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Taken by a Girl Gang

Wesley Harmon held his wife Julia's hand a little tighter as they crossed under the viaduct less than two blocks from their new condo. The condo was a beautiful loft that had once been part of a thriving furniture factory, but had since been repurposed. At only 24, Harmon felt on top of the world. Not only was he rapidly rising through the ranks at McNeil-Berra, but he had a beautiful wife and a great home, all before the age of 25.

The condo was in an area of the city, that they liked to call the urban frontier. Long a working-class neighborhood Archer Point had fallen into disrepair when the factories closed in the 1980s. Now, developers were buying up a lot of the derelict and abandoned buildings to make luxury condos, and the neighborhood was changing yet again.

Unfortunately the viaduct, just two blocks from Wesley's building was still a scary place to be. It was from here that Wesley would be catching the bus to work in the mornings, but it was also home to a pack of girls known as the Archer Point Banshees. They were a girl gang with a history going back to the early 1960s - working class girls who owned little more than their hard won respect, so you’d better not think to disrespect them, or they would come at you.

It was late afternoon with the sun going down and the shadows lengthening when Wesley walked his wife back to their condo, past the viaduct.

"Hey, look at the little businessman," taunted one of the girls, "You showing your girl how the poor people live?"

"Yo Guero, how you like our neighborhood, eh?" teased another.

The attention made Wesley very nervous and put him on edge. These girls were just punks, but they made him feel very uncomfortable. When one of the girls began walking behind him in imitation of the stiff way that he walked down the street, he reacted as if she was coming up behind him to jump him, pick his pocket or something so, unwisely he snapped.

"Get away from me! We don't have any money," he barked angrily.

The girl simply stared back at him unflinching, looking tough and angry, but he thought he saw something else- hurt. He looked the girl over. She was a little smaller than his own 5 feet, 9 inches and though she was dressed in the typical street wear of a hooded sweatshirt, it couldn't hide that she was undeniably quite a Latin beauty. Her name was Marisol and she had a reputation as the group's joker. Now, she stood in front of this intruding couple with stone faced seriousness.

"You want to step up, puto? Here, right now, let's go. I'll kick your ass," she almost purred chillingly.

"Look, I don't want any trouble," he said defensively. He was sure he would win a fair fight with the beauty, but with all those other girls around? How fair would it be? And what would happen to Julia?

"Well, if you didn't want trouble, then maybe you should have stayed in your own neighborhood," said Marisol.

"This is our neighborhood now, and scum like you won't be welcome here much longer," sneered Julia.

Marisol was about to start something, but the other girls stepped forward and held her back as the yuppie couple continued on their way to their building.

***

The Archer Point Banshees began in 1963. The local community was starting to change from European immigrants to Mexican ones, and a group of Irish girls joined together for protection. As the neighborhood became predominately Hispanic, the gang changed as well. It became a bit of a melting pot as both Irish and Mexican girls each joined the group in a move of such Irish-Mexican fellowship not seen since John O’Reilly led the Los San Patricios to fight for Mexico against James K. Polk in the war.

The gang was made up of tough girls who clung together because they needed a place to belong and because it made them tougher and more difficult for the other gangs to prey on. Most of the girl gangs in the area were affiliated with guy gangs and no longer even jumped new girls. Instead, they made them participate in a massive gangbang with their male counterparts.

The Banshees got in their share of trouble. They sold weed, tagged, and fought with other gangs, but for the most part they left civilians alone, unless the civilian messed with them first. Unfortunately for Wesley Harmon, he had just joined that elusive fraternity.

***

Wesley Harmon was up bright and early at 5 am on Monday morning. One concession that he had made when he had moved to the new condo was that he could take the bus to work and let his wife have the BMW. Fortunately, work was just a short 20 minute bus ride from his new home. By 6:30, he was shaved, showered, and dressed. He headed out the door to work with a cup of coffee in one hand and a briefcase in the other. He couldn't wait until a Starbucks opened nearby.

As he made his way down the block, he began to feel a growing sense of trepidation. The Banshees were back under the viaduct this morning. Evidently, their nights weren't over by 7 am. He didn't know what other choice he had, but to continue to the bus stop. Maybe if he timed it just right and he wouldn't have to wait long. In any event, he wasn't going to be pushed around by a bunch of girls in their late teens and early 20s.

Rebecca was the first one to see him as he approached the bus stop. She immediately alerted the other girls.

"Hey, if it isn’t our old friend the uptight businessman." called Rebecca to the others.

"Looking good, businessman. Nice suit," giggled Xochitl.

"Look, I'm in a hurry for work. I don't have time for your crap," bellowed Wesley as he approached the girls.

"You still owe me a fight businessman," taunted Marisol stepping forward with all the confidence and swagger of a prize fighter.

An old woman sitting on the bench waiting quietly for the bus clicked her tongue in the direction of the altercation.

"I'm not going to fight you. You're a..." declared Wesley before Marisol's fist crashed into his stomach knocking the wind out of him and sending his coffee cup flying across the pavement.

"I'm a what, now? Were you saying I'm a bad ass?" teased Marisol sending her friends into hysterics.

