Sally’s Exposure

Sally was getting ready for the highlight of her month. The kids were safely parked at their Gran’s, and Rob was out with the guys. She selected a green shoulder less mini-dress, one of her favourite outfits, and one that almost guaranteed success. Once a month she’d dress up and hit the bars solo. Tonight was ‘Rusty’s Bar, on route 100. Rusty had exotic dancers every Friday night, and her bar would be full of very ineligible guys. People, that Sally knew she should avoid, but she couldn’t help herself. It was a place where every unashamed look, from the testosterone stuffed guys, made it quite clear that they wanted to remove whatever she was wearing. She rarely made it too difficult for them though, most of Sally’s clothes were revealing. Her mini-dresses were very short, and her shoulders were rarely covered. She loved dresses that accentuated her décolletage, and rarely passed that type in the boutiques of the city without buying.

As she covered her white silk half cup bra and panty set, she imagined herself sat in her usual spot at the end of the bar, innocently distracting the pool players. The guys, or girls, always leered at her. Sally knew that she could affect the outcome of the game, if she was careless enough, and she loved it. Occasionally they’d invite her to play a game with them. Sometimes, if the evening hadn’t progressed too far, she accepted. When she did play however, everyone in the bars would watch her shots, or so it seemed. She worked quite hard to ensure that her audience got, at least, some of what they were looking for.  

It was ten o’clock and the bar would be getting busy, so Sally applied the final touches to her make up. A last look in the dress mirror, yes she looked good. She bent towards the mirror and the loose low cut neck of her dress fell away, allowing a clear view down to her breasts. With the right angle, someone would see her uncovered nipples. Lucky boys, she thought to herself, and smiled. She turned, and looked back at the view. It was perfect. The dress hem was raised to the start of her butt cheeks, perfect, almost the perfect view. The guys seeing that far would be desperate to see more than just a hint of her panties. 

She collected her bag and car keys. A shot of Jack Daniels for a confidence boost, and she left the empty house.  The corvette chirped a ‘hello’ as she cancelled the alarm. She climbed in, inserted the key, and the four litre supercharged engine burst into life. She reversed carefully out of the drive onto the silent street, before accelerating away to join the almost deserted highway. 

As usual, the flashing lights outside of Rusty’s welcomed her. Even the unlit apostrophe, seemed, to be a familiarly reassuring item as she parked the car. The keys safely stored in her handbag, she climbed the steps up to the bar entrance. As she pushed, the door creaked open allowing the bar room noise to escape into the still evening air. The door slammed almost silently behind her. Although no-one greeted her, she knew that the regulars had registered her arrival. The noise level reduced momentarily, and she caught conversations being resumed after her distraction. She found a tall stool close to the pool table end of the bar, and sat down.


“Hi Sally, what can I get you?” asked Ed the barman.


“Scotch on the rocks Ed,” she replied. “How’s Suzy Ed? She any nearer to giving you your first bundle of trouble?”


“Any day now Sally, any day now. I’ll be glad when it’s over. I’m looking forward to getting Suzy back. For the last few months she’s been replaced by a huge monster that demands fresh ice cream sandwiches at three am.”

“Ha ha,” laughed Sally. “Then you’ll get a small noisy parcel, who will make Suzy’s needs seem reasonable.”

“Oh thanks Sally, you’re a big help.”  

“No charge,” said Sally chuckling. Sally looked along the bar. It was fairly busy with the usual clientele; most of them returned her look with a leer. Single woman sat in a bar, must be a whore or slut, she could imagine them thinking. She took a sip of her drink, and looked at the pool table. Four guys were playing a new rack. She eased the stool around so that she could watch the game. All the guys registered her interest, and each one welcomed her with a slow look from her ankles, up her legs to her crotch. Eventually the game got under way, their concentration clearly not one hundred percent. The most popular shots seemed to be those directly towards her. The striker would stay down forever, with his friends encouraging him with their crude comments.

One particular shot was clearly a difficult one, because the player invited his partner to give his opinion. The guy looked down towards the shot with his cue pointed directly at Sally’s legs, said,

“I think you’re right Joe. Hey you guys we need an opinion here. Is this possible?” It didn’t look too difficult to Sally, but most of the other guys checked it out and seemed split, yes or no. Eventually, the guy took the shot and made it, ayes have it, thought Sally. After a few more shots, the game ended and the four guys went and sat in one of the corner semi circular cubicles. After a long leer in her direction, a couple of younger guys started a new rack. Sally turned back towards the bar, and called Ed to replenish her glass.

“May I, Maam?” Sally looked around, and one of the pool players was stood alongside her. He was tall and dark haired, with a beard stubble. His clothes suggested a cowboy lifestyle.

“May I?”

“May you what Cowboy?”

“Can I get you another drink?”

“Sure, thanks.” Ed refilled her glass with a double, and took a bill from the cowboy. 

