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Tyler stood in the circle of burly bikers, heart pounding. The men,

dressed in denim and leather, arms and necks covered in prison

tattoos, looked at him, leering. Many of them rubbed at the fat bulges in their jeans as they made kissing noises. He’d come here willingly enough after get fucked in a rest stop bathroom by their shot caller, Boss. But now, looking at how many of them there were, he began sweating a little.


He felt vulnerable and exposed in the middle of the circle. He knew he was about to take some rough dick, that every man in that circle was going to breed him hard. This is what I want, he told himself. No matter what, I’m going to pass this audition, he resolved. Even if it kills me, I’m going to make it as a club sissy. Butterflies flittered

through his stomach and, tucked carefully inside a pair of women’s

underwear, his dick grew so hard it ached.

Thanks to the other clubhouse dick-slut, Nae, he wasn’t just wearing

women’s underwear, he wore women’s everything. His small feet

were stuffed into stiletto heels, his slender legs encased by dark,

thigh-high stockings. Above a flat, smooth stomach, he wore a bright pink padded bra.

Make up; eyeliner, rouge, and lipstick, painted his face, carefully applied by Nae.

He looked over at Nae now. A tall skinny biker he’d heard called

“Hammer,” loomed over the little faggot. His pants were open and his hands rested passively on the top of Nae’s head as the sissy bobbed his face up and down into Hammer’s crotch.

Down on his knees, both hands with painted nails, pressed against

Hammer’s lean thighs, Nae sucked the guy’s cock so enthusiastically

Tyler easily heard the slurping sounds from across the room.

Nae pushed himself forward, taking all of the tall, lean biker’s cock

down his throat. Hammer grunted aggressively in approval, then

closed his eyes, let his head loll back on his neck, and moaned in

pleasure.

As he watched Nae sucking Hammer off, Tyler’s hand unconsciously drifted to his own erect penis in the confines of the silky Tanga-cut panties. The material of the underwear showed a wet spot as pre-cum leaked out of his pee slit.

“Look at that!” the mountainous biker known as “Bear” bellowed in

laughter. “Look at the little sissy rub his clit!”


Tyler blushed furiously as the circle of men around him erupted in

laughter. His knees began shaking a little, and he swallowed against a hard lump in his throat. He placed his hands behind his back and

looked down. His cheeks burned as the knot of bikers crowded in

closer.

“Enough of this shit,” Bear said. He down a can of Budweiser in one

gulp and tossed it aside. “We’re fucking this sissy right now!”

Strong, calloused hands grasped his slight body, manhandling him

easily. He stumbled, still unused to walking in heels, and the bikers

lifted him bodily up onto the pool table behind him. The number 3

ball went rolling and dropped in a corner pocket with a clatter.

Bear came forward, pushing up close between Tyler’s open thighs. A hand the size of a dinner plate came down and squeezed the hard little cock poking out of the top of the panties. Tyler whimpered in pleasure


and leaned against Bear’s massive chest. The biker smelled like beer

and Axe body spray and man.

Bear shoved him back in a rude motion. “I ain’t your fucking

boyfriend, sissy,” he growled.

Leaning in, he pressed a strong hand against Tyler’s chest, between

the cups of his pink bra, pushing the much smaller man down onto the table. Lying flat, Tyler looked up and saw someone had hung a poster of a naked girl with huge tits, straddling a Harley Davidson

motorcycle, on the ceiling.

Getting into his role as biker slut, Tyler lifted his legs, showing off the soft stockings and fuck-me-pumps. The club members hooted and whistled in approval. His cock twitched between his thighs. Bear reached down and yanked the panties to the side, exposing the

vulnerable, puckered hole of Tyler’s ass.


His hand rubbed Tyler’s ball sack, not rough enough to hurt, but not

gentle, and Tyler moaned as more pre-cum leaked from his dick. I

really am a dick slut, he thought. The thought made him smile with

pleasure. If it was true, he realized, then he was by far in the best

place for it.

Bear took a thick finger and stuck it in his mouth, coating it with

saliva. His face was covered with a wild, matted beard, making him

look like an extra from the set of Vikings. Removing the wet finger

from his mouth, he reached down and pushed the blunt tip of his

finger against Tyler’s rectum.

He didn’t rub first to try and relax the sphincter, instead he just pushed the wet finger straight into his ass like using a dipstick to check oil.

