“Let me think about it.”

	Sensing that they’d made me uncomfortable, Becky and Charolette: The College Years quickly tempered their expectations and agreed to this. On that note, we returned to the festivities at hand.

	There’s no shortage of guys who will read this and say, “Dude, I would’ve totally been all over that shit.” Perhaps they could’ve, but I couldn’t. And no one knows for sure how they’d react until they’re in that situation. The motivation behind this proposition made it worse than if the bachelorette had been single and insecure. For all I know, this guy could totally be her perfect match. Maybe her friends are the ones wrong for her. That seems more likely. My own history of being cockblocked is long and frustrating, so perhaps I felt a pang of sympathy for this mystery groom. In any instance, I didn’t rename these girls after Becky and Charolette simply for laughs.

	I should’ve wrapped things up then and gotten the hell out of dodge. Instead, I returned to the living room to find all the girls up and dancing. I couldn’t resist placing myself right in the middle. They loved this as we danced and drank our way through song after song.

	The house didn’t belong to either of the clients. Our hostess was a girl who, in all honesty, was the least attractive of the group in my opinion. And intoxication had brought forth her obnoxious side. Not horribly bad, but not becoming of her.

	As I danced within this mob of wild and crazy young women practically on top of me, I felt something warm and wet on my cock. I looked down to find that the hostess had pulled down my g-string and was giving me a blowjob. The other girls saw this and dispersed in unison as I stood there frozen. Since boys are never taught a proper response to being offered unwanted head from obnoxious women (that’s not a joke), I had no idea what to do. To their credit, Young Becky and Young Charolette pulled her off me and apologized profusely.

	Now it really was time to call it a night as I walked to my boombox and turned down the volume. Without warning, the hostess was on me again. This time rushing up from behind, dropping to her knees, and giving me an unsolicited rim job. Once again, I froze like a deer in headlights as the other girls pulled her off me and apologized some more. Two girls had the foresight to take her out back as I wrapped up inside.

	After packing everything and returning from the bathroom fully dressed, I could see the hostess sitting on the porch swing as another girl comforted her. She realized what she’d done and felt guilty about it for multiple reasons. And yet, despite the other girls remaining apologetic to me until I left, I felt guilty too. I did nothing wrong. But, owing to my self-critical nature, I couldn’t help but wonder if I had.

	As I walked towards the front door, in strolled the man of the house. A friendly and soft-spoken guy who introduced himself and shook my hand. This made me feel worse. Even though, by any objective standard, I was the victim here.

	That’s where things get sticky for me personally. Contrary to what some may believe, forced oral copulation upon a man by a woman is sexual assault. And me being a stripper did not justify or excuse her actions. By my personal standards, to which I am fully entitled like anyone else, I would never consent to any form of legitimate sexual engagement with this woman. I gave her a lap dance earlier, but that was in the context of professional entertainment. Going no further than light teasing.

	I do accept some degree of responsibility for what happened. I should’ve left after my clients propositioned me for sex with the bachelorette. Instead, I lost myself in the moment with all those attractive women dancing in the living room. This was the only time in my career that I relinquished control of a party. Consequently, it’s also the only time I received unwanted sexual contact without warning. For better or worse, I learned my lesson moving forward.

	I harbor no anger towards the hostess. There are plenty of people who’ve figuratively screwed me far worse over the years. The only punishment I want is for her to be forever embarrassed by the memory of her actions and never repeat them with anyone else. I don’t feel like a victim, but I wish it hadn’t happened.

	What didn’t kill me made me stronger as I looked towards my next stripping victory. 2004 still had oodles of action in store for me. Including an encounter with the one and only Maury Povich.


CHAPTER 4

	 

	I introduced myself to the Maury production staff by making the most painfully obvious joke imaginable. One they’ve heard ad nauseam:

	“I don’t have to take a paternity test, do I?”

	And began the telling of my transformation from geeky teen to sexy stripper. Ostensibly.

	This appearance was scored through a fellow exotic entertainment agency owner out of Seattle named Stan. One of the few talent agent contemporaries I liked. A guy who was probably too nice for this business much in the way that Jimmy Carter was too nice to be president. I lost touch with him once he bowed out of the industry a few years later. Sadly, he passed away in 2015 due to complications from both leukemia and brain cancer.

