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“Okay! We’ve made reservations for 9 days and chartered a jet. Our annual Vegas trip is on!!!” Hunter raised his frosted beer and we all clinked glasses and patted him on the back.

“Nice job Hunter. Thanks for doing that.” I patted him on the shoulder.

He looked down, smiling at me as we stood there, and he ruffled my hair. “No problem, little buddy. My secretary took care of it all.”

“Nice. Surprised, she didn’t hop on the trip. She didn’t make fun of me for losing the bet or anything, either. She simply measured me up and took care of it all. She even gave me a few makeup lessons and suggestions about a salon and things when I get there. I don’t even have to pack a bag. She even made a separate bag for my travel clothes for tomorrow.”

“Yeah, she’s pretty darn efficient. She probably would have come with us. She’s one hot lady. Not a good idea though for me, since I work with her, plus, she’s married.”

I nodded and sipped my beer, nervous about what I was about to do. I looked around at the other guys. They’d all look pretty darn silly if they lost that bet. Well, at least Hunter and Luke being over six feet tall and masculine. Liam was more my body type, but it made sense for me to lose it. Liam put on a more masculine air than I did. Plus, my physical attributes were probably the least masculine, except, of course, for Liam. I didn’t mind, though. Even though I was nervous, I was looking forward to it. Heck, I’ve known these guys forever, and they used to watch out for me and still do. We’re all best friends. It’ll be fun to be someone else for a week. It’ll spice up our Vegas trip this year.

Luke and Liam stopped their chatter and came over by Hunter and me. Luke put his hand on my shoulder. “Ready little buddy?”

“You bet. All set. I guess that’s what happens when you lose a bet…You have to honor it to the best of your ability, right?”

“Right.” His eyes flitted across my face as he grinned.

Liam patted my shoulder. “You’re alright, Remy. You got guts. You got honor. You always have. Now perhaps you’ll be what you should be.” He rubbed my back.

I raised my eyebrows and sipped. Was that it? Did they see it in me and they set me up so I could try it in a safe space with them? “What I should be? Ya think?”

Liam laughed. “Don’t take it as an insult, man. It’s a compliment. You’ll be one hot babe. I know it.”

I thought they set me up to have a laugh and be entertained by me, which I didn’t mind doing. But, the way they were all looking at me and being so damn excited by this, it seemed they were looking for more than just a laugh from the girl I had to be.

What was this week going to be like? I’d only have the clothes Hunter’s secretary bought and packed for me. I hoped she wasn’t over the top too much, even though it was Vegas. Would my buddies want more from me than seeing me as a girl?

I looked at all of them as they grinned and took me in. Three good-looking, rich guys, like me. Guys that didn’t have girlfriends cause they were always more interested in getting good grades, making money, and being free. Would they use me as their surrogate girlfriend? It might have been their whole reason for this.

They found women to be too complicated. They preferred to hang out in our group. They didn’t want kids or to be married. They picked up one-nighters in Vegas before because the women were from far away and they had little chance of getting stuck with them, but generally, they’d complain about how stupid the women they had sex with were. I just saw shows, did tours, gambled and stayed away from women. No woman would want me, anyway.

Hunter leaned down and sniffed my neck. “I can’t wait to smell perfume on you after you’re all done up when we’re slow dancing.”

“Hunter!” I laughed it off. Oh boy.
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We didn’t stay out late that night because we all wanted to save ourselves for Vegas. In the morning, I did as Hunter’s secretary suggested and followed her morning-standard-work checklist. It was more than I’d normally do with all the hair removal from everywhere but my head, the lotioning of my skin, painting my toenails, conditioning my hair. The weird part was the clean-out using the special shower attachment, but she insisted on doing that or she said I’d never be totally clean and ready as a girl if I didn’t. Didn’t know why, but I did it and it was great. The ultimate clean.

Hunter had his secretary book us a private jet on his tab so we could leave when we wanted and not have all the hassles of commercial travel to deal with. Not to mention, they all thought it would be best for me since I’d be nervous traveling as a girl.

I did my makeup like I had practiced the past week, and it came out well. Hunter’s secretary taught me how to contour my face even, and it made it even more feminine. The mascara plumped up my eyelashes nicely, and the twenty-four-hour lipstick filled out my lips, making them plump and inviting with a Cupid’s bow on the top lip. I fluffed my hair upside down, then put a clip in back.

I opened my travel bag for my big day and spread it out on the bed. Strappy, five-inch-wedge heels. Sheer suntan pantyhose with a part of the gusset cut out? I guessed she must have done that to make it more comfortable for me. How would she think of that? Guess she was really smart. There was a note with the order to do things and how to do them. It included how to use the tacky gel breast forms and create cleavage, how to put on the bra the easiest way, how to put on the sheer suntan pantyhose without running them and even to put the panties outside the pantyhose for a more finished appearance. Since the gusset was cut out, there wasn’t any reason not to wear them that way, I guessed.

I rolled up the pantyhose on my fingers as instructed and slid them over my pink painted toenails. The sensation as they rose up my legs was incredibly erotic and sensual. It made me wonder why most women never wear stockings or pantyhose anymore. Then again, it could be this is why. It feels too sexy.

I poked my package through the cut out gusset and it bobbed in the air, being as excited as I was. I slipped into the stretchy silky panties and tucked my excitement against my belly.

My heart pounded as I slid the bra on, fastening it in front of me, turning it around, and slipping into the straps as the instruction advised. I loaded in the tacky-backed gel breast forms and followed the instruction on how to make cleavage by pulling up my chest flesh beneath the sticky forms and adjusting the bra to hold them firmly. As I looked down at them and the cleavage they created, I couldn’t help throb below.

The dress was a lightweight rayon, summer minidress with a flared hem and pink flowers on a beige background. The V-neck fit my breasts perfectly, revealing all of my cleavage, and the thin straps were delicate with ties on my shoulders that invited one to pull the straps and let the dress fall. Glad I was going to be in a safe environment wearing it.

I sat and slipped into the strappy, beige, wedge heels and fastened the ankle straps, then stood and found my balance and walked in them. They shortened my stride, but in a few steps it was simple to walk in them and made my walk unquestionably feminine and pretty somehow. They made my hips swing a little naturally and gave me an air of erotic vulnerability I thought women didn’t wear heels because they were too hard to walk in and uncomfortable. Oh well, that myth was shattered. I loved the way they changed me.

I took the purse and opened it to load my things into it and there was a bottle of perfume, which I sprayed liberally under my dress, over my legs and in my hair. It smelled heavenly. Then I remembered Hunter saying how he couldn’t wait to smell my perfume when we danced. Oh god.

I took the four, long, dangle earrings from the purse and replaced my stud earrings in each ear. I put on the necklace, bracelets, and rings. I braced myself and stepped over to the full-length mirror. I looked damn good. I’d be even better with femininely styled hair, like Hunter’s secretary suggested. What was I doing?

My eyes roamed my body, my cleavage, my sexy legs in the heels with invitingly touchable silky pantyhose leaving my legs like they had makeup on, they were so perfect. I caressed my thighs, watching myself in the mirror. The sensation was wonderful. I throbbed in my panties. I was hot for the perfect girl in the mirror and it was me!

I calmed myself, fixing my hair and double checking myself. I broke away from the mirror and loaded my purse. She had even put a blingy case in there to put on my iPhone. She had thought of everything. How could she know how to do this so well? I guessed it was just something women knew how to do, but she missed no detail.

Since my clothes for the week were being brought to the airport by her, all I had to do was walk out to my car and drive there. I checked my watch. I’d be a little early, but it didn’t matter. I could have a coffee in the lobby. I slipped into the lightweight crop top sweater, slung my purse on my shoulder, and left.

The drive was interesting, wearing the heels and having the cool of the leather seat on my thighs. The dress was light and airy, and it almost seemed as if all I was wearing were tiny panties and a bra. It gave me a sense of vulnerability and exposure I never would have imagined. It was arousing, yet scary. I bet this was another reason women didn’t dress this nicely anymore. It made them be too sexy. Hopefully, she put jeans and flat sandals in my attire for Vegas, so I didn’t have to always feel so sexy.

At the airport, I parked in front and left my keys at the desk when he greeted me. “Welcome, miss. Flying today?”

“Yes. Hunter’s group to Vegas.”

“Right. His secretary has delivered a bag. I see you don’t have one, so is that one yours?” He pointed to a large pink roller bag.

I laughed, stepped over to it, and read the name tag. “Yup, I guess that’s mine.”

Hunter’s secretary came toward me from the hallway, her hand out. “It sure is, Remy. I packed it myself. You’re going to have one hell of a week, young lady.”

I took her offered hand, and she gave me a big hug, pressing her substantial breasts against mine, and whispered. “Don’t be nervous. You’re fabulous already. So pretty. I see why Hunter wanted you to do this.”

“Jessie. He wanted me to do this?”

She flinched. I glanced at her breasts quickly. They were perfect.

“You know. You losing the bet, and I agree. Of all the people in your group. You’re the one it’s meant for. Liam could pull it off well if he’d be able to drop his masculine air, but you aren’t burdened by such drivel. Be proud. You won by losing. I packed all kinds of wonderful things in your bag. You’ll love how you’ll wear them. I had so much fun shopping for you! Everything is perfect for a week in Vegas with three handsome men. I mean, your buddies.”

“Right. Okay. Well, thanks for everything. So far it’s going well. I’ve been using your standard work and following all your instructions, and it’s all going without a hitch. Thank you, Jessie.”

“No problem. Us girls need to stick together. Glad to help another girl be her feminine best.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Well, have to go. There are men and an office that need tending to.” She turned and walked out, her hips and minidress swaying, her heels clicking. She was gorgeous and sexy.

I dispensed an espresso and seated myself facing the parking area. Liam arrived next, and Luke and Hunter pulled in right after. I checked my watch. Prompt as ever, all of them are right on time. Like they always were. My heart pounded at the thought of them seeing me this way now. I tried to sit demurely in the leather lounge chair as I sipped the espresso. My legs were together and to the side. The hem of my dress pulled down as far as it would go, which wasn’t far. One hand resting on my knee while I sipped with my pinky out. My heart was about to break through my chest.

The guys grabbed their bags from their trunks and Hunter held the door for them as they rolled their bags in. Smiles burst onto their faces as each one in turn saw me. I couldn’t help but smile ear to ear. I stood nervously. Liam was first to lean down to me and give me a peck on the cheek as he took my hand in his. “You’re stunning. You haven’t even gotten your hair done yet or nails and you’re still stunning.”

“Thanks!”

Hunter and Luke both came over and echoed his compliment as they leaned down and gave me pecks on the cheek. Hunter stood back and held my hand as he took me all in. “Oh, my god you smell and are so pretty. I never would have guessed you’d clean up this good, but oh my god you do. It suits you. You should be proud.”