Tyler gasped, ass clenching around the invasion. Bear grinned,

showing big, square teeth.

“This bitch is tight!” he laughed. He looked down and met Tyler’s


adoring gaze. “Me fucking you with what I’m packing is going split

you wide open.” He didn’t sound apologetic.

Slowly pushing his finger in and out of Tyler’s man-pussy, Bear

reached down with his other hand and popped open the button fly on

his jeans. He apparently didn’t believe in wearing underwear, and his semi-erect cock flopped out.

“Look at it,” Bear suggested, grin evil. “Look at what’s going to be

pushing up inside of you.”

Nervous, Tyler did as he was told. He was always going to do as he

was told while he was here, he knew. Despite himself, he gasped,

surprised. Boss’s cock was big, but Bear was a mutant. Tyler was

good with numbers. He guesstimated Bear’s height at 6’5” tall, and,

calculating the length of his femur in relation to that measurement, he compared that with how low Bear’s cock hung.


Jesus fucking Christ, he thought. That thing is at least 13 inches long!

Cold greasy shots of adrenaline leaked into his stomach, and nervous fear ripple through his delicate body. His eyes widened in shock, and his mouth make that little “O” of astonishment. Long as it was, what scared Tyler the most was its girth. The fat cock was big around as a Coke can.

“Lube,” Tyler whispered. “Please, lube.”

“Yeah,” Bear smirked. “It is that fucking big.”

Coming up on the side of the pool table closest to Tyler’s head, Boss

spoke up, He talked like a man used to having his orders obeyed

without question. “Hammer, let Nae take this sissy’s mind off what’s

coming for him before he panics and pisses himself.”

“Sure thing,” Hammer said. “You heard him, bitch.” He told Nae.

“Get over there and lick that boy-clit.”


Tyler looked over, feeling the felt of the table yield a little as he

rotated his head. Nae rose to her feet, wiping his mouth clean with the back of his hand. Tyler reached out with his own hand as Nae came up to the table beside Bear.

The experienced club slut smiled, eyes meeting his, and took the

offered hand. He squeezed it reassuringly and gently pushed Tyler’s

lifted leg down. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said, voice soft. “I’m going

to be here with you all the way.”

“Thank you,” Tyler whispered back.

Hammer appeared behind Nae, taller even than Bear. His goatee was a bush on his square jaw. He leaned in behind the crossdresser. “Hey,” he said to the back of Nae’s head. “Boss said take his mind off Bear’s snake ripping his a-hole. He didn’t say I wasn’t going to finish fucking you.”


Hammer put one hand between Nae’s shoulder blades and reached the other around to the crossdresser’s waist just below the belly button.

He pulled in and pushed simultaneously, forcing the much shorter

man, even in Nae’s 6” heels, to bend at the waist.

“So,” Hammer said, pushing Nae’s short black leather skirt over his

angular hips, “Shut the fuck up and starting sucking his dick.”

Looking up from Tyler’s belly, Nae winked and smiled. Tyler had

time to realize how Nae’s makeup was applied perfectly, and then

he/she gently wrapped his/her skinny effeminate fingers around his

cock. His ass lifted off the table at the intense jolt of pleasure that

overwhelmed him as Nae slid his mouth down over his cock.

He closed his eyes with the gratification and, when he opened them

again, a thickset biker with a beer belly and arms like a bodybuilder,

crawled up onto the table. The guy had a cobra tattooed on his neck


and a mustache like an Old West gunfighter.

Tyler turned his face toward the man as the guy freed his cock, and

then pressed the purple head of the veiny thing against the sissy’s lips.

Eager for the taste of dick, Tyler lifted his head and opened his mouth,

stretching his lips wide and relaxing his jaw.

A strong, cruel hand grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face

roughly forward. Cobra tattoo’s dick rammed into Tyler’s mouth.

Tyler realized the guy hadn’t showered today. His odor was pungent,

dick ripe with musk, and sweat and the smell of pee.

Tyler started sucking but the guy didn’t seem to want a blowjob, he

was drunk and rough and intent on gagging Tyler. He crouched over

the sissy, leaning down on one arm as he settled to his knees on the

table, positioned with his hips right over Tyler’s face.

Cobra tattoo drilled downward, pushing his cock toward the back of


Tyler’s throat, and yanked up on Tyler’s hair, forcing more of his not

inconsiderable length into Tyler’s oral cavity. His face twisted up in a half-snarl as Tyler began making gagging sounds.

