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I had been working at this place for well over a year, doing my damndest to make a good impression. Trying to be the best employee I could possibly be.

I thought I was pretty damn good. Always willing to go over and above. Always willing to go the extra mile.

If it was any place else I would get recognition, but here I was constantly undermined.

Not my fault either. Only so much you could do when you’re the wrong gender in the old boys club.

Being young and attractive and female in this company meant that I was constantly undermined. Either it was them making inappropriate comments about me or them trying to step in to help me out I found every single lead swiped out from underneath me. Every inch of progress I made was hard fought for. I had to work my ass off to get ahead.

But this was going to be my big break. I had a lead that no one else had ever even so much as heard of.

There were three ranchers who I had managed to get in contact with. They had investments in agriculture and farming that had been established over generations and were looking to branch out and invest in something that didn’t take place on a farm.

Specifically real estate in the city.

Now these seemed to be a couple of old school men, but I had a feeling I could charm them and get them in. And if I did it would be massive for my career, shooting me well above everyone else in quarterly earnings and securing my place as a force to be reckoned with.

I had the lead and that meant I had to keep it quiet. I had to make sure that I was the only one in the company who knew about it until the paperwork was done and signed and secured.

So that meant going out on my own and arranging everything myself.

They wanted to be wined and dined, that much was apparent from the conversations I had with them over phone and by email. They wanted someone to take them out and show them a good time and Vegas was the best option for that. A full weekend in Vegas. An option they had suggested and one that I was only too happy to accomodate for.

I think they likely had expectations, expectations of how their time should go.

I think they were expecting Alex, likely a handsome young salesman to be making these accommodations. Instead they would be getting Alex, short for Alexandra, a beautiful young saleswoman who was more than able to accommodate.

I was more than capable of making any arrangements, be they wining, dining, gambling, or even the inevitable trip to the strip club. I was a saleswoman, and in the lead up to this I had made sure to cover any eventuality.

Anything to get the sale.

Especially considering that all of this was on my dime. If I didn’t close this deal I would be out a not inconsiderable amount of cash. This had to work for me.

So everything was accounted for and nothing was left up to chance. No matter the difficulty I was prepared for it.

But I will admit I hadn’t realized how difficult it was to arrange these things. I’d been on ‘business trips’ like this in the past, but we had staff capable of taking care of these things. Before a few weeks ago I’d never even so much as booked a plane flight, let alone arranged for everything involved in a trip like this.

Still I was a capable person, more than able to handle this.

I had this.

It was going to work out.

But then like a comedy of errors everything went wrong and my plane was delayed and I got in with just enough time to grab my bags and get to the airport. I cursed myself for having decided to dress comfortable for the flight in dressed down clothing and on the elevator ride up to my room I wondered whether I would have enough time to get changed before I had to meet them for dinner. With less than an hour before our reservation I knew it would be cutting it very close.

And then I got to my room and flipped open my bag and that was when things went from bad to worse.

This was not my bag.

That much was clear from the contents at an immediate glance. This was definitely not my bag.

I took slight solace in the fact that the clothes were at least for a woman, and that they appeared to be about my size. But that was about as far as my satisfaction would go.

Because even if I wanted to I couldn’t wear any of this.

Whoever this bag belonged to, apparently they exclusively dressed in bikinis, cut off shorts and tiny t-shirts that barely covered anything. Most of the t-shirts also happened to have some obscene phrase or image printed on the surface.

Just perfect for a professional business meeting.

I knew that I didn’t have enough time to call the airport and sort out this mess. I also knew that I couldn’t possibly wear the comfortable clothing I had worn in the flight. Cut off shorts and a bikini might not be appropriate but sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt were not appropriate either.

I was losing my mind, tearing through the suitcase and pulling everything out in an effort to find something, anything that would work.

In the end I realized two things. First was that the owner of the suitcase apparently didn’t believe in underwear. Not a single bra or pair of panties was anywhere to be seen in this suitcase. Hell there wasn’t even any bikini bottoms.