“Thanks.”

“How does it feel?”

I shrugged. “Kinda erotic, actually. It’s weird. These clothes and accoutrements all add to it.”

“Good. I heard that might be the case. It means you’re enjoying it as you should. All women feel sexy when they dress pretty like you have. So I hear.”

I guess.

The pilots came out. One petite woman and a very tall man. They smiled at us. The woman pilot said, “I’m Patty, and this is John. Ready for wheels up? We filed the flight plan and can leave whenever you want. Love your dress, by the way. It’ll be perfect for the temperature in Vegas right now, too.”

I smiled and thanked her. They grabbed all the bags and wheeled them out to the hangar. The tall pilot said, “We’ll be right back in for you. Use the head if you like. It’s easier here than on the plane if we hit turbulence.”

Right. Now what? What bathroom do I use?

Hunter seemed to read my mind as my eyes flitted about, my hand dangling from my thumb on my slung purse. “Go ahead, Remy, and use the ladies’ room. I’m gonna hit the men’s. You won’t hold us up.”

The guys went into the men’s room and I went into the ladies’ room. There were fresh flowers on the counter and makeup wipes and mouthwash with little cups and linen towels stacked in a basket with another basket for the used ones.

I peed and adjusted my breasts and checked my lipstick in the mirror and thought I should freshen it up even though I didn’t need to. It seemed like something a woman should do. I rinsed my mouth with some mouthwash, getting rid of the espresso stink and taste. I checked my eyeshadow and mascara closely and moved back from the mirror to check my hair. I couldn’t wait to get it done into something nicer.

I sprayed a puff of perfume over my hair, put it back in my purse, and slung it on my shoulder. One last look in the full-length mirror on the way out, and I exited into the hallway where Hunter waited, chatting with the woman pilot.

They both turned, and she smiled. “Ready, Remy?”

“Ready.”

She turned and her curly blonde hair flipped with her pivot and she walked out before us then held the door.

The hangar floor glistened in gray with a shiny jet before us. Patty spoke as she stood at the steps of the plane. “All the other jets have left already, or I’d give you a tour. We have a Lear and a Gulfstream for overseas flights as well as a Falcon. You picked my favorite. It’s the fastest at Mach .93 and has the nicest cabin. Like to have a military take off? I can get clearance for one.”

She looked at each of us, her eyes bright and excited. Hunter jumped at it. “Sure! Why not?”

“Okay. You time me. Normal time to roll is about thirty seconds commercial. I’ll have us up in 12 after staying on the runway longer to build speed for the vertical ascent, then it’s all out up to 5000 feet, then a slower twenty minute climb to forty-five thousand.” Her eyes showed how much she loved doing this.

I shook my head. “You should have been a fighter pilot, Patty.”

“Wanted to join the Air Force. My dad wouldn’t let me. He flew a P51. So I do this and fly my P51 on days off.”

Hunter, Luke, and Liam all had grins as Patty bowed her torso down, her hair flopping gracefully and motioned with her arm for us to enter the cabin. We seated ourselves toward the front where the bar and the best view of the cockpit was. The first four seats were facing forward, with the other eight seats set up in two groups facing each other for conversing.

Hunter and I were on opposite sides of the aisle in the first seats. Patty explained the seat belts and safety stuff, ending it with “… and in the unlikely event we do crash, feel free to open the emergency exits and jump out, but you’ll probably find John and I have the main cabin door already open.” She chortled.

She closed the cabin door and climbed into the driver’s seat, and John was already seated next to her with his clipboard. The plane moved as they pushed us out of the hangar. Once outside, one engine started, then the other, and they did their checklists. Soon we were taxiing.

We waited in line, then turned the corner. John looked back and gave a thumbs-up to us as a question. We all gave a thumbs-up back. He told Patty. They both looked forward and John scanned the surrounding air, then their panels. I watched as the noise increased and the engines whined. There were two power meters in the center of the console. As the throttles moved forward, the power meters climbed. The plane shook, and the brakes let go, then grabbed again and the power rose to 98%. Patty nodded to John. The cabin was shaking. They scanned the air around them. John talked into his microphones as he cupped it by his mouth.

The brakes let go. My head snapped back into the headrest. We rolled. I saw Hunter with his watch, timing it. Looking forward, things raced by us. The plane rumbled and thumped on the runway. We were at 175 knots. The next thing I knew, the nose lifted, and we climbed nearly vertically. My head and breasts pressed back. I tried to look down at the pilot’s meters and gauges, straining my neck. I found the altitude spinning up, and we hit the 5000 foot mark and the pressure came off my neck and back as we leveled off a bit, though still on a climb, but a much less vertical one. This experience would be worth dressing like a girl to have if it even if it was the only thing I got for it. I always loved when I could fly privately. Hunter was nice enough to foot the bill.

I looked over at him. He slid his seat out from the wall toward the aisle a bit and reached his hand out to me. “Nice?”

I gave him my hand. “Nice. Thanks for doing this too. It’s so much nicer than commercial.”

He squeezed my hand snugly. “No problem. Glad we could all do it together. Should have done this last year. But this year, it had to be, with you being so special this time. You deserved it, young lady.” He grinned and his eyes seemed to say he was in love with this young lady. It made me uneasy, yet I knew Hunter well. I shouldn’t have been. He hasn’t changed and I’m only dressed and presenting myself a little differently.

He noticed his grip on my hand and let it go, looking flustered. He turned and looked out the window, then slid his seat back against the wall.

I crossed my legs and bounced a foot as I gazed out the window while the plane climbed. It was beautiful. The drone of the engines made it seem we were in the belly of some mighty beast. Unconsciously, I caressed my stockinged thigh, my attention coming back to my newfound sensuality and femininity.

I breathed deep, heaving my breasts and glanced down at my revealed cleavage. I throbbed in my panties and sniffed the perfume on my wrist. This was some sort of heaven. To be able to do this and to have the resources to dress and experience presenting as a woman, fly in a private jet at nearly the speed of sound, gamble, eat fine food, it was all a gift from the gods.

John spoke over the PA system. “We’re now at our cruising altitude of forty-four thousand feet going mach point 93 or six-hundred-twenty knots. If you look down, you’ll see a United Airlines flight passing from the left a couple of miles below at 33,000 feet, going 330 miles per hour heading north. Follow your eye to the horizon and you’ll be able to see the curvature of the earth. You may move about the cabin now. You can find stacked box lunches of Maine lobster rolls in the cabinet, along with bottles of water, wine, beer, and mixers with bourbon, gin, vodka, and rye. Enjoy the flight. If you need anything, feel free to come and ask us.” 

Hunter got up and took out the lunches. He leaned down to me. “Maybe we should move back so we can use the tables.”

“Good idea.” He let me go first, and I took a seat facing back and lowered the table. He placed the lunches on it. “Wine? Something else?”

“Sure. A glass of white would be nice.”

Liam and Luke came back and joined us while Hunter served drinks and got us settled in with lunch. The lobster was sweet and succulent with drizzled butter on a hot dog roll. We also had a fruit salad and chips. When we were done, Hunter collected it all and put it away. “So…” He looked at his watch. “We have a couple of hours yet. Anyone want to play cards or have a few drinks? Or both?”

We looked at each other. I shrugged. “We’re gonna arrive at 2PM and I have a salon appointment at 3PM. That’ll be 6PM by my body clock. I think I should take a little nap so I can stay up and get on the new time zone easier.”

“Good idea, Remy. A nap sounds good.” Hunter put his seat back, as did the others. I followed suit.
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I woke from my dream and looked at the display. -40OF outside at 44,000 feet at mach .935, with the plane showing very close to Vegas on the map. I took a deep breath and looked around. Liam and Luke were sleeping. Hunter was looking at me. He winked. His eyes roamed my body. He rubbed his crotch.

I unreclined my seat and crossed my legs, then unconsciously caressed my stockinged thigh, as was becoming habit. Gazing out the window, I tried to piece together the parts of my dream. I was still throbbing in my panties from it. Did I just see Hunter rubbing his crotch looking at me, or was that part of the dream?

I gazed out the window; the engines humming. In the dream, my body had been tingling. I was whimpering with pleasure and right at the edge of coming. Someone was whispering in my ear, telling me they loved me, then kissed my neck and ran circles on it with their tongue. A huge hand wrapped in my hair and tugged it hard while a man grunted. My embraced body shook. My legs tensed. Ripples of pleasure shot through me. I whimpered. My body shook. Then I woke. I shuddered, thinking about it.

I turned to see Hunter watching me bounce my leg and caress my thigh. I could see he was hard in his jeans. He looked me in the eye and rubbed his hardness. He winked.

I turned to the window again, flustered. Hunter touched my stockinged leg and rubbed his hand on my knee. He turned my head by my chin and looked into my eyes. “Remy. Seems you had one hell of a dream. You sure were hot to watch sleeping, the way you were moving and whimpering. Wanna talk about it? Did you have a dream?”

I rolled my eyes. “Well, it was a weird dream. I’m not sure what it was. It was extremely erotic, though.”

He nodded. “I see. Was a man involved? Was a man making it erotic for you as a woman?”

I took a deep breath and nodded nervously. “Yes. It scares me to think of.”

“Why? It would be natural for you to enjoy being with a man now. And as a man, I can tell you that you will certainly attract men. I sure am. You need to get used to that idea.”

I shook my head. “No, I don’t. I lost a bet. All I need to do is dress as a girl for this trip and it’s done.”

He shook his head. “No, it isn’t. First off. I’ll bet you right now that you’ll never be a man again, and second. The deal was not to dress as a girl for the trip, but to be our girlfriend for the trip. Girlfriends like men and make them happy because they’re girlfriends, not guy friends and certainly not guys dressed as girls. You aren’t a guy dressed like a girl. You never really were a guy. You’re a girl. The deal is you’re our girlfriend for this trip, princess.”

I covered my mouth with my hand and gasped. “I didn’t think you meant literally. I am your girlfriend right now, kinda, but not in the way you’re saying.”

I bounced a crossed leg, my hands in my lap.

“That was the deal. You understood it. We all did.” He looked at Liam and Luke, who were now awake. “Hey guys. Did we agree the loser would act as our girlfriend during this trip or that they’d only wear girls' clothing?

Luke nodded. “Girlfriend. That’s what everyone agreed to before we bet.”

“Right.” Liam agreed.

“Okay. See Remy? Now I know you’ll honor the bet because you’re so honorable and have such high integrity. So we know there isn’t any risk, but, in case you don’t. I have another bet we need to make. The way you’re acting right now, I think we need another bet. I’ll bet twenty grand you only act like a guy in a dress this week rather than honoring your debt. If you honor your debt, we each pay you twenty grand. If you don’t, you pay each of us two grand. We all make about ten times what you make. The ratio sounds fair.” He looked at Liam and Luke. They nodded and looked serious. They all stared at me, waiting.