Tyler opened his eyes, looking down the length of his body. He saw

the back of Nae’s head bobbing, face toward Bear, as he went down

on him. His body pressed into Tyler with each thrust of Hammer

ramming into her ass. Behind her, the tall biker looked down, eyes

glued to where the heavily made up Nae blew the stocking clad Tyler.

His hips made fleshy slapping sounds as he fucked the club sissy.

Boss was right, a long experienced cocksucker, Nae’s blowjob did

help ease his initiation as club bitch. Tyler, trying to mimic Nae’s

skilled fellatio, tried running his tongue over Cobra tattoo’s shaft and prick head, but the penis was a piston drill pounding into him, gagging him until tears brimmed in his eyes.

Between his legs, Bear pulled his finger free and Tyler braced for the


massive invasion that was coming. Instead of the fat head of Bear’s

cock however, Tyler felt something cold and smooth and wet slid up

his ass.

Looking down in confusion, Tyler saw Bear pushing a Bud long neck beer bottle into him. Bear looked at him, grin as big as ever. “Relax,” he told Tyler. “This ain’t my first time breaking in some bitch to my cock. Just relax while I loosen you up.”

Bear twisted the bottle, rotating it as he pushed the long neck up

Tyler’s ass. The biker fucking Tyler’s face began losing his rhythm as he pushed faster and Tyler realized the guy was close to popping.

Cold beer splashed up inside him as Bear fucked him harder with the bottle and he gasped at the pleasurable shock.

Sperm spewed out of Cobra tattoo’s cock, flowing hot and sticky into Tyler’s open mouth. The dirty biker froze for a moment, yanking Tyler’s face hard into him by the hair. Cum jetted out in salty, white-watery spurts, and he swallowed promptly but still couldn’t drink it all.

Cum slimed along Cobra’s shaft and dribbled over Tyler’s lip to leak

onto his chin and cheek. Cobra tattoo shivered, slowly see-sawing his cock in and out of Tyler’s mouth. Slowly, the fingers wrapped in his hair released, and the guy sat back.

Tyler looked up at him, eyes searching the man’s face. Had he done a good job? Was the biker pleased? Nae slid her mouth up and down

along his hard prick, the reverberations of Hammer’s ass slamming

traveling up through his body and rolling into Tyler’s cock through

her mouth. Between his butt cheeks, Bear fucked him with the beer

bottle, beer splashing and foaming.

Cobra tattoo looked down at Tyler. His sneer was less aggressive as he reached out and pinched Tyler’s cum-stained cheek. “Not bad, sissy,not bad.”


“Thank you,” Tyler managed to get out. “Thank you.”

The man’s face turned arrogant again. “Fucking little bitches,” he

smirked. “I could have used a dozen like you in the San Quentin.

Would a made a million selling your ass.” Hopping off the table, he

buckled his pants and didn’t look back as he walked away toward the clubhouse bar.

Suddenly the beer bottle moving in his ass slipped free. He looked

down and realized it was time. Bear stood close to the table between

Tyler’s legs, a mountain of a man. His Carhart jeans were pushed

down around his tree trunk thighs, and his cock pointed up like an axe handle.

Tyler’s pounding heart lurched in his chest. He felt warm drool

spilling out of Nae’s mouth and running down the inside of his thighs.

His tongue swirled around Tyler’s cockhead, licking and rubbing


along the sensitive underside of the shaft, his head bobbed with almost comical intensity.

If there was anyone who enjoyed sucking dick more than himself,

Tyler realized, it was Nae. For a moment he thought to wonder what

the crossdresser’s birth name was, then decided it didn’t matter. It was Nae sucking his dick now, leaving his lipstick smears on Tyler’s shaft and gently rubbing his balls. It was Nae getting fucked by the tall stud, Hammer. Taking the cock in stride, balanced on high heels, and making soft little sounds as feminine as any woman’s, he obviously loved the dick sliding in and out of him.

I want a name, too, Tyler thought suddenly.

He jumped.

Bear’s cockhead pushed against his asshole. It was massive, much too big to ever fit. He felt a sharp punch of panic as he understood just how much cock was going inside him. Afraid, he pushed up on his elbows and, sensing his apprehension, Nae’s hand rubbed his stomach.

“I’m afraid,” he said.