Second was that the only even remotely appropriate thing was a single dress. It was in fact the only object of clothing that wasn’t a t-shirt, pair of shorts, or bikini top. One single dress.

Only problem was it was super tight and tiny, with deep cleavage in the front and a hem that would likely barely cover my ass, if that much.

But a quick glance at the clock told me I didn’t have time to be picky. If I wanted to dress, do my makeup, and be on time for dinner I had to go now.

On my way to the elevator in teetering high stilettos and this dress I knew I would have to be extremely careful while I was out. I wasn’t wearing anything under this dress so the slightest wrong move would mean that I was flashing everything to everyone around me. Of course wearing anything under this dress wasn’t an option. It was so tight that the slightest line would show extremely easily. Of course the benefit of that, I mockingly laughed to myself, was that if I did slip up and flash everyone they wouldn’t be seeing much that they couldn’t already see with this dress on.

Stepping into the elevator I felt a flush of embarrassment seeing myself in the mirrored walls. I thought I looked ridiculous, my whole body on display like this. I couldn’t imagine showing off like this by choice. I couldn’t imagine wearing this.

But here I was doing just that. I was about to walk into a business meeting and try to sell these guys on this offer and I had to do that dressed like this. They were going to see every inch of me and I would have to try to struggle to keep this professional.

I felt a hot blush of shame as I tried to clear my head to get ready for this. Then the elevator doors opened and I stepped out.

The restaurant I had selected for dinner was a steakhouse that came highly recommended. I figured based on what I knew about these guys that wouldn’t be a bad idea, I thought they would appreciate it. As a side benefit it just so happened to be in the lobby of the hotel and casino we all had our rooms in, and I had managed to secure us a private room in the restaurant to start the evening and weekend off right.

I just had to get through this night. There was some dead time tomorrow morning I could use to go out and grab some more appropriate clothing. Just a few hours and I could start tomorrow off right.

I stepped out onto the casino floor to cross it to the restaurant. Each step gave me a bit more confidence in these heels, and by the time I was halfway across the floor I was practically striding.

But that was when I noticed the eyes on me. Men and women alike watching me pass, taking in the sight of me. I couldn’t imagine what they were thinking. I couldn’t imagine what they thought of me.

I wanted to melt into myself with shame but I had to keep my head high and eyes forward. Any second now I would be meeting these investors and I had to appear to be as professional as possible, even if the circumstances were less than ideal.

It wasn’t difficult to pick them out of a crowd. They were the three guys in Stetsons standing by the bar waiting. All of them were far younger than I expected. I had been anticipating middle aged to retirement aged ranchers, but these guys looked about as young as I was.

They were handsome too, each one of them unique in their own way. One guy was a bit bigger, not fat but muscular. Another was shorter, a bit on the thin side. The last was like the picture of a cowboy on a romance novel, handsome and charming and tall.

All three of them had eyes only for me as I walked up.

And I was all smiles, introducing myself and running through the lines I’d rehearsed about how excited I was they were thinking about investing in real estate and how I had set up quite the weekend for us to enjoy ourselves and talk specifics. I ushered them into the bar without much effort, trying to keep myself from wondering whether the look of half shock on their eyes was due to my outfit or whether it was due to the fact that I was a woman.

Over drinks while we waited for food to be prepared I learned a few things about these men. First was that it wasn’t a typo or mistake, they were all somehow impossibly called Jake. Specifically Big Jake, Little Jake, and Just Jake. Personally I think Little Jake didn’t like his name, but the others seemed to take no end of pleasure from calling him that.

Second was that they had apparently known each other for their entire lives, having been born in the same small town within the same couple of months. These guys had gone up through school together and had all inherited their family businesses, which seemed to be mainly organized around a balance of farming, both agricultural and livestock.

Unlike their fathers these men weren’t content to rest on a business that was doing well. They were interested in expanding and wanted to do whatever it would take to make that happen. In the case of their particular business that meant contacting my company to see if they could branch out into material investments in new areas.