I rolled my eyes, then looked out the window. I’d owe them six grand if I only walked around in women’s clothes. If I acted like their girlfriend, I’d make sixty grand. Like half of what I make in a year. They make seven figures each. I make six figures, so the amount at risk is similar. It’s a fair bet as far as risk to reward. But right then I had been thinking of not being a girlfriend but a guy dressed as a girl. Could I give up sixty grand? Could I pay them six grand and feel good about it? Could I actually act like a girlfriend doing all the things girlfriends do with their guys?

I turned back to them. “So what defines being a girlfriend versus only wearing the clothes and makeup and so on? I have to make sure I understand this time.”

Grins filled their faces. Their eyes roamed my body, my face, my cleavage, my legs as I bounced a crossed leg. I could see what they wanted from me.

Hunter rubbed his hard-on and looked me in the eye. “A girlfriend is a girl that goes out with her guy and does all the things they’ll do after they’re married.” He laughed. “Well, some say those things diminish after they’re actually married though, so you’d have to do the things a wife would do but more. More like a girlfriend would do. Trust me. We all would love to do those things with you the way you are now. You should be flattered and proud, Remy.”

My heart pounded in my chest. What do I do!? It scared the hell out of me. Them fucking me? Me sucking them? Jerking them? Oh…my….god…I felt my face being flushed. My eyes began to water. I turned to stare out the window as we were descending.

A hand landed on my leg. Liam rubbed my thigh. “It’s okay, Remy. You have all week. You can do this.”

“I didn’t say I was agreeing to this bet.”

“But you said you agreed to being our girlfriend, and you lost that bet and that’s why you’re here as you are. This bet simply reinforces the importance of you honoring your lost bet. It gives you a chance to gain more from it than just a trip. Relax. You can do it, princess.”

His hand caressed my thigh as I gazed out the window and bounced my foot. I remembered the dream. It was incredible. Maybe it was a prophecy of things to come. Maybe it would be that good. Maybe this was all meant to be. Maybe I was just being afraid like I always am instead of being brave like the guys were and ended up making ten times what I make. I truly was such a sissy for all my life and now I was perpetuating it and it would cost me losing 60,000 dollars and paying six thousand.

That would be more than getting creamed in Vegas. That would be horrible and it would confirm what a sissy I was. Oh god. Did I need to literally get creamed by the guys in Vegas to not get creamed on the bets?
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The brakes and reverse thrusters were throttled up, forcing me into my shoulder strap and pressing my breasts against me as the wheels chirped, the nose came down, and the plane rumbled. The plane slowed.

The jet parked in front of the building and a big black Cadillac SUV pulled up next to it. The driver got out and walked to the back of the plane and began retrieving luggage.

Patty came out from her pilot’s seat and opened the main cabin door and lowered the steps. A blast of warm air entered the cabin and caressed my legs. “Okay folks. We’ll be ready whenever you call us. Since the plan right now is to leave next Sunday, we’re going with that. We may or may not be here any given day, so if you think you’ll want to have us, let us know beforehand in case we get sent off for a few days on another mission. Hunter, you have our cells, right?”

“Right. Thanks.”

“Remy, try to keep the boys in line and don’t let them take too much advantage of your feminine allure. Have a great week, all of you.”

The guys were quiet in the SUV on the drive to the hotel. I think they knew that the realization of what I had committed to threw me off. Maybe they wouldn’t hold me to it.

Hunter leaned forward by my ear. “So, have you decided to be our girlfriend, or are you being a stubborn little girl?”

So much for thinking they wouldn’t hold me to it. 66,000 bucks. I had to get my head around being a girlfriend, and soon. “I’m working on it. I’m scared, but I know it’s the right thing to do all around. I’m sure girls like me do it all the time. It goes with being a girl. I’m working on it.”

He patted my shoulder. “Good girl. You’ll be proud when you accomplish it like you are with all of your accomplishments. And you always accomplish what you set your mind to. You’ll see.”

The room was a bridal suite, of all things. It was gorgeous and vast. There was a heart-shaped bed! A gorgeous bar. I tipped the bellhop, and he put my bag in the closet. I emptied it and hung the dresses, miniskirts, tops, lined the shoes up. It was amazing how many changes of outfits a girl could travel with. The clothes were so tiny they took up no room except for the wedding dress. Or that’s what it looked like. Elaborately beaded with a veil and revealing cleavage and lots of legs. Why would a wedding dress be in the mix?

I put the jewelry box on the dresser and loaded the stockings, pantyhose, crotchless panties, bras, and garter-belts in the drawers. I searched for regular panties but there were none. I searched for jeans, none. No flat shoes, only five-inch strappy stilettos.

The doorbell rang. I answered it. “A package that was waiting for you at the desk. I brought it up for you.”

“Thank you. Wait.” I trotted over to my purse on the bed and took out some cash, then handed it to him.

“Thanks, miss.”

I opened the box. Inside was a wrench and a shower attachment, like the one Jessie had me put on my shower at home, and then there was an assortment of what looked like some kind of sex toys. There was an envelope. I opened it and read it. “Remy, here are the other things you’ll need this week. Remember to do your duty and clean out like a good girl. The toys will be useful for you to keep you ready and aroused to be the good girlfriend you promised to be with the guys. I hope you enjoy them all. My favorite is the expandable vibrating one you can control with your phone. The realistic one is good to practice on for giving BJ’s to the boyfriends to help you get over stuffing your face like that. Enjoy, princess!”

Jessie sure knew what my commitment was this week. Well, she’s probably being realistic about how to get started. I had to get over my fears.

I put the attachment on, opened the toys, washed them, and put them in the drawers with the lube. I checked my watch. Not a minute to spare. I slung my purse and ran off to the salon downstairs.

It didn’t take long. I had to remove my pantyhose so they could do my toenails and put fake fingernails on me while they cut, layered, highlighted, and styled my hair. I turned out gorgeous. I was throbbing in my panties as she styled my hair and sprayed some hairspray on it, which it didn’t even need. It was so fluffy and pretty around my neck and shoulders and framed my face beautifully. I was drop dead gorgeous. Even if I ended up paying off those guys, I thought I’d still rather be the me I was instead of the me I used to be. I felt like a million bucks as I walked out, seeming nearly naked with my bare legs and the breeze on them.

I checked my watch, and we were supposed to meet for dinner at six. It was five. The place was a fancy restaurant in the hotel. I had to pick a dress out and get ready.

I dashed back to my bridal suite. Bridal suite? Was that some kind of precognition as well? Was that some kind of foretelling? I sloughed it off and with the way things turned out for me at the salon, nothing could make me nervous now. I was a woman! A hot, sexy woman.

In the room, I quickly picked out a little black dress. It was a V-neck with a sheer black lace overlay. I selected a pair of sheer black stockings and a black lace garter belt to hold them up since they weren’t the stay up kind. I stepped to the dresser for fresh panties and found a pair of ruffled, black-lace crotchless panties that matched and the matching bra.

I stripped, sat on the bed and put the garter belt with four clasps on each leg on, then carefully, with my new long nails, slid into the extremely sheer and sensual black stockings. They sent a shiver through my body and my cock was jerking itself up and down while I fastened the clasps on each leg. I slid the crotchless panties up and it framed my hairless package in the fluff as it leapt and bounded. The bra slid on and I filled it with the forms and adjusted my cleavage. I slipped the silky dress up and zipped the side, then adjusted the bra and my cleavage in the top. The five-inch stilettos strapped around my ankle now revealed my freshly painted, gleaming red toenails. I slid black lace garters up my leg and rested them above the clasps of the garter belt.

I tied the ribbons that were with the garters, assuming they were for my ankles around my ankles, which placed a golden heart that rested facing forward.

Back to the dresser, I loaded on my jewelry and changed my earrings to long dangling blingy ones, two in each ear. The necklace rested neatly in my cleavage, drawing the eye to it. The rings decorated my lovely little hands, now made smaller and more feminine by the long nails somehow. I sprayed one of the pheromone perfumes all over my hairdo, under my dress, and on my legs and arms and neck. I loved the smell of it so much I practically bathed in it. The pheromone seemed to work because I was hard as a rock beneath my dress. A realization hit me. Shit! Crotchless panties and hard under my dress.

I minced over to the full-length mirror to check. The flare of the dress hid it completely. How did Jessie know exactly what to do? What woman would know I could wear these things and still keep my secret? If the dress were a snug one, I’d be ruined. But she knew what would work for me. She was brilliant.

I stood there checking everything as I throbbed under my dress, seeing the beautiful, very sexy girl standing before me. Now, I only needed to become the girlfriend, not just look it. As aroused as I was at that point, I was becoming more open to it. That dream resurfaced. I could be a girlfriend. I could do it.

I stepped to the dresser and opened the drawers to see if I had forgotten anything. Nope. Hmm, I stared at some kind of toy, trying to figure it out. It was made of a soft pink rubbery material and had three holes in it at ninety-degree angles. Hmm. I got it.

I reached under my dress and stretched out the toy, getting it around my globes and over my shaft. Then I put my globes through the hole at the bottom and my shaft through the hole pointing up. It held my package up and out firmly but comfortably. I stared down at it, throbbing and oozing slightly.

I clicked back to the full-length mirror and checked. Still no sign of it and it was even throbbing and held up and out. I stroked it with the lining of the dress as I examined my overall appearance. I couldn’t help but speed up my stroking, looking at myself being so feminine and sexy. Maybe the pheromone perfume was having an effect, too.

I licked my lips, massaged a breast… I whimpered…. I heard a tiny girl’s voice usher from my lips, “huh, uh…huh…..” I whimpered again. My breathing was choppy as I took in the gorgeous, sexy girl in the mirror. I cried out in a little girl’s voice. “Oh god.” I let go and let it cool down. It oozed a drip, and I wiped it in the lining.

I caught my breath, clicked into the bathroom and touched up my twenty-four-hour lipstick and blush and fluffed my hair and sprayed it lightly and put a black beaded bow in it. I sprayed perfume all over my shoulders and hair, packed my purse, slung my sheer shawl over my shoulders, tied it in front under my breasts, and left.

My heels clicked erotically in tiny, vulnerable, extremely feminine minced steps down the hall, my breasts tugging and jiggling on my chest, my little cock flailing beneath and rubbing the satin lining with each hip-swaying stride. I held my head high, my hand draped by my thumb on my shoulder slung purse, my long, fake, painted nails displayed against the black satin purse. I had never been so aroused and on the edge in my life. It was as if someone had switched the come-to-life switch on me.

The elevator door opened, and I walked right in. Hunter was standing there in a tux! His eyes flew open wide. The door closed.