From the end of the table, masturbating as he watched, Boss looked at the knot of men standing around, every one of them with hands

jacking hard dicks. He gestured toward the trembling Tyler with his

chin.

“He’s freaking,” Boss warned. “Help him out and keep him from

screaming too loud.”

The bikers immediately moved to obey their shot caller.

Strong, masculine hands encircled his thin arms and pulled them out, forcing him flat against the table. Nae pulled his mouth off Tyler’s dick and it felt suddenly chilled in the air after the warm sleeve of the sissy’s mouth. The crossdresser started sucking Tyler’s balls, pumping his fist away at Tyler’s spit-slicked dick. Nae still swayed under the impact of each push of Hammer’s cock up his ass.

A younger biker Tyler had heard Nae call “T-bone”, clean shaven and looking like a tougher version of a boy band lead singer, crawled onto the table, big shinny belt buckle and button fly already undone. Tyler, scared at the feel of the plum-sized cockhead pushing against his tight asshole, struggled in the grip of the bikers, making them laugh.

Behind Nae, Hammer went up on his toes. “Goddamn!” the tall biker swore. He pulled his long dick clear of Nae’s ass and pressed it

between the crossdresser’s cheeks. He rubbed it back and forth like a

cellist working the strings of his instrument, and great curly cues of

cum shot out, landing on Nae’s back.

“No, no,” Tyler managed as T-bone straddled his chest. “No! It’s too


big!”

“Yeah!” Bear bellowed and four inches abruptly slid up into Tyler.

Tyler let loose a loud yelp and T-bone began slapping his face with his hard dick. “Don’t worry, sissy, the tip’s the worst part,” Bear laughed.

It felt like a piece of lumber pushing into his man-pussy.

Oh, god, Tyler thought, ten more inches to go!

T-bone was handsome, Tyler had a chance to realize. The biker

smelled freshly showered, and his cologne was expensive,

surprisingly, as he leaned over and shoved Tyler’s head immobile

against the table. Without thinking, Tyler opened his mouth like a

good sissy.

T-bone’s cock slid into his mouth. Bear pushed another three inches

up his ass. Nae pumped his cock shaft, tongue slaving his tightly

bunched balls until they dripped with spit. A cold wave of intense


sensation shot in electric currents through his body.

Every muscle in his body locked up and, down right under his balls,

the pleasing burn of a building orgasm sparked to life. Tyler’s hands

came up and held onto T-bone’s thighs as he finally achieved the

presence of mind needed to relax his throat. The young biker’s cock

slid home and Tyler deep throated him on the down stroke.

Bear jammed a final five inches into Tyler and his prostate g-spot

fairly quivered in ecstasy at the massaging feel of a giant cock sliding past it. Nae’s grip tightened around his shaft and he felt the

crossdresser’s head shift so that he could lick around Tyler’s stretched ass and the hulking penis pushing into it.

The burning sensation spilled over him and he felt tears running down his face as he let go and began shooting. The cum rolled up his shaft and dumped out. He couldn’t see where it landed but he knew he was shooting wild jets. He felt hot drops of his own cum splash his belly, It ran down over Nae’s fingers and made his dick slimy.

T-bone pressed his hips down hard into Tyler’s upturned face, forcing him to try and breathe in short gasps through his nostrils. The sissy faggot was filled with cock. All the way up his ass, all the way down his throat. They reached so far into him he thought for one crazy instant they might be able to touch somewhere inside him.

Tears stained his face, as he came and Nae took him quickly in her

mouth again, the hot opening sucking him dry and cleaning his shaft.

He’d never felt so out of control and dominated in his life, so utterly

submissive to the desires of others, afraid to protest in even the

smallest way and, even if he could have, it would have done him no

good. The drunk bikers were going to use him until they were

satisfied.

He never wanted them to stop. But he felt his control slipping. He

didn’t think he could keep up, could take it all. He started panicking,

knowing he would have to beg for mercy. He was going to fail the

initiation.

Bear continued fucking him and the pain-pleasure sensation surged

through his body. T-bone grunted and he felt the biker’s dick swell in his mouth. In the next moment the cock twitched as cum undulated up the shaft and splashed into his throat.

T-bone reached down and pinched Tyler’s nose shut. Already short of breath, he immediately felt asphyxiated. He tried to squirm, but T-

bone, crouched on his chest, held him fast, dick rammed down his

throat. The squirming only encouraged Bear to fuck him harder.