I talked up the real estate opportunity over steaks that were perfectly cooked, explaining the specifics of it to the three of them while they satisfied their appetites for meat and alcohol in equal measures. If I’m being honest I had a bit of a hard time reading them. I wasn’t terribly familiar with men like the three of them. I wasn’t sure whether they were in fact interested in working with me or whether they were just using me to get a good meal and drinks. They seemed interested, to a bit of a blunt degree in fact, but I couldn’t tell whether it was a put on or not.

It wasn’t until Big Jake blurted out that they had all decided to invest before they’d even shipped out to Vegas but he was looking for a bit of a better time than he thought I could offer them that I realized their bluntness was true. They were the sort of men who said what they thought and could be trusted to do that.

“Jake,” Just Jake said, “Ease up there.”

“No it’s alright,” I said, trying to defuse the situation, “I think I understand gentleman. I know that you may have been expected a guide to the city that is a bit more traditional. Someone who, to be blunt, is a guy.

“Rest assured,” I went on, “I may be a woman but I’m not a stranger to business trips like this. I can assure you that I’ve made arrangements for pretty much anything you want to do. For tonight I was thinking we would finish up here and then I could call for the car to take us to the club.”

“The club?” Little Jake asked.

“The strip club,” I explained, “I want to make sure you all are quite satisfied and know that me and my firm are willing to do whatever it takes to meet your needs.”

“Well hot damn,” Big Jake said with a smile, “I knew we made the right choice.”

Dinner wrapped up quickly after that and I whisked them away in a limo that drove right down the strip. This weekend would cost me a pretty penny. But Big Jake was being honest, and this deal was merely a formality at this point. I knew that I would be making back the money and more when all this was said and done.

As we pulled up to the club the men got out with varying degrees of enthusiasm. I watched Just Jake be the last to get out, reaching back to help me to my feet as I stepped out of the limo.

“You don’t have to do this you know,” he reassured me, “Big Jake is a bit of an idiot but he’ll sign the deal regardless of whether you show us a good time this weekend or not. He knows a good deal when he sees one.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, “I really don’t. And I was being honest when I said that I want you three to know with certainty that both me and my firm will do anything to please a client.”

“Anything?” he asked, and his eyes flickered up and down my body.

I felt a blush rush over me. I had been so invested in playing the part that I had completely forgotten what it was that I was wearing. How very exposed I was right now.

Jake was so close to me I could smell his cologne. I looked up into his handsome face as he took me in and I felt fully bared to him.

“We should get inside,” I said, “We’re losing your friends.”

I walked into the club in front of him, making my way up to the door and stepping inside. I swear I could feel his gaze on me the whole time we walked in.

As soon as we were in the club I lost track of the men. I spotted them heading straight up to the seats by the stage but as much as I wanted to I couldn’t bring myself quite yet.

Instead I got myself a drink from the bar and hid in the corner while I watched them enjoy themselves. I don’t think any of them were concerned with the fact that I wasn’t around.

But while the Jakes didn’t seem to know or care where I had slipped off to, that didn’t mean I didn’t get any attention. One man after another would come up to me in my seat by the bar. I would feel their eyes looking me up and down, fending off their lame lines and offers to buy me drinks.

I couldn’t understand what was drawing their eye. I was dressed. There were literally naked women walking around the club and yet these men seemed to only have eyes for me. It just didn’t make any sense to me.

I was contemplating exactly that when Just Jake came over and slid into a bar seat next to me.

“Not interested in the sights?” I asked him.

“Oh I am,” he replied back with an easy drawl, “But if I’m being honest something else caught my eye first.”

There was that look again, that calm appraising glance that went up and down my body. He was handsome and charming in his own way, but I was a professional. No matter how much I might have wanted this in other circumstances I had to make an exception here.

Even if there was a part of me that did appreciate the way he was looking at me. Even though the glance he gave me was far hungrier than the one that he had given anyone of the naked women walking around the club.

“Thank you,” I replied.