5

Looking astounded, Hunter approached me, and his hands landed on my shoulders. He kissed me on each cheek and held me back to gaze at. “Oh, my god. You are more than stunning. I’m so hard for you right now.”

My heart pounded. I was throbbing under my dress. Should I? I should. I rubbed his hard cock in his dress pants. It was very hard and very big and it excited me even more. Just knowing I had such an immediate effect on him made me proud to know I was so powerful. I had never been associated with that word until now. I was like a drug to him! I pulled back from him, smiling. “Better take your coat off so you can hide that monster before the doors open.”

“Shit. Yes. Thanks.”

I laughed my ass off, covering my mouth. He was so comical, scrambling to hide his hard-on. His face showed his fear. He was totally weak at that point. It was I who held the power right then. Then I knew I’d truly enjoy this. “Can’t wait to eat.” The doors opened. He offered me his arm.

“Thank you.” I took his firm arm. “I’m famished. It’s gonna be 9PM body clock before we even sit. Hope the nap helps me stay awake.”

“The nap with the wonderful dream? Perhaps the dream was prophetic and will help you relax and be yourself, knowing the bliss of being you. The creature you are now. The person you always should have been.”

I walked in tiny clicking steps alongside of him holding his secure arm, my body responding in so many ways. My brain a mass of confusion with the realization of what I was right then and what I was feeling and doing. “Yeah. That dream, sweetie. I’ve never felt so alive as I do right now and the dream seems to give me fond memories. So…” I chortled. “You may very well be right.” I squeezed his arm, then realized I squeezed his arm, and I called him sweetie. This was dangerously easy. I’m not a man? Never was a man? My heart raced. My palms became sweaty.

The maitre’d seated us in a quiet round booth in the back overlooking the gaming tables below through the one-way glass. A heavy black linen tablecloth covered the table almost to the floor. Gold silverware and gold rim stemware and glasses matched the gold-rimmed plates.

I slid across the cold leather seat, trying to keep the hem of my dress beneath me. I rested my purse next to me. Hunter glided in until our thighs touched. His hand fell to my thigh and caressed it. He sniffed my hair. “God! You smell marvelous. Merely smelling you makes me hard.” His hand squeezed my thigh.

I patted his hand. “Thank you. Your cologne smells nice, too.” I sniffed his neck. His hand slid under the hem of my dress and I crossed my legs to guard my arousal, trapping it between my legs.

The waiter arrived and filled glasses with water. “Would you like drinks or wait for the rest of your party?”

“Hey! There’s the birthday girl!” Liam slid in on the other side of me and gave me a peck on the cheek. Luke sat next to him and we all shuffled about a bit.

“Birthday girl? Happy birthday, miss,” the waiter said to me, smiling, his white linen towel draped over his arm.

“Uh… it’s not really my birthday. They’re joking.”

He tilted his head. Hunter said, “It’s not that kind of birthday, but it is the first day of her new life, so it’s that kind of birthday.”

“I see. Still, something to be celebrated. Allow us to make the first round free. Drinks?” He finished pouring the ice waters and stood there waiting, holding the pitcher with his other hand beneath it. “Might I suggest the Passionate Princess for the lady and the smoked Blanton’s Manhattan for the gents? The Passionate Princess has special herbs and flowers in it said to ignite one’s passion.”

I grinned and chuckled. Hunter looked around at the others then said, “Good choice. That’s what we’ll have. Three bourbons and a passion.”

The guys were exceptionally happy, and all of them wore their tuxes and looked very handsome. It’s what I would have been wearing if I didn’t lose the bet. I wasn’t the least bit jealous of them. They seemed to wait for me to talk after the plane ride and my issues. They weren’t certain I was ready.

I looked at them all as I held my water by the stem, my long fake nails glinting in the light. I sipped it, pinky out delicately, and put it down. I flicked my hair the way I’d seen women when they were being flirtatious and smiled, my head down slightly, my eyes up and thinned eyebrows raised. “Okay guys. So… I understand what my role is now and what I need to do to honor the debt. I appreciate the other bet you all made because it plays a part in helping me commit to doing it. All I ask is that you be patient with me as I adjust to it. We have the benefit of having known each other forever, but none of you, or I, fully know the girl before you today. In a way, it is my birthday. Soo, remember, I’m no more than an innocent little girl right now.”

Our drinks arrived and were passed out. I raised the red drink in its martini glass delicately and carefully by the thin stem in my fingertips. “To the innocent little girl becoming a woman.”

Their faces all lit up, and we clinked glasses and drank.

Liam’s hand dove to my stockinged thigh and caressed it. He gazed into my eyes. “I’m so happy you’re happy now, Remy. I felt bad we put you in such a difficult position. It’s just we all thought this would be the best thing for you to have a happy life. We knew how uncomfortable you were trying to fit in as a guy. You’re beautiful now, and I hope I have a chance to be your boyfriend for good when the week is over.”

Hunter’s hand descended to my other leg. “Hey. Those were my lines, Liam.”

Luke leaned in. “Can we take turns sitting next to Remy? I’m feeling like a third wheel here. I’d like the chance to marry her, too.”

I laughed. “Relax, guys. I’m flattered you all want me for your girlfriend, or uh wife now. It’s scary but a wonderful compliment coming from such successful and upstanding men. Maybe we need to make this fair for everyone and allow me to have equal time with you all.”

They all nodded. I sipped and took them in. I had the power. It was up to me how things would go. The woman always has the final say, the ultimate control.

“Okay, we can think about it over drinks and dinner. I’ll evaluate any ideas and decide what I want.”

They all submitted to that and nodded. Even said thanks. I laughed. This would be so much fun.
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We all had a second round, along with some northwest-coast oysters with caviar. After the first drink I was relaxed, and still horny as hell with all the attention from the guys with their hands caressing my legs and me rubbing their hard, begging cocks on and off and taking their compliments. Halfway through the second drink, I became braver. I had checked out the restaurant and the lines of sight to our table and realized that no one could see under the long tablecloth.

One at a time, I whispered to Hunter and Liam to take out their stuff for me. Of course, after looking around and coming to the same realization as I did, they were more than happy to and I nervously moved my hands to them and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around their yearning cocks. I couldn’t believe I had my hands on guys’ cocks. I was in shock, yet it sent a rush of adrenaline into me that made me throb incessantly beneath my dress as I stroked those big, fat, long velvety logs that were ever so hard and needy of my delicate feminine touch.

It was funny how nonchalant Hunter and Liam were trying to be while I fondled them and Luke was sitting there, being left out. I’d bring them both to the edge, then let them go for a bit while we shared the next course and sipped our drinks. Luke was forced to see their faces while I did this to them until I stopped to give them a rest. When I was ready again, they were more than ready, still hard as steel under the table. Poor Luke was becoming frustrated. I needed to figure out how to make this week fair for all of them.

“So, guys, this is a prime example of what we need to fix. Look at poor Luke. He’s all left out with the rest of you like wolves, ready to consume me. So, I have a plan and here’s what we’ll do.” Under the table, I let Hunter and Liam go. “Uh, Hunter and Liam, keep your engines running for me. Use your own hands, please.”

“What!?” Hunter said. He looked around the place.

“You heard me. Not like you haven’t done it before. Would you rather do each other instead? I can move next to Luke and you two can sit together.”

They rolled their eyes. Hunter said, “No thanks.”

“Then get to it. Jerk those horny cocks. No one saw me doing it. They won’t see you two. Now get busy and edge for me. Be good little boys and fantasize about having me.” Hunter and Liam complied and were doing it diligently and with intensity. I couldn’t believe I had gotten them to do that. Their eyes were riveted to me like I was a porn flick. This was awesome.

“Okay wolves. Here’s how it’s gonna go. I know you all have different things you want to do here in Vegas and you should do those things. By us not being tied as a group, that can happen. Having everyone with me all the time won’t work for any of us. Maybe at the end we can all have a last fling together, but for the week, no.”

They all nodded. Hunter’s and Liam’s hands were busy as their eyes took me in. “Okay. So… hmm. We have 8 days and nights. The last night we’ll all spend together to close the trip. That leaves 8 days and seven nights to split up so I, your girlfriend, can take care of her duties to provide pleasure and relaxation to her boyfriends with her feminine assets and allure.”

They nodded. Liam and Hunter jerking vigorously now. “Okay, so I think you guys should go to the bathroom and figure out who is letting Luke take their place here and now. Then, I’ll have a day and night with each of you on a rotating basis, Sunday through Friday. Saturday I’ll have to myself. On Sunday, we do stuff together. We can do whatever together. Tomorrow I want to go shopping first thing and get some more casual wear such as better walking shoes and maybe some skorts or rompers instead of skirts. Clothes more suited for doing things during the day. I’ll skip jeans and shorts. They don’t hold any interest for me anymore and it wouldn’t be right to wear them with my boyfriends. Beyond that, it’s up to you guys to come up with things to entertain your girlfriend and try to win her for yourself.”

They all looked at each other. Shrugged. “Works,” Hunter said. “Seems fair.”

“Good boys. Now go to the bathroom and figure out who trades with Luke right now and what the rotation is. Tomorrow someone is taking me shopping.”

Hunter and Liam scrambled to put themselves away. It was comical seeing them rushing. Luke was already on his way to the men’s room before either of them left. I knew what they were doing. The first one back between Hunter and Liam would win since Luke will be back with a guaranteed seat to my right since I’m right handed and that would be his choice to get the best treatment. It wasn’t long and Luke was next to me, sniffing my hair, caressing my legs and making the third cock of the night available to my wonderful little hands, as they called them when they whispered to me how good I was making them feel.

As I was stroking Luke with my right hand and sipping my drink with my left, Hunter and Liam returned and Hunter took his place once again. “Damn, Luke. I should be on her right this time. Her left hand is like… spastic and uncoordinated.”

“Spastic and uncoordinated? Gee, you sure seemed to not care earlier. Maybe you should keep doing it for yourself. Shut up and sit down. You’ll have had my attention longer than anyone. Be happy about it.” I loved giving him shit and him having to listen to it. This girlfriend thing was awesome.

We ate some more, drank some more, then went dancing. I had all three of them all wired up and took turns dancing with them. Then we lounged in the lounge and I ministered to them some more.

“Okay gentlemen. It’s 2AM by my body clock and this girl is whooped. I’ll see you in the morning. Oh, who is my shopping guy?”

“I am.” Hunter said.

“Fine.”

“But we didn’t even get to finish tonight. Can’t you at least finish us?”

“That’s good. It was our first date and I’m only one day old. It was pleasant though, wasn’t it? I know had a wonderful time and look forward to more.” I gave him a peck on the lips, then did the same to Liam and Luke.

Luke said, “I’ll walk you back if that’s okay. I’m whooped too.”

“Sure.” He took my hand, and we walked out. I shook my hips and made the others drool.