His vision dimmed and his head spun, and then, in the next moment,

every nerve in his body flared to life and he experienced a whole bodyorgasm of such intensity he swooned, In the next instant something he could only describe as magical happened.

He floated above the orgy, looking down on himself. He saw Nae,

face and hair wet with his cum, crawl up onto the table. He saw Bear

fucking him and his body shuddering and rolling under the brutal

impacts. Boss beat his dick fast, eyes gleaming as he took in the show. He couldn’t see his own face because T-bone hovered over him, pushing his hard-on into Tyler.

He looked at himself all sprawled out, completely at the mercy of the

gang. He saw masturbating men coming as they watched him getting

abused, saw some of the jetting cum land on the green felt of the pool

table, some of it splash against him. One jerking man, grinning like a

lunatic, dumped his load in Tyler’s hair.

You’re such a lucky bitch, he told his body as it went limp.

T-bone released Tyler’s nose and pulled his cummy dick clear of his

slack mouth. In that instant the sensation of being sucked down a

drain gripped the sissy. In the next instant he was back inside his


body.

The little bitch felt his chest heave in sudden relief as oxygen rushed

in, filling his lungs. The sensations came to him as if from a great

distance. There was a rushing in his ears and his full alertness snapped

back.

Bear finally made it balls deep into Tyler’s ass.

The hard pillar of cock thrust into him and he felt spitted like meat

being slow roasted over a Bar-BQ pit. He tilted his head back and

shrieked. His scream echoed up toward the poster of the big tittied girl

on the Harley. She smirked down at him as if to say, yeah been there,

too. Ain’t it great?

Bear didn’t slow, pounding his entire length, tip to balls in and out of

Tyler’s protesting ass. The insanely thick cock punched up into his

guts and he felt something tear a little bit so the beer still splashed up


inside of him stung the microscopic tears. He shrieked again, slapping

the pool table as Bear force fucked him.

Abruptly a mouth closed over his own and Nae French kissed him.

Scream cut short, Tyler tasted his own cum on the older sissy’s

tongue. They kissed passionately, making out hard, tongues swirling.

Nae’s fingers found Tyler’s nipples and pinched and pulled at them.

Tyler’s hand came up and cupped the back of Nae’s head. Bear’s cock

ripped into him.

He sensed movement but didn’t stop kissing Nae. Opening his eyes,

he saw a biker in a red bandanna crawl up onto Nae, who lay belly

down as he made out with Tyler. The biker’s dick curved hard to the

lift and he took it in his hand and slid it into Nae’s ass at angle before

laying down full on top of the club’s breeder whore and starting to

fuck.

Tyler closed his eyes, focused only on Nae’s mouth as they made out.


Nae’s hand moved from his nipple down to where Tyler’s wet, limp

little dick flopped back and forth under Bear’s pounding. Finding it,

Nae rolled the penis up in his palm and began gently rubbing it,

coaxing it back to erection.

“Fuck,” Bear grunted. “Fuck, fuck!” he shouted. “Fucking hell’s ya!”

he roared.

Bear froze, balls hard up against the crack of Tyler’s ass, cock filling

the smaller man. Cum pumped up inside Tyler like water out of an

irrigation pipe. Cum smeared down the gargantuan dick shaft and

leaked out of Tyler’s ass.

Bear pulled his cock out of Tyler’s asshole like a battleship pulling out

of dock. The smaller man’s ass gaped for a moment, empty and

unfilled. It was a lonely feeling. He stopped kissing Nae and tried

catching his breath.


Hands, always so many hands, too many to count, grabbed hold of

him again. None too gently, he was pulled off the table. Dizzy,

confused, riding an adrenaline high, cum leaking down his legs, he

fought to gain his bearings. He was quickly turned around and pushed

down over the table, ass out.

Red Bandana Biker continued fucking the belly down Vicky less than

a foot away. He heard Nae whimpering and moaning, making soft

little begging sounds of pleasure as the stud fucked him, and Tyler

tried to copy the more experienced power bottom as the rest of the

crew took turns fucking him.

He went into sort of a shock, too many sensations and experiences

sweeping him up in a tornado of shouting men, hard dick after hard

dick, and what seemed like gallons of cum. So much cum the back of

his legs dripped with it and his stockings soaked through.

