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Sasha was standing backstage behind the red velvet curtain, hands shaking, body trembling. She wasn’t sure if she could attribute the chills running over her silky skin to the fear gripping her like a vice, or the cheetah print halter bikini which caused her milky white breasts to practically spill out of the top. The bottom was a swatch of material held together by a piece of string draped along her hips and sliding between her cheeks like a piece of floss.

Gold metallic pole dancing boots were laced around her ankles, which left a mile of creamy skin running up her legs, past her knees, all the way to her firm, round bottom.

The music that had been thumping in her brain stopped and was replaced by the sound of applause and catcalls for Jasmine, the exotic dancer who had just been performing on stage.

Jasmine had been the only dancer who had actually been nice to Sasha since she’d been hired three days ago. She taught Sasha the basics of pole dancing and how to move her body on stage to entice the crowd. Sasha was about to put those lessons to the test. Jasmine winked at Sasha, wished her luck, and headed off to the shared dressing room for all of the dancers.

Sasha nearly jumped out of her exposed skin when the announcers voice boomed through the microphone, “Alright, for everyone out there with a sweet tooth, please welcome to the stage, Cherry.” That was her cue, but she couldn’t seem to move. Applause rang out from the audience and it seemed to echo in Sasha’s ears as if she were in a cave.

Someone backstage placed their hands on Sasha’s shoulders, gave them a gentle, yet subtly seductive squeeze and with a swift shove moved Sasha toward the stage. She walked out to her song, “Cherry Pie” by Warrant, blaring through the speakers.

She looked out at the sea of faces, some grinning from ear to ear, like a kid who had just been given their first taste of candy, while others were mouthing what she could only assume were vulgar comments about her body.

Sasha thought about the reason she was doing all of this and she wasn’t about to back down now. The bright, white spotlight found her still, near naked figure and she swallowed what little pride she had left and began to seductively move across the stage.

With a fluid motion, Sasha moved across the floor toward the long, silver pole standing erect in the middle of the stage. When she was halfway across the stage, Sasha dropped to her knees and slowly began to crawl on her hands and knees, back arched, butt in the air, all while staring at the crowd with a seductive look in her eyes. The patrons in the front row were also given a spectacular view of her breasts swaying back and forth to the rhythm of her movement to the music.

When Sasha reached the middle of the stage, she slithered up the pole like a snake trying to reach the forbidden fruit. With her ankles wrapped around the chrome, static device, she twirled her way down with her head hanging back so she had an upside-down view of the audience. Long, rich auburn red hair swept across the floor as Sasha licked her lips and winked at a couple of college guys sitting at the side of the stage.

She finished her routine with one leg wrapped around the pole and the other leg parallel to the pole with her head still hanging back and her breasts slowly sliding from the thin layer of material that was barely holding them in place.
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