He stood at my door. “Okay then. Sleep well, Remy. Thanks for everything. It’s been sweet.”

“Oh…hey…thank you. Thanks for being patient.” His eyes were droopy, but they smiled at me. He didn’t know what to do. I leaned in and gave him a kiss on the lips and rubbed his crotch. He was very hard. I wondered. “Uh, Luke. It might not be fair to the other guys, but if you don’t mind, I wouldn’t mind handling your problem for you so you could sleep better?” I licked my lips and squeezed his cock.

His droopy eyes lit up. “Really?”

“If you want. I have to test this lipstick. It says it stays on for twenty-four hours no matter what.” I licked my lips again and rubbed his pants. I tugged his hand.

“Wow. Thanks.” I opened the door and let us in. I knelt on the floor and he hurriedly undid his belt and zipper, and I had him in my mouth in seconds, looking up at him. I ran my tongue around his shaft and over the tip while I bobbed my head, sucked and tugged his balls with one hand and stroked his cock with the other. His hands rested on my head as he gazed down at me lovingly.

I became fervent in my ministrations, wanting desperately to feel him coming in my mouth from my efforts and his desire for me. I needed that ultimate compliment to my allure.

“God, you are gorgeous like that, Remy.”

I mumbled a thank you around his meat and opened my eyes wide while continuing desperately for it.

“Oh god. It’s almost there in case you don’t want to swallow.”

I slurped off. “But I do. I need it.” I dove back on even more fervently.

His hands clenched my head tight, and he stiffened. He held me still. It spasmed and jerked in my mouth. He groaned. A gush ran through my fist and across my tongue. I blinked rapidly, and I swallowed greedily, looking into his contorted face as he locked eyes with me. His cock was jerking like a snake in my mouth. God, I loved this!

I was throbbing uncontrollably beneath my dress at the edge of coming myself, but I was too focused on him coming to be able to. I swallowed and blinked my eyes rapidly, trying to keep up, and then he squeezed my skull tight, looked down at me and fucked my wide-eyed face a few times, grunting, then pulled me off.

“Oh god, Remy. That was fabulous. Thank you. I’m so much better now. You’re expert at that. So pretty to watch while you do it, too. Your eyes and those luscious, painted lips wrapped around it as it dives into your pretty face. Fabulous!” He lifted me to my feet. I wiped my chin and lips with my wrist and he gave me a deep kiss on my come flavored mouth.
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Back in my bridal suite, I laughed to myself at how interesting this was and the control I had over these guys now. To top it off, I had a ball playing with them. Who’d have thunk I would have so thoroughly enjoyed jerking off my buddies? It sure kept me horny, too. Poor things. I made them all wound up expecting to come tonight, then I leave them. They wanted a girlfriend. Girls do that sometimes. Sometimes girls take care of the men that will walk them home. I chortled.

I pulled back the covers on the heart-shaped bed, fell on my back, and slid my stockinged legs against each other. I sniffed the perfume on my wrist and massaged my breasts. I remembered jerking them off. All somewhat different. All shaved smooth and velvety. All hard as hell for me. For me. Hard for me!

I grasped my own hard thingy in between my thumb and middle finger and jerked it, remembering running the tip of my thumb over their cocks, making them twitch as I smeared their pre-come around the head. I loved how they responded and longed for every sensation I gave them. They were putty in my hands.

And putty in my mouth. I glided my legs against each other, back and forth. I slid a silky pillow between them. I relived sucking Luke off. That was more exciting than getting a B.J., making him respond to me with such passion and seeing his face and the way his cock jerked and spasmed in my mouth when I harvested his vigorous release for me. It was incredible.

I felt the satin lining of my dress rubbing the tip and decided to wrap it around my horny little cock. I resumed jerking it with my thumb and middle finger, my other fingers out daintily. I slid my legs against each other and massaged one breast as my breathing became choppy. I remembered the dream. His hands tugging my hair savagely. Telling me he loved me. My body writhing beneath him. My soul filled with him.

“Huh… uh…. huh…. oh god yes,” a tiny girl’s voice came out of me. “Please… Please… Yes!”

My legs tensed and shot out straight. I pressed my breast against me and crossed my legs tightly. I spurted, my cock jerking in my fingers as it flooded the lining of my dress. When I caught my breath, I stretched out the thing around my package that had held it so lovingly and so well all night and removed it and laid it on the bed. I tugged a pillow under my head and fell fast asleep.
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I woke in a start, wondering about the time. It was 7AM, the time I normally got up, though my body clock would have been 10AM. I guessed I had transitioned the jet lag then and was back on schedule. I leapt from bed, excited about the day. I stripped and put the clothes in the hamper in the closet, put on a hotel robe and made coffee and did my morning routine, following Jessie’s standard work step by step.

Hair done, makeup applied, I now needed to find something to wear that I could shop in. Damn, Jessie only gave me high heel stilettos. I wore the same outfit I arrived in. It was still clean. The only thing was, I only had crotchless panties. I washed and dried the ones I had worn on the plane and put them on. I made a mental note to buy more snug and full panties.

I didn’t wear stockings because of the heat, even though I hated putting my feet in shoes barefoot. Oh well. Such is life. First world problems. It was nice with the minimal clothing.

I opened the drawer where the perfume and jewelry were and put on my jewelry and sprayed on perfume, then put it in the purse. I loaded the purse that matched with my things and headed downstairs, checking my phone to see if Hunter had messaged yet. Nope. Probably still sleeping. Probably tried to pick up chicks last night after I left. That dick.

I found some bacon and French toast and had a breakfast reading the news on my phone. After, I entered the gaming area and sat at a slot machine and played fifty bucks, idly waiting for a message or call from Hunter. I wanted to get going. The shops would be open soon. I checked my watch. The shops were open, and I was wasting time. How could he? He knew we had a date today. I texted him, then played some more.

Half an hour later, no response. I bet Luke was ready. He went to bed when I did and he was satisfied well, the same as I was after. He would have fallen right to sleep. Well, maybe I should call Hunter first. It is supposed to be his day.

I took my phone out and called. “Hello? This is Hunter’s phone.” A bimbo sounding girl’s voice said.

“Hey, put my phone down.”

“Why? I just answered it. Someone’s on the other end, lover.”

“Oh, my god. Don’t call me lover. I’m not your lover.”

“I forgot your name, sweetie. Besides, you sure were a lover last night and this morning.” She giggled. “It’s soo big.”

“Stop that! Let go of me. Give me that phone. No, don’t throw it. Give that to me! Oh shit! Hi Remy. Sorry about that. The maid picked up my phone.”

“The maid? Oh, she must have come in to turn down the sheets last night and never left, huh, lover? Or did you pick the maid up last night at the club after I left? You know we had a date this morning, and it’s late. So, I’m going shopping. You can play with the maid and today is now Luke’s day and night with me and your moved to the end of the rotation after Liam. Have fun with the maid!” I hung up.

He called me right back, and I hung up again. I called Luke.

“Remy! Hi.”

“Hi sweetie. Hunter fucked up, and he’s been moved to the back of the bus. So you have today and tonight with me instead of him. I want to go shopping. I’m downstairs.”

“I’ll be right there!” He hung up.

Hunter sent a text expressing his apologies, or more likely his attempt to get back on my good side.… Heart emojis… kissing lips emojis.

I sent “Luke’s time, not yours.” Then a guy in suit emoji, eggplant emoji and the rain emoji, then a woman in a dress emoji.. Plus, “Go fuck yourself, you cheating boyfriend!” That’ll get him. I laughed like hell.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “Hi Remy! I’m so happy this happened. Hunter fucked up, huh?”

“He sure did. Had a bimbo in his room with him when I called. He cheated on me already!”

“He must have picked her up last night at the club.”

“That’s what I figured. Of course, I contributed to his demise. I got him all worked up and didn’t let him finish. But he could have just jerked off instead of picking up bimbos when his girlfriend was around. Oh, well.”

“Right. I was planning on thinking of you and doing exactly that before I fell asleep. You have every right to be angry with him. So, shopping?”

“Yes. Lots of stuff. Let’s go.” I took his hand, and we headed out.

The first thing we did was shop for panties. I knew I needed them to be stretchy, to hold things properly. Luke helped me pick pretty ones. Then we tried to find bras that were substantial enough to give me cleavage with my forms and yet match some of the panties I had chosen. Of course, that was harder than you’d think. We only found two bras to match anything. Luke paid for it all like a gentleman and carried the bag for me.

Next stop was for shoes, then I found a couple of cute rompers and some skorts and tops. Then we stopped at a perfumery and found some more incredible pheromone perfumes. Luke fell in love with a particular one so we got that one for me to wear only with him and we got two more for the other guys.

We were passing a drug store and so I stopped and Luke helped me pick out condoms, which he bought for me to keep in my purse for my boyfriends. Luke dragged it all back with us to the hotel and I put it away, washed the panties and hung them up on the shower to dry, changed into my new romper and a pair of comfortable, three inch heeled sandals then met him back downstairs.

I sat next to him on the cement bench and crossed my legs and bounced a foot. I smiled at Luke.

He nodded. “Now what? We still have some time to kill before we go out to dinner.”

I looked at my watch. “Guess we do. Not sure. Should we gamble a little or do something else? What do you want to do with your girlfriend?”

He took my hand and gazed into my eyes. “Well, I think it’s too early for that. I mean, I sure could, but it’ll be nicer if we have a pleasant night out first. More romantic, don’t you think?”

I raised my eyebrows and tried to look angry. “Are you being presumptuous? Are you thinking your girlfriend is going to bed with you after only one date? I’d be labeled a slut.”

“His eyes popped open wide. But you bought condoms.”

“I could use them to jerk you guys off in, right?”

“Right. Sure. Oh god. I’m sorry. I just… I didn’t mean we had to…but…I mean, I’d love to, but…I’m sorry, Remy. I’ll be happy just to have you as my arm candy.”

“Arm candy! Now I’m candy? Some dumb chick to show off?” I struggled not to laugh and still look angry.

His eyes looked desperate. “Oh god. Stuck my foot in my mouth again. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just you’re so beautiful and feminine and sexy now and I know what a good person you are and we’ve been friends so long, but before, we could never be close like we can now and…” He shook his head then hung it low. “I only want to be near you. That’s all I want. To be with you. To hold your hand. Hug you. Buy you things. Have fun with you. Chat with you and love you.”

I rubbed his strong back and sniffed the cologne on his neck. I kissed his neck. “I love you too, Luke. I was kidding. I was giving you a hard time. I want to be your arm candy. It’s fun being arm candy and having men get hot over you. I want a romantic evening with my boyfriend and would much rather have all that foreplay before we’re intimately joined…” I looked around and lowered my voice to a seductive whisper “… and I get to harvest your passionate release for me… deep inside of me… connected to you… feeling your cock as it jerks and floods me with your seed as you breed me… all while I look up into your gorgeous blue eyes.”