Biker after biker used him. Took him hard and fast, each one dumping


a load inside him. He was their breeder bottom slut. Hands pulled his

hair, yanking his head back. On the table the stud in the bandanna

came with a grunting snort and crawled off Nae. Another biker

immediately took his turn in the club whore’s ass as Red Bandanna

presented himself at Nae’s face, making the crossdressing sissy suck

his dick clean.

Under pressure from the train of dicks going up in him, Tyler rocked

against the table, grasping the lip of the bumper rails for balance.

Somewhere during the experience he realized he was hard again. The

slamming dicks bucked him up onto his toes and he saw Nae’s hard

little cock twitching as the sissy came in a prostate orgasm, hands

free, just from the enjoyment of being ass pounded.

“Ohhh,” Nae cooed. “So good lover!”

I want to be you, Tyler thought fiercely as one dick slipped out of his

ass and another one took its place.


As the big dick inside him moved he started coming out of his sex-

fugue. He knew this cock. He’d taken it before. It wasn’t “Bear big”

but it hurt going in, just like it had in the rest stop bathroom where it’d

first shoved in him.

He reached up with one of his hands and placed it on the bigger hand

holding him by his shoulder. It was Boss. It felt good having the club

leader’s dick fucking him again. Feelings of intense connection rose

up in him, something more than the thrill of rough hands on his body

or so many dicks using him.

“Boss,” he moaned in the voice Nae used. “Baby, yes.”

Boss fucked him, hand massage Tyler’s narrow shoulder in reassuring

presses. The shot caller leaned in, pressing the hard, lumpy muscles of

his buffed out body against Tyler’s lean back, his long, thick cock

connecting them. Once again Tyler shivered as he felt the man’s hot,


moist breath across the back of his neck.

Boss began sucking on Tyler’s earlobe. The sissy whimpered in his

Nae-inspired falsetto as Boss’s hand reached around to take hold of

Tyler’s hard dick. The strong grip milked him and it only took three or

four pumps for Tyler to cum again.

Exhausted, Tyler slumped against the table and Boss quickly finished

fucking him. Tyler opened his eyes as Nae ran a hand gently through

his hair. He gazed into the other sissy’s eyes.

“Almost there, baby,” Nae whispered. “I’m so proud of you, honey.”

Bone tired, ass raw, soaked in sweat and cum, Tyler smiled back.

“Thank you for everything, sweetie,” he whispered back. His voice

was utterly, flawlessly, feminine to his ears. He’d crossed the

threshold. He was going to pass.


Boss pulled him up and Tyler’s knees buckled. The sissy dropped to

his knees on the sticky floor in front of Boss and his now softening

dick. He smelled beer and man and cum. Boss reached down and took

hold of the hair on the top of Tyler’s head, lifting his face up.

“Almost there, punk,” he said. His voice wasn’t unkind. “Almost to

the finish line. You got what it takes to make it all the way?” The

question came out casually, but Tyler was still together enough to

catch the look in Boss’s dark eyes. He thought the shot caller was

pulling for him.

He nodded. “I can finish,” he answered in Nae’s voice.

“Good girl,” Boss told him.

He pulled gently and Tyler leaned forward, taking the big man’s dirty

dick in his mouth. He licked and sucked, enjoying the warm, soft

weight of the thing. Someone handed Boss a beer and he drank it


down in a long series of guzzles while Tyler cleaned his dick.

The sissy idly wondered how many different loads of cum must have

been smeared on the last dick to shoot in his ass. He worked

diligently, aware of the silence in the club as every eye watched him.

He knew what he looked like: a skinny, effeminate girl-man, dressed

in women’s slutty clothes, on his knees, covered in cum, a fat dick in

his mouth. That felt like a good image to him, and this struck him as a

good place for him to be. It felt right, he felt himself.

Carefully, he tucked the now clean prick back into Boss’s pants and

then buttoned up the jeans and redid the buckle on the leather belt.

Knowing better than to rise off his knees until told, he looked up at

Boss, eyes eager, cheeks stained with his tears.

Boss looked at him. He looked at the MC members. “Well boys?” he

asked in a load, confident voice. “Did Barbie make it?” he demanded.


Barbie? Tyler thought. Then, excited, Barbie!

The members roared in approval and Barbie sagged onto all fours

with relief. He was in! He started crying all over again. I’m in!

“Looks like you did it, Barbie,” Boss growled. “You’re invited back

for next weekend.”

Barbie was already thinking about what he would wear.

END.
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