	Upon arriving in NYC on a Sunday afternoon in late August 2004, I hit the studio to lay down voiceover for the reenactment segment of my adolescent low lights. I hung out in a dressing room where I was brought dinner while responding to voicemails. As I booked a birthday party for the following Saturday night, I heard kids yelling something I hadn't heard in years. Eventually realizing they were reenacting my junior high days. After that wrapped, I entered the studio to record an opening narration I wrote with a producer along with some ad-libbing. 

	Once completed, I was taken to Southgate Towers (Stewart Hotel in 2019) across the street from Madison Square Gardens and Penn Station. I entered my suite as night fell and enveloped the city that never sleeps. After setting down my bags, I looked out the window to observe steam rising from the back alley. Like I’d seen in countless films and television shows set here. This simple visual made me grasp the implications of my current situation. 

	The Maury producers expected me to get a good night's sleep and be fully rested for shooting the next day. Fuck that. I was in New York City. Manhattan. I did the most sensible thing in my mind and enjoyed an all-night drinking binge before the show. Exhaustion notwithstanding, I knew I’d be more relaxed for taping if I stayed up and partied instead of turning in like someone’s grandmother. And there was no way I’d fall asleep. I was in fucking New York City. To not hit the town would have been a crime against all that is right in the universe. Since I wouldn’t meet any of the other strippers until tomorrow, I took to the streets alone.

	New York City totally fucking rocks. A few things I've always heard about it are true. Most notably, that traffic is an absolute clusterfuck. But it's much friendlier than I’d ever imagined. The people are intense and unapologetically direct. And that’s what I like about them. A complete absence of Southern passive aggression. I met friendly people and received some of the best customer service of my life everywhere I went. Unlike in Arkansas, where a convenience store clerk had recently told me to go fuck myself after asking him why he suddenly insisted that I, a regular customer, prepay for fuel. New York is one hell of a city, although I'd never encountered such expensive alcohol in my life. Six bucks for a Corona at the hotel bar was eye-popping in 2004.

	I left Southgate Towers and headed down 7th Avenue towards Times Square. Intending to see firsthand all the famous New York City landmarks I could. I walked the entire length of that Disneyfied cesspool along 7th and then Broadway, which I followed to Central Park before taking 59th Street to 5th Avenue and passing the Trump Tower. I headed back toward Broadway, spotting the Museum of Modern Art and the former location of Studio 54, before ending up on Columbus and in front of Lincoln Center.

	I stopped in various bars along the way. Drinking Corona as well as Jack and Coke. I would pop in for a drink and tell the bartender or whoever would listen about why I was in this amazing city to their amusement. My adventure also allowed me to visit a nice gentlemen’s establishment with attractive ladies. Standing in stark contrast to Arkansas, where every strip club is a drug-infested shithole. 

	I talked to a couple of girls about my impending television appearance. They told me not to worry about, as I clearly knew my shit. One insisted that I give her a lap dance, which I did briefly as mafioso dudes looked on. They were cool as shit. Some guy from Arizona who’d won a bunch of money at an Indian casino upstate bought my drinks as I regaled him with tales of my three years in the industry to that point.  

	I caught a cab and arrived back at the hotel around 4:00am. I loved how someone could drink all night and always have an instant and affordable ride home. Once in my room, I turned on HBO and watched the Jeff “Lawnmower Man” Fahey vehicle Body Parts. Although set in New York City, it was obviously filmed in Toronto. Following those ninety minutes of my life I’ll never get back, I jumped in the shower, shaved my entire body, and got ready to check out and head over to the studio. 

	I checked out at 7:30am and sat in the lobby. Waiting for the limo to arrive. The other strippers appeared one by one. We congregated immediately since each of us contrasted greatly from the average guest. Piling into the limo at 8:00am and heading to the studio, where we were herded into a green room that was blue. Breakfast was delivered as we filled out various contracts and release forms. We hung out there for six hours while the first episode of the day was shot before ours.

	The first was one of those "who's my baby daddy?" segments for which the show is most infamous. I don't know what went down, but I
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