He beamed at me and peppered my face with kisses. I laughed, and he hugged me and picked me up off my feet and held me up in the air, then put me on my feet and gave me a big kiss on the lips. “Thank you, Remy. You don’t know how happy you just made me.”

“Me too! Okay. So what do we want to do for tonight’s romantic evening of foreplay? Dinner and drinks, of course. Where? What kind of attire? Dancing? A band or DJ?”

“Oh boy. I don’t know. I’d like you dressed up sexy and classy, though. Or nice and slutty. I mean, may as well flaunt it. Then I’ll wear whatever you want me to.”

“Really?”

“Sure.”

“Okay, let’s buy you a dress.”

“What! No way. I’d be ridiculous.”

“You’re right. Only kidding.”

“Let’s find a place to eat, then go from there.”

He took out his phone, and we started looking. It took some time because I said I wanted to have the long tablecloth and private features we had last night. We could have gone back to the same place we were at last night, but we didn’t want the other guys crashing our private party. Finally, we found it. Luke would need to wear a coat, tie, and dress pants, which was fine, and I’d have to wear a nice dress. Perfect.
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In the room, I rinsed off in the shower and decided I should plug for the night to keep my edge like Jessie said and to be ready for the guys. I had followed standard work in the morning routine, so I was ready and it would be clean. I was excited to try it.

I was hard and leaping, thinking about it. I lubed the inflatable, phone controlled expandable one, got onto the bed and knelt on it. I put my butt in the air and pressed the plug against my hole. I worked it back and forth, pressing a little harder each time until it slid in and sucked itself in to the hilt. I pumped it up. To my surprise, it was really fantastic. Once I had it swollen and extended inside of me, I took off the pump and hose and I stood and walked around. It certainly was secure in there. I opened my phone, downloaded the app, paired the plug with it, then turned it on and played with the different vibrations and intensities. Incredible! I decided on a random pattern on and off with multiple varying intensities as well. Sometimes it would be mildly pleasant, and occasionally it would send jolts and ripples of robust pleasure through me. I loved it!

I did my makeup with an evening flare with drawn back seductive eyeliner and plenty of mascara and intense navy eyeshadow with light blue on the inside and brow-line. I contoured my face and did my lips with twenty-four-hour lipstick, making my lips fuller and pouty with a Cupid’s bow. I fluff dried my hair, and checked everything in the mirror. I was a vixen. A seductress. Luke would go crazy. He’d be throbbing and dancing like I was by just seeing my face in the mirror. I licked my lips. Oh yeah, he’d want me to use those. He’d want to see it going into my face all made up. I wanted to.

In the closet, I found the cutest little, feminine, somewhat prissy dress in a baby blue color. It had a layered, very short, soft ruffled crinoline skirt. I wouldn’t be able to wear stockings and a garter belt with it because the tops of the stockings would show. Well, it was Vegas and I guess I could have, but it would be tacky with such a pretty dress. The bodice was beaded and snug and it had ruffled cap sleeves that matched the skirt portion and a V-neck. I couldn’t wait to wear it. I put it on the bed.

The shoes were strappy silver, five-inch-stiletto-heeled non-platform sole shoes that looked dainty and cute. I selected some sheer suntan pantyhose that Jessie had already cut out. I picked a baby blue lace bra with matching crotchless panties. I put it all on the bed and got dressed.

The stockings were ultra sensual against my silky, lotioned legs. The bra and panties fit perfectly and my cleavage was awesome. I found the little rubber package support I wore last night and put that on as well. It held me up and out proudly as it danced in the air. I slid into the soft silky dress and adjusted the top and my bra and cleavage in it. There was a matching sheer shawl with fringes that I swung over my shoulders and tied beneath my bust. I loaded my jewelry on, sprayed Luke’s favorite perfume all over and under the dress and on my legs and hair.

I checked myself in the mirror. Luke would have the same reaction I was having while I looked in the full-length mirror. I leapt and fell in the silky fluff beneath the dress incessantly, and it didn’t show at all. This would be wonderful. My hair needed something. It didn’t quite match the dress. I played with it. I found a scrunchy and tied it all back, leaving strands to drape at the sides. Yes! The line of my chin and the shape of my face were revealed as the soft, feminine girl I was. I loved it. I tied a baby blue ribbon over the scrunchy. Perfect. I placed a baby-blue flower into the right side of my hair in front.

I loaded in earrings and the rest of the jewelry and bracelets, rings, etc. I posed different ways and tried to make my hard-on show and couldn’t. It was perfect. Jessie had once again found a perfect dress for a girl like me to wear crotchless panties with. The plug silently shot off another round of intense vibrations, making my cock leap and ooze, and I held the side of the mirror to catch myself as my leg twitched slightly. Wow! This would be a hell of an evening.

I loaded the dress-matching, baby-blue, beaded purse with phone, ID, credit card, cash, perfume, lipstick, blush, and several condoms. I stared into it, wondering what else I should have. Hmm, what would be nice for Luke under the table? I could bring some nice silky panties to use. He might like that. I found a tiny pair of very silky pink ones that would work. I stared into the purse some more. Hmm. Then I remembered something that was in with the toys.

Back to the dresser, I found it. It was a little box. I opened it and in it was a note. “Use this to make the guys think you’re the one getting them so hard. It’s a powdered form of E.D. medicine. Perfectly safe. You can use some too, but take only half the amount. Don’t give them more than one dose in a day or at night. The ring holds a full dose.”

There were several vials of powder. I opened the ring. I filled it halfway with the powder and tossed it into my mouth. Yuk! Bitter! I ran to get a glass of water and swallowed it down. Okay, I’d have to put it in a drink that the bitter wouldn’t matter. This would be great.

I checked my watch, and I had twenty minutes before we met downstairs. Hmm. I sat on the comfy chair and crossed my legs. I flipped on the TV. There was a full menu of porn! Hmm. Maybe later. I’d be too tempted to come.

I decided to grab a drink at the bar while I waited for Luke. I slung my purse, checked in the mirror once more and adjusted my shawl, then headed downstairs. My heels clicked erotically as I walked, putting one foot in line with the other with each minced step. The plug shot off, and it made me want to swing my hips more, which I did, and my breasts tugged, and my cleavage jiggled with each step. My cock flailed beneath the dress, rubbing in the silky fluff. I was immersed in pretty and feminine!

On the elevator, a handsome young guy checked me out while I stared at the floor indicator above. I could sense his eyes as they covered my body. “Hello miss. You look lovely this evening.”

I turned to him and smiled. “Why thank you. I’m meeting my boyfriend downstairs and we’re going to dinner.”

“Lovely. Have a wonderful evening.” The door opened and he let me go first. I put on a show for him. Bent wrists to the side, swinging with each step daintily, hips swaying. Tiny minced steps like a little doll. I could feel his eyes on me as I turned into the bar and took a seat. The waiter came over. Drink miss?”

“Dirty martini, up please. Cheese olives.”

“Right away.” He smiled, and his eyes flicked to my cleavage. I crossed my legs, turned the seat to face out and bounced a high-heeled foot while I took my phone out and texted Luke. He responded immediately. “Be right down, honey. Order me one of what you’re drinking”

I put my phone away, called out for another martini. Honey. Luke called me honey. I loved it. It was sweet. Like I was his girlfriend or something. Hmm. I was his girlfriend this evening.

As I was bouncing my foot, I noticed my hard-on was extremely hard. It was leaping beneath the fluff all on its own. The plug shot off and I could tell it oozed a drop. My leg twitched. The martinis arrived. I sipped the martini as my body tingled all over and my cock danced deliciously. Oh yeah, Luke’s big cock would be wonderful with this stuff. I opened the ring on my finger and dumped the powder into his martini and stirred it up.

Luke appeared. He gave me a peck on the cheek and sat next to me. He held his drink up. “To us. May we someday be even more than boyfriend and girlfriend.”

I tilted my head. Was that a marriage proposal? I thought of the wedding dress in the closet. Did Jessie know something?

“Something wrong?”

“Oh no. Just had a moment.” I clinked his glass. “To us.”

We both sipped. He made a little face, shrugged and sipped some more. He checked his watch. “We need to finish these in fifteen minutes to not be late.” He drank some more. “The ride is short, though. Even with traffic, it shouldn’t take long.” He leaned back and took me in. “My god, that is a pretty dress. It’s so feminine and girly.”

“Want me to model it for you?”

“Sure!”

I stepped off the stool and placed my purse on the bar. I bent my wrists and swung my arms and hips and placed one foot in front of the other and walked away eleven minced steps then turned and walked back, cock flailing, breasts tugging, cleavage jiggling, hands moving daintily, a big smile on my face with my head tilted and somewhat down with my eyes up. I blew him a kiss, then sat.

His face was full of joy. “Wow. Incredible. I’d never know you…uh…sorry…”

“I know. I feel the same way. I know now I never was one, though. This is who I am.” I sipped my drink down a ways. Checked my watch. “How’s that martini? It’s some kind of expensive vodka.”

“Not worth the price. It’s bitter, actually.”

“It’ll get better toward the end.”

He nodded and slung it down. “There. Done. Ready?”

I slung mine down and hopped off the stool. He gave me his arm. We walked outside. The warm desert breeze danced around my stockinged legs and under my dress, blowing on my hard cock.

“Uber black should be here in a minute.” He laughed.

“What?”

He leaned in to me and whispered. “I’m hard from you already. I have to hold my coat in front of me.” He took off his coat and draped it over his arm in front of him. I hugged his arm to me. “That makes me happy. I’m hot for you already, too.”

We climbed in the chilled Uber black. This one had a privacy screen between us and the driver. I took full advantage of it and took his cock out and sucked it for a while. It was like a piece of steel, it was so hard. The velvety skin was stretched so tight it seemed the skin would rip open. I was crazy on it and harvested a plentiful, cock spasming, pulsating, protein shake from him before we had to tuck it all away.

He held the coat before him, and we entered the restaurant. We had the perfect seating once again. Plenty of privacy. “You can caress my legs if you’d like. I’d like that, Luke.”

“I’d love to. I haven’t stopped being hard, even though you got it all out of me. You’re amazing.”

“Thanks. You are too.” I unzipped his pants, took my new security blanket out, and began fondling it. I loved it. I took the silky panties from my purse and wrapped it in them. I stroked him discreetly while the waiter took our orders. No one knew. I loved being able to do that with no one suspecting. It was a perfect thrill. The plug shot off in me. My leg twitched. I let out a little gasp.