“Honestly I have to say,” he said, “I appreciate the hustle.”

“The hustle?” I asked, wondering what exactly it was he was talking about.

“You know,” he said, “The willingness to go the extra mile. To do what it takes to close the deal. No matter what. I have to say I don’t know how you knew it but you had those two wrapped around your little finger from moment one. Hell you had me too.”

I smiled and blushed a little deeper at this. I was so happy that this was working out for me.

“And I mean your pitch would have been enough,” he said, “This weekend added to that really sealed the deal for us. But honestly going that extra mile is just amazing. I know with complete confidence that you’ll do what it takes to keep us happy. Even if that is wearing a see-through dress.”

It was like a splash of cold water over me. It took me a moment to realize what it was that he was saying and another to look down at myself and see that he wasn’t lying.

Oh shit.

I was wearing a see-through dress.

It must have been difficult to notice in the light of the hotel room and in the elevator I must have been so distracted it didn’t even register with me. But this explained everything. The looks I’d gotten in the casino. The attention in this club. The way these men had just responded to me so quickly.

They were stunned because I was really and truly exposed to them.

I felt so ashamed, so embarrassed. I wanted to cover up. I wanted to tell him the truth about the suitcase switch up. I wanted to explain everything to him and dash for my hotel room and bury my head in the pillows until this whole weekend was over.

But I couldn’t do that.

Just Jake was going on and on about how impressed he was with me. How truly gifted I was at selling the services of the firm. How much this guaranteed that he knew his money would be well taken care of in my hands.

All of this rested on my confidence. On the head back confident walking woman they had met. I had to be that woman if I wanted to succeed.

So when Just Jake suggested moving over to beside the stage I couldn’t say anything but yes.

And as we walked I thought through all of this. I noticed the looks that men were giving me as I led the way, independent and yet with these three boisterous men. They were looking at me in awe.

And that was when I realized that there was a certain power here. That I did have these men under my heel. That I could get them to do what I wanted. What I needed.

And maybe being exposed like this wasn’t so bad.

Sliding into a seat beside the Jakes I noticed the woman they had with them. She had shifted her attention to the two of them, and though she was still on the stage it was clear that she knew where the money was in the club tonight.

Big and Little Jake were raining bills down on her as she spun and moved for them. She watched both Just Jake and I arrive with eyes heavy with lust and concentration.

Then she only had eyes for me. She shifted her movements to center herself on me and spin and move for me. She was gorgeous. An absolute perfect ten.

And she had a hand outstretched to me.

Before I knew what was happening I was drawn to my feet and up and onto the stage. She was moving around me, and I was moving with her.

I wasn’t a good dancer by any means, but I don’t think any of the men in the club minded. I stared out at the sea of hungry eyes watching me move and I fed off their attention. They were all looking at me, in my tiny dress. In my see-through dress. They were watching me perform for them.

I felt a heat building up in my body, helped along by the hands of this beautiful stranger running up and down my body. I felt her touch and that attention making me swoon with heat. Making me feel like a goddess, worshipped by all these men here.

Then the music stopped and she stepped off of the stage with me and walked over to Big Jake, falling into his lap.

I heard snippets of conversation and the word ‘champagne room’ spilled out and then we were up and gone, swept away from the main floor of the club and into an upstairs windowed balcony area that overlooked everything.

The space was nice and spacious, with a small low stage surrounded on all sides by a couch. The Jakes all slid into the couch and I moved to slide in with them when I felt her take my hand and draw me to my feet.

The dancer had stripped down to just her panties on the stage below, but once the dance had ended her top came back on. She pulled me up onto the stage and the first thing she had me do was take her top off for her, showing me how to grab the flimsy fabric and pull it away, an action with resulted in me palming both her breasts and squeezing them, hearing her moan in response.

The dance downstairs was tame in comparison. Up here in front of the Jakes she didn’t hold back. Within moments she was fully naked, her body writhing lithely against mine as she enjoyed the touch of me on her and the attention of these three pairs of eyes watching us move.