“Maam, would you help me to win a bet?”

“If I can,” she replied.

“I’m much obliged.”

“Well?”

“Me and the guys over there were admiring your long legs, and we disagreed about one thing.”

“Thank you. What did you disagree about?”

“Well Maam, my buddy’s all believe that you’re wearing pants, and I bet that with legs like yours you wouldn’t be.”

“That’s a bit presumptuous of you Cowboy, making a bet about a lady like that.”

“Yes Maam,” he replied. “I’m truly sorry.”

“You lose,” Sally said.

“That’s a shame,” said the Cowboy, “since you’re drinking my prize.” Sally laughed. 

“Now let me see. I said that I’d get back to them, and I bet that you wouldn’t be wearing pants. So technically we’ve not lost yet Maam.”

“Cowboy, I’m wearing pants. You lost, Big Man.” The Cowboy corrected her;

“No Maam, you’re wearing pants at the moment. When you’ve taken them off, you won’t be, and I’ll win my bet.”

“What makes you think that I’ll do that for you Cowboy?”

“Oh just a hunch, you seem like a ballsy lady, I guess.” Sally thought for a few moments, then she said,

“Wait here, I’m going to the powder room.”

“Whoa Maam, don’t do that.”

“Why, I was going to help you?”

“Yes Maam, and I’m truly grateful for your kindness to a poor cowboy. But those are three ornery mother f’s over there. If you leave your seat, they’ll claim the bet in spite of your sacrifice.”

“So you lost then.”

“Maybe Maam, maybe. But if you’re kind enough, we could probably still win.”

“How, I’ve got pants on. You’ve bet that I haven’t, and I can’t go to the powder room to remove them. Leaves us with a bit of a problem doesn’t it?”

“Yes Maam, It surely does,” said the Cowboy slowly. Sally looked into his eyes and said,

“Stand in front of me, between me and your buddy’s.”

“Yes Maam. He moved his large frame in front of her. She stood on the rail of the stool, and reached under her dress and slid the tiny silk garment down to her knees.” She sat down again, and straightened her legs towards the cowboy.

“I guess you win Cowboy,” she said.

“ That’s mighty kind of you Maam,” he said, as he took her pants off her smooth legs. She looked around, at least four people had seen what she’d done. That made her feel strangely horny, she settled back into her seat.

“What are you going to do with them Cowboy? Are you and your buddy’s going to sniff them?”

“Why no Maam, you can have them back later.”

“So go tell your friends that you’ve won your bet.”

“Ohh Maam, I told you, they’re real ornery mother f’s. They wouldn’t believe me.

“So I’ve done all this for nothing!”

“Why no Maam.”

“So what proof will they need?” she said. However, it was beginning to become clearer what was required. “Well Cowboy, what proof?”

“Well Maam, I guess they’ll need to see.”

“What, all three of them?” She was now getting very turned on. “Are you suggesting that I let those dirty, lecherous, guys look up my dress and see my pussy?”

“Why Maam, I guess that’s the only way.”

“Move Cowboy,” she said. He moved alongside her, and watched as she hitched her dress up and opened her legs facing the three guys that Cowboy had his bet with. The three guys responded immediately, pointing at her and leering. They began a discussion amongst themselves, she could only imagine what they were saying about her. She was anxious, but felt a familiar wet sensation in her pussy, and wondered if the guys could see how wet she was. In addition to the three guys, she could sense that many others in the bar were aware of what was going on, even if they couldn’t actually see what she was showing off.   

“Ok Cowboy, go and collect your winnings,” said Sally as she closed off their view, and re-adjusted her dress.

“Yes Maam.” He walked over to his buddy’s and Sally had a long shot of scotch to settle her nerves. After a short time, the cowboy returned.

“Sorry Maam, they say that they’re still not sure. You could have flesh coloured pants on, they’d like a close look.”

“Cowboy, you’re really pushing it.”

“Yes Maam.” She turned and could see that the guys had cleared a space for two in the cubicle.”

“You really want this Cowboy?” said Sally climbing off the stool.

“Why yes Maam, I really do,” he replied.

They walked over to the cubicle, which could seat approximately eight people around a central table. The cowboy started to introduce his buddy’s, but she stopped him. 

“We don’t need names, Cowboy. Well guys, I guess we all know why I’m here. Is this place for me and the Cowboy?” she said as she squeezed in past two of cowboy’s buddy’s. She felt vulnerable as she was passed through the tight space, between them and the table, and sure enough one or both of them intimately inspected her as she took her seat. “Which one of you wants to be first?” said Sally as the cowboy sat alongside her. She got her answer, as all three slid slowly under the table. She felt someone’s hands pulling her knees apart, and then fingers pushing at her pussy lips. 

“Ok guys, that’s enough,” said the cowboy. You’ve seen what you needed to see, now leave the lady be.