Luke squeezed my stockinged thigh. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Yes. This is so exciting. I love doing this for you. I have a gratifying purpose now. I love making you feel nice. It’s very rewarding for me. I could never make any person feel as good as I can to people now. It makes me so very proud of the girl I am.” I gave him a peck on the lips. I couldn’t stop looking into his eyes. He had such a look of love for me on his face. The waiter delivered our drinks.

Luke held it to toast. “To us, forever.” We clinked and sipped.

“Remy, I… I uh… I think… Uh, the silky panties are a nice touch.”

“Thanks. I thought you might like them. I’ve discovered how nice panties can feel down there. We can buy you some. You know, so they think they’re for me.”

He sipped his drink. “Yeah sure. Uh… I uh…” He sipped again, looking into my eyes. Something serious was on his mind, not panties. I stroked him tenderly in them, just grazing his skin with them back and forth.

“Wow. That is nice, Remy. Uh…I uh…. I …I think I’m falling in love with you. I mean, I’ve always loved you, but now, the way you are, I can touch you and show you, and it’s normal and right.”

I used both hands and leaned into him. I rolled his shaved balls in my palm while stroking him ever so carefully with the panties, and I looked deep into his eyes. “I know. I feel the same. It’s so different now. So much better. I think I’m falling in love like the love I always thought I’d have with a girl, but it’s with you.”

“Oh god, Remy. Then let’s do it. We’re in Vegas. It’s a perfect place to do it.”

“I want to. I want to have you make love to me later. I need you to.” I rolled his cock between my palms in the panties. Rubbed the ooze from the tip around the head.

He nodded, his eyes bright. “Oh god yes. That for sure but…I meant…Remy…will you marry me in Vegas? Please? Be mine forever. Be my wife.”
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I let go of his cock, grabbed my drink, and pounded it down. I stared into space, seeing that wedding dress Jessie had packed for me. Did she know? How could I get married? This is nuts. Or is it? I loved these guys. More now than ever, because now I can be a part of things with them rather than being the odd one out as the runt of the litter. Now they treat me even better than an equal. Now I’m something special to them. Seems to Luke I’m everything now.

He stroked my hair. “Remy, are you alright? I didn’t mean to scare you. You look frightened.”

I took a deep breath and composed myself. I needed my security blanket…his cock. I re-wrapped it in the panties and grasped it gently and fondled it lovingly while gazing into his eyes. “Oh, Luke. You honor me with your offer and it sounds incredible… but… I… uh… I haven’t been this way for long. I’m a child girl right now.” I didn’t want to hurt his feelings. I tilted my head as I caressed his lovely cock, rolled his globes in my palm, and gazed into his eyes. “I want to, but I’m afraid it’s too soon.”

“Oh right. I understand. You’re right. I just thought I’d save you from having to date the other guys, but… I could see why you’d want to. You should… I guess. To explore.”

“Right. To explore.” I needed to change the subject. Get back to being on a date. “So, how is your date going so far? I mean, with me as your date. Am I attentive enough?” I rubbed the ooze from the tip around the head as the plug shot off in me. His hands caressed my stockinged legs delightfully.

“Oh god, yes. I’ve never been so enamored with any woman before. I don’t want to share you.”

Hmm. That didn’t work. I let his cock go and picked up the menu. “The food here looks interesting. Maybe we should order some appetizers.”

He picked up the menu.

“Uh, Luke, maybe you should put that away for now and just keep caressing my legs. I love when you do that for me.” I gave him a peck on the lips. “Okay sweetie? I’ll let you know when you can take it out.”

He hurriedly pushed and shoved and got it back into his pants. He slid the panties into my hand and I put them back in my purse.

“God, Remy. It won’t go away. I need to pee, too.”

“Right. Well, let’s talk about work and things less interesting and maybe that will help.”

We both managed to get our hard-ons to the point we could pee. It was scary thinking it would be stuck that way, but it worked out and we were relaxed and able to enjoy it again through several leisurely courses. When we finished. We had espressos and desert and an after dinner drink.

“Do you want to go dancing, Remy?”

“Hmm, not sure. How about you come back to the room with me and we could dance between the sheets together?” I rubbed his hard cock in his pants. His eyes lit up. His cock was throbbing beneath my hand.

“Oh god, yes. I thought you’d never ask. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.” He peppered my face with kisses.

I trotted beside him in my tiny, erotically clicking steps, hanging onto his arm. The plug shot off. My breasts and cleavage jiggled, my hips swayed, my ridiculously hard cock flailed in the fluff beneath my dress. We fell into each other in an embrace in the Uber, then ran into our hotel and upstairs. I dug in my purse for my key and opened the door.

Luke picked me up in his arms and carried me inside and placed me on the bed. “Practicing.”

I slid off the bed and pulled the covers back to the red satin sheets. Luke hurriedly stripped all his clothes off and folded them onto a chair, then crawled on his knees toward me, his big steel cock pointing at me like a javelin. I opened my legs to him and he pressed my thighs to the bed. My plug went off. “Shit! Wait a minute. I’ll be right back, honey.”

I scooted off the bed, trotted into the bathroom, and removed the plug and washed it off, and put it into the dresser. I shut the app off on my phone and ran to Luke, lying on the bed, smiling at me while he stroked his handsome cock. He moved to the side to have me take my position again.

I slid back and put my head on the pillow and spread my legs. He pushed them back and pinned my thighs to the bed, my high-heeled feet now above my head, my toes pointed. I watched closely as he maneuvered his cock to my hole, pressed the tip against it, and pushed gently. He looked into my eyes and pushed some more. “Is it okay?”

I nodded quickly. “It’s wonderful. Push it in. Don’t worry.”

He pushed, holding the thick hard shaft and looking in to my eyes. I watched it make its way in, then stop. I pressed against it some more and gritted my teeth.

“Does it hurt?”

“Only a little. I think it just has to get past the gate. Push it harder.”

He did, and it dove in a couple of inches, making me gasp. “Yes. That’s it. Keep going. Fill me with your gorgeous cock, Luke. Make believe I’m your wife now to use as you please.”

I looked up and could see us in the mirror above the bed. What a sight. A sexy girl being ravished by a handsome, hard-bodied man.

He pushed it until his hips pressed against me. It seemed as if it should be in me up to my throat. We kissed deeply as he swung his hips around, moving it inside of me deliciously. He broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “God, Remy, you are so hot and tight. It’s incredible.”

“So are you. Your cock is so much better than the plug I wore all night. It’s as if you’re impaling my soul on it. I feel you all through me. Fuck me. Use me like your wife, baby. Breed me. I’m yours for your pleasure.”

Luke got into it with vigor. His brow began to sweat and his breathing became deep. His face was serious and loving. My toes, pointed in their heels above my head, flailed about with each thrust. His deep, long thrusts pushed oozed from my cock between us, making a trail of pearl rope dripping down it as it flailed in its ruffled nest, the crinoline of my dress all bunched and fluffy at my waist.

The view in the mirror made it seem I was out of my body watching myself being fucked by Luke. It was beautiful!

My body tingled all over and it seemed I could go on like this forever, oozing with his thrusts and ripples of pleasure filling me head to toe in waves. He took a break, and we cuddled with him deep and hard in me, moving it in little movements. My body was aflame with desire for release.

In my little girl voice, I heard myself say, “Oh sweetie. Make me come. Please? Fuck me and come inside of me and make me come. I need to feel you coming in me⏤feel your huge lovely cock jerking and spasming inside of me as it fills me with your passionate release. I’ll come with you when you do.”

He grunted and held me fast to the bed as he pounded me over and over. I whimpered and squealed like a little girl. “Oh god yes, Luke. My lover. Come in your wife.”

Luke became wild and looked deep into my eyes as my cock flailed between us, spitting drops while he reamed me. He shoved hard and grunted. “Remy!” His body spasmed and his cock in me swelled and jerked about like a wild animal in a cage, spewing his load into me. He began thrusting again, pounding me and pumping his come into me. My cock flailed and my body spasmed, my legs tensed, my toes pointed in my heels above my head. I cried in little girl cries while he injected me. “

I whimpered. “That’s it, honey! I’m coming.” My body was electric, my toes pointed, and I spurted pearl ropes of come all over the dress and between us while he shoved his flood into me.

He collapsed upon me. I stroked his hair. He whispered, “I love that you let me fantasize you’re my wife. It was a wonderful dream.”

“I know, honey. I know. It was.” He rested on me, his heavy body still taking deep breaths as I held his hard ass in my hands, my long nails biting into it and kept his cock deep in me. We fell asleep that way.
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My phone went off with a text message. Then again. And again. I rolled over. I heard the shower running. My phone had texts from Hunter and Liam, both thinking it was their day. Hunter was pissed when I reminded him of the order and Liam was next. Once that was settled, I set the time with Liam, allowing for me to do a leisurely clean up and preparation for the day. He wanted to take me racing in Lamborghinis. There was training and a trainer. It sounded great.

“Good morning princess!” Luke said as he came to the bed smelling fresh in his nakedness. He sat down, His big cock limp between his legs. He had a lovely body. Not too muscled, but firm and nice.

He gave me a peck on the cheek. “Can I take you to breakfast?”

“No. It’s Liam’s day. He’s taking me racing.”

“On the supercar track? You’ll love it. I did it once. Should have taken you yesterday.”

“No. Shopping was needed, and it was more fun. This will be more independent. I’ll waste time from Liam by being with the trainer.”

“True. Okay. Well, till next time.”

“Wait. I could use a protein drink if you’d like. I wouldn’t want to send you off unfinished. May I?”

I reached out for his limp flesh and grasped it, and it throbbed. His hand moved to my head and pulled me to it. I took his limp cock in my mouth and relished making it grow for me while I looked into his eyes. Soon, I was on my knees while he laid back and I went wild on it. My goal was to make him come as soon as I could.

He held my head tight, looking down into my eyes while I bobbed my head, ran my tongue in circles around it while tugging his globes and stroking the rest of his cock that wouldn’t fit in my mouth. I checked the clock as he started gushing into my face, fucking my head. Less than two minutes. I was proud and guzzled every gush, not letting go until he forcibly removed me from it. I sat up.

“Holy shit, Remy. You sure know how to make things move fast.” He laughed and wiped a cum drip off my chin and fed it to me.

I laughed. “I had to see how good I could be. I enjoy making it last but, there’s something about making a man lose control that’s powerful and gratifying to a girl. Proves to me what a splendid girl I make, I guess.”

“That’s for sure. Okay. As much as I hate to, I guess I should dress and go so you can get ready for your date.”

“Right.”

We kissed deeply at the door and he left and I did my standard work. No plug today. It was too much, and I was a little sore from my pounding, anyway. I wore a romper and ballet flats, which would be better for driving in. The day was a gas. 180 miles per hour on the straight in a Lamborghini Huracan STO with 640 horsepower and zero to sixty in under 3 seconds. Liam paid for it all and that was a good thing, seeing how much it costed.