I looked at them, the men seemingly torn between the fully dressed woman dancing in front of them and the fully naked woman pulling her in. Embracing her.

Kissing her.

I felt lightheaded from the kiss, my knees going a bit weak as I trembled in her embrace. All of this was so unexpected. So far off the path from what I had planned.

But I couldn’t deny that it was exciting. Couldn’t deny that it was engaging. Couldn’t deny that I liked it.

Not just the kiss and not just the touch of her body. I liked the attention.

From these three guys and from all of the strangers in the club.

I loved it.

She was so skilled, her fingers so nimble I barely even registered what she was doing until I felt my dress slip off of me. She exposed me to them, what little fabric I had left stripped away as I was well and truly laid bare before them.

Then she turned me, letting them see my full naked body standing there on the stage, on full display for them.

They were hard. They were impossibly hard, their bulges visible through their pants. And Big Jake wasn’t holding back, he had unzipped and pulled out his thick fat cock, his fist wrapped around it and pumping as he watched the two of us.

The dancer didn’t hesitate to leave me then, walking over to the boys and sliding into the lap of Big Jake with ease.

I watched her grind on him for a moment. Watched her reach over to touch the bulging cock of Little Jake and nimbly unzip his pants. I watched her work her magic and then I felt him next to me.

Just Jake was standing there, he pulled me into him and his hands cupped my ass while he kissed me long and hard. When we broke I glanced back at the boys, watching as they balanced the dancer between them, one thrusting from behind while the other filled her mouth.

“Amazing,” I whispered.

“That’s not amazing,” he said in my ear, “This is.”

He walked me over to the windows of the balcony, to the view over the club. The whole club was behind up as he pinned me between the balcony windows and his body. He held me there, my entire body exposed to the entire club full of men below me. I watched the dancer on the stage, and I heard the unmistakable sound of his zipper undoing behind me as I felt him press into me from behind.

He fucked me hard and fast. He fucked me like he had something to prove. He fucked me right there against the glass, my body suspended there.

And they knew it too. The men in the club below registered what was happening and turned to look. The dancer on stage wasn’t the center of attention anymore, I was.

Little old me, fully naked and pressed up against the window where they could see everything.

Jake fucked me with long and fast strokes, pounding into me and making me cry out with pleasure. I tried to look away and hide my shame. I tried to push away.

But I couldn’t.

Because I loved every bit of it. The exposure. The need in their eyes. The hunger. The shame.

I needed it more than I had ever needed anything before in my life.

When I came it was hard and overwhelming. It hit into the edges of my vision and made my sight go white. But even though I stumbled and shook I was suspended there against the window. All of the men below could watch me come hard and fast, screaming out my pleasure over the pounding music reverberating through the club.

Jake pulled out of me and I knelt before him quickly taking him into my mouth and finishing him with my tongue. I felt him splash in me, coating my lips and tongue and throat with his salty stickiness. Filling me up and dribbling out of the corners of my mouth.

The night ended shortly after that. It seemed that once Big Jake got his satisfaction he was more than content to head home.

The dancer helped me redress, kissing me goodbye once more with a kiss that was more than a little passionate and accompanied by a whispered invitation to return once more. I blushed and stumbled out of the club with my three male companions, noticing all of the eyes on me as we walked through the sea of men occupying the regular part of the club.

The limo ride led us straight back to the hotel and I walked with all three Jakes into the hotel elevator. All three Jakes were on different floors, and each got off with a good night and a thanks.

In the end it was Just Jake and I alone in the elevator riding up in silence.

“You know my room overlooks the whole strip,” he said.

“I know,” I said with a smile, “I made sure of it.”

“Well I was thinking,” he said as the elevator dinged his floor.

“Yes?” I asked, watching him step out.

“I was thinking that I could press you up against the window in my room and fuck you while the whole city watches,” he said, extending a hand to me.

“Yes please,” I said, taking his hand and letting him lead me down the hall into his room.

END
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