Wesley tried to clear his head, but Marisol punched him in the stomach again, doubling him over. Wesley retched and felt the bagel he had for breakfast starting to come back up. He tried to catch his breath, but Marisol wasn't about to let him off the hook.

"Goodnight businessman," she taunted as she wound up and delivered a powerful right uppercut to his chin sending him off his feet and leaving him sprawled on the pavement.

"Not much of a fighter," laughed Xochitl.

"What a pendejo," chortled Lizette.

As he lay there trying to clear his head, Marisol wrapped his tie around her fist and used it like a leash, pulling the harried executive to his feet and over to her friends. The bus was now just a half block away.

"If you keep him, he's your responsibility," joked Donna.

"No, it's time for pendejo to get to work. Let's make sure this bitch boy looks his best." suggested Marisol leading Wesley by his tie over to her friend, "Do you still have that kissable lipstick Lizette?"

"Pucker up, asshole," smiled Lizette as she unscrewed a tube of Outlast number 440 Lip Stain.

Lizette outlined Wesley's lips, pinching his cheeks to keep his mouth open.

"Smack your lips, bitch," demanded Marisol and reluctantly he complied.

With his lips fully painted, Marisol led Wesley to the bus stop and after letting the older woman on, practically pushed Wesley up the stairs. Wesley reluctantly swiped his fare card and moved to the first empty seat he saw to sit down. His disheveled appearance and his bright red lips were drawing a lot of unwanted attention and he reached up with the back of his hand to wipe the lipstick off, but found that his hand wasn't enough to remove the lip color no matter how hard he rubbed. It was only when he laid his head back and sighed that he realized that he had left his briefcase behind. There was nothing terribly valuable inside, but he doubted he'd ever get it back from those girls.

Mercifully, it wasn't too long before he arrived at the office. It felt good to be back in control again. At McNeil-Berra he had acquired a reputation as an up and comer in the firm. Sure there were some people who resented him, but you didn't get to the top by being nice.

When Wesley stepped through the glass doors of McNeil-Berra, it didn't take his secretary long to notice that something was wrong. Her name was Laura and she was a very attractive brunette of 25 years old. At 5'10" she was naturally taller than Wesley and the heels she wore at work made the difference even more noticeable.

"Did you eat a red Popsicle for breakfast, boss?" asked Laura smiling.

"No, I don't want to talk about it," he snapped back.

"I'm sorry that I said anything, but you better clean your face before anybody notices," suggested Laura.

"It won't come off," whined Wesley sounding like a 5 year old who had just dropped his ice cream cone.

"What is it?" questioned Laura.

"Some girls at my bus stop put lipstick on me as a joke," recounted Wesley.

"By the looks of it, that's the long lasting stuff. No worries Vaseline will get that stuff off. I'll get some in the drug store downstairs," offered Laura.

"Thank you," responded Wesley gratefully.

"No problem, boss. I'm just doing my best to be satisfactory," smiled Laura mockingly.

Laura was still very unhappy about the performance review that Wesley had given her two weeks ago. She really had hoped that a good performance review would help her make the jump from executive assistant to having an office of her own. Unfortunately, in an office full of people with Ivy League educations, she was hampered by being the product of a community college night school.

"Look, I appreciate the help, but you're not still going on about the performance review? You're fine at your job. I'm not unhappy with you. If I was unhappy, you'd be rated unsatisfactory," explained Wesley.

"Oh, don't worry about it, sir. After all I know that I'm lucky just to have a job in this economy," she lied.

"And it's not that bad is it? I bet there are a lot of your old classmates who would love to be making forty-thousand a year now," he chided.

"I'm very grateful. Now, I'm going to go get something to help get your lipstick cleaned off," she said with veiled sarcasm.

Fifteen minutes later, his lipstick was cleaned off, the Vaseline had done its job. Wesley was actually able to begin concentrating on his job again, but he still couldn't forget what Marisol had done to him. Would this scene be repeated every time he went to take the bus? Wesley resigned himself to the fact that he would have to walk the extra four blocks to avoid having another confrontation with the girls.

Coming home was safe. The girls were only there in the morning because they hadn't gone to sleep yet. They seemed to be off the streets when he was coming home from work. One thing he was sure of, he would not be bullied and pushed around in his own neighborhood. If they so much as looked at him funny, he'd bring the cops in.

Wesley got off the bus and walked the block and a half to his condo. However, when he got to the door there was a pink envelope taped to the door with his name on it. He instantly feared it was from the girls, but how would they know his name or where he lived? They always just called him businessman.

Wesley opened the envelope, and his worst fears were realized. The message did indeed come from the girls:

Dear Wesley,

How was your day? I bet that lipstick made you the hit of the

office. Tomorrow, puta when you go to the bus stop, we want

to see you in a pretty bra and panties. Maybe your wife will

loan you some of hers. Don't even think of going to a different

stop.

The Archer Point Banshees

Wesley was devastated. As he took the elevator up to his unit, he stared at the note in the elevator and forgot to even push a button for his floor until a young couple got on. There were only 8 units in the building, but he still felt extremely lucky to have found the letter himself. He knew he had no choice; he'd just have to borrow his wife's underwear. Fortunately, they were pretty close in size.

"Hey babe," greeted his wife as he entered the door to his unit.

"Hi Julia