Dinner was wonderful. I found another very flattering dress and had another boyfriend hard all night that was equally good and attentive in bed and tried to make me come like a rocket, but Liam was of a slighter build, like me. As we chatted, I couldn’t help thinking he was actually envious of me and would have rather been the one to lose the bet. The morning was the same, and I was able to get my protein once again. Another marriage proposal had ensued.

Hunter was next. He was pissed he was third in line, but he got over it as soon as we were done with breakfast. The results were the same, and another marriage proposal ensued.

I was about to go through the list a second time when I thought about it all in the shower. What did I want? What did they want? Could they live with it if I committed to one of them? Would they break up as friends when I did? What if I never committed? I’d not have the security I would if I married one of them. Would I have to work still? They all offered me to not have to if I married one of them so we could travel together. They could all work from anywhere and take whatever time off they wanted to. Would they still do that if I didn’t commit?

It seemed we needed a meeting of the minds.

As I stood in the closet looking at my choices for the day, that wedding dress stuck out like a sore thumb. What was it telling me? It was beautiful. I wanted to wear it so badly. I wanted the veil caressing my shoulders as a bride would have it. I wanted to hold a bouquet of flowers. I had an epiphany. This was Vegas, baby!
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I did a multi-party call with all the men. We’d all have breakfast together and have a little chat. I chose a powerful black miniskirt suit with chalk pin stripes with a cream-colored satin blouse open down to my cleavage. I wore open toe, five-inch-heeled pumps and slung a black purse. They wouldn’t intimidate me.

We had a private room in the restaurant for our breakfast meeting. The food was laid out and the server left and closed the door. I sat at the head of the table, sipping my coffee, everyone waiting for me to speak. I loved doing this to them. Having them in the palm of my hand, one way, or the other way.

I chortled. “I’ve discovered something about us. We’re buddies for life. Yet, each one of you wants to marry me and break that up. How will the others feel when I decide to wed only one of you?”

They all looked at each other.

I know you all think you’ll be the winner. But what if you aren’t? What’s the risk? And if you win, could you live with your best friends being bested out of this opportunity? I think not.

They shrugged. Liam quietly raised his hand.

“Yes, Liam.”

“I just want to say… You’re right. We’d be split up. It couldn’t work. Maybe we should just go back to the way we were. You could be your old self.”

The others looked frightened. I glared at him. “Bite your tongue, Liam! Never.”

“Sorry. But we can’t do what we’re doing. It’ll ruin us.”

“Right. So I have a proposal. Somehow, you guys ended up with me being the loser. However, make a closer perusal of Liam. Now Liam, be honest. You had pangs of jealousy from me losing the bet. I saw the way my dress and clothing fascinated you, my scent and appearance, my breasts. Not that I was a pretty woman. It was that you wished you were me. You wish you could have been made feminine and pretty. Am I right? Be honest. Don’t be macho now.”

Liam’s face flushed red. “I.. Uh…” He looked around the table, his head down, his eyes up. Shame was plastered on his face.

Hunter slapped him on the shoulder. “Hey! You should have said something! You could have lost, too. Both of you. But you’re always trying to be so macho all the time. I never guessed you’d ever think about it. You’d be a perfect lady, too!”

“Really? You really think so? I mean… just out of curiosity.”

He looked at me. “I don’t know if I’d ever come out as good as Remy.”

Luke leaned in and looked into Liam’s eyes. “You would. You’d be perfect too. Try it. Out of curiosity, like you said. If it doesn’t suit you, what better place than Vegas to try it?”

Liam looked at me with a blank stare.

“So, Liam. Want me to help you? We’ll do it today. You still would have a few days left to see if it suits you. It’s merely clothes and hair and stuff.”

Liam’s face filled with joy. It was as if a huge load was taken off of him. “God! I guess. I never thought much about it. I mean. I might have sometimes but, I never thought you guys would accept it. You would?”

Hunter nodded. “Of course we would. We want what’s best for each other, right?”

“Right.”

Then be our other girlfriend this week.

Liam rolled his eyes. “Hooooly shit! Okay. I’ll do it.”
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Liam and I spent the day getting her ready. Salon hair and nails, clothes, makeup, jewelry, shoes, bras and forms and panties and stockings and pantyhose. Even a shower attachment and plugs for practice. Liam was pretty uneasy about that idea, but the becoming pretty and feminine portion of it so intrigued her she couldn’t say no. After all our running around, at the end of the day, we were whooped.

With everything set up in her room, I helped her get dressed in a very cute cocktail dress with sequins and stilettos. She was in heaven seeing her cleavage and walking around with her hidden hard-on under her dress.

We stood before the full-length mirror. “You look beautiful Liam.”

“Thanks. I do.” She laughed. “I make myself hard.”

“Of course. You’ll make the guys hard too. Ready for that?”

“Uh…”

“Okay. I’ll get you started.”

I lifted the flared hem of her dress and knelt before her, taking her hard cock in to my mouth. I popped off her, stroking her. “Now look into the mirror and imagine I’m you.” I sucked and ran my tongue around it and stroked and tugged her globes. Soon I had her whimpering. Her leg shook. “Oh, stop…stop Remy.”

I stopped and stood. “Kneel and do me now.”

She was hesitant, but she did and was soon enamored with it all. She became fervent in her ministrations and I had to wrench her off me forcibly. “There, there. Now you’re over that part. Good, huh?”

“Giving it is way better than getting it.”

“Damn right girl! Now let’s go to dinner.”

We had drinks and dinner with the men. Liam became immersed in taking care of her best friends as well as she could that night, using her hands and mouth. We took turns with Hunter and Luke, all of us happy as clams in the new arrangements. We were closer than we ever had been. I knew this would work out beautifully.

The next two days, we dated Hunter and Luke, one after the other. The talk of marriage ceased. In a way, I was sorry for that. We girls deserved to be secure with the changes we’d go through for the men. Soon we’d have implants. They wanted us to quit working, and we didn’t mind that idea with all the shopping and traveling to do in this world. But… something was off to me. They could dump us anytime. Not to mention, that wedding dress was still hanging there in all its beauty and it should be worn.

After I had diligently, enthusiastically, and slowly and tortuously, proudly harvested my morning protein from Hunter, I called Liam.

Luke picked up. “Hi Remy. Looking for Liam? Her mouth is full right now. Can she call you right back?”

“Of course. Tell her to swallow all her food.”

I chuckled and began getting ready. Liam called in a minute. “Hey! Sorry. I couldn’t get to the phone. I was in worship.” She chuckled.

“I understand. I worship like that too. So I have an idea. What do you think about a Vegas double wedding?”
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We found a perfect wedding dress for Liam that morning of the last day and booked a wedding venue. We discussed our thoughts and feelings about who we’d like most for a husband and the way we all were as friends. It didn’t matter. It would serve the purpose and we’d still all be together and be available to each other as usual. But then we girls would be secure.

We met Hunter and Luke for lunch and told them our plan.

“Really? That’s like a dream come true.” Luke said as he glanced back and forth between us.

Hunter nodded and put his iced tea down. “Hell yeah. It works for you girls to do what we want you to do and it works for the team because everyone is taken care of and we all have each other. Let’s do it.”

Liam and I looked at each other. I nodded. “Good. It’s settled. Any wishes for who is whose wife?”

Hunter and Luke looked at each other and shrugged. Luke said, “We love you both. How could we choose?”

I laughed. “We couldn’t have said it better. That was our discussion earlier. Okay then, we’ll see you at the wedding.”
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Liam brought her things to my suite, and together we got ready for the men. We didn’t want or need our plugs anymore and had our measured out powders ready. We helped each other put on our sheer white lace-top stockings and caressed each other at every step of the way. It was an exercise in foreplay that brought us both to the edge many times where we’d fall into an embrace, our breasts crushing together, our cocks dancing and touching. The two of us whimpering sweetly.

By the time we had our veils on. We were both ready and longing to be mounted by our stallions.

We Ubered to the wedding venue, signed our portion of the paperwork and marriage licenses and sat in the entryway sipping iced tea and waiting for our men in all our finery.

Luke and Hunter arrived looking like two men from the royal family in the long-tailed suits they wore with top hats and walking canes.

Hunter embraced me. “You two are like angels from heaven.” He kissed my cheek. Luke and Hunter switched places, and we embraced and kissed again. “So, who is whose?”

We shrugged. “Flip of a coin?”

Hunter took one out. “Hmm. This isn’t a win-or-lose thing, so…hmm. Tails seems derogatory.”

I took the coin from his hand. “Each of us flips and lets it land on the ground. The two with heads are a couple. The other two are a couple. Got it?”

“Got it.” Hunter tossed. Tail.

Luke tossed. Head.

Liam tossed. Tail.

I tossed. Tail.

Hunter tossed. Head.

“Okay then, Hunter and Luke get married.” I laughed.

Hunter shook his head. “Shit. Okay. How about this? Me and Luke go into the men’s room. You and Liam go into the ladies’ room. You decide who goes out first, as will we, and the first two out are a couple and the last two out are a couple. Deal?”

Liam and I scurried off to the girls’ room, clattering away in our heels and hanging on to each other. In the ladies’ room, we looked at each other, both excited. “So? You want to go first?”

“It doesn’t matter, sweetie. It’s random.”

“Is it? Or will Hunter, being Hunter, always want to be first?”

“Oh god. I hope he doesn’t screw with it like that. Wait.” I ran out to talk through the men’s room door to them. Luke was there. I hugged him.

I yelled. “Liam, come out now.” Luke knocked on the door for Hunter. Hunter came out, seeing me on Luke’s arm, and took Liam on his. “Done! Phew!” He laughed. “Let’s get hitched. This stallion can’t take anymore.”

After the ceremony, which wasn’t much of a ceremony, we had our copies of the paperwork and the other copies were filed online in the state of Nevada. We were legally married.

We all stood outside the wedding center. “Now what?” Hunter asked. “Did you make any plans for us, Remy? Liam?”

We shook our heads.

I hugged Luke’s arm. “Well, it is our last night in Vegas. What do you say we grab some food and do some gambling? I haven’t gambled at all this week. Then we can go back to our rooms and fuck like rabbits like we have all week.”

Hunter nodded. “I guess. You girls did some gambling, though. You gambled on us.”

I laughed. “And I started out as a loser and then Liam wanted to be a loser and look what happened. We won our best friends for husbands. It was a good gamble.”

Hunter hugged Liam to him, and Liam giggled. Hunter said, “It sure was. Why don’t I call the pilots and we can have a honeymoon next week? You girls can get some new clothes. Say Paris tomorrow?”

We ate, gambled and consummated our wedding vows, all four of us on the same bed in my bridal suite. This was the most I’d ever been creamed in Vegas… and it made me so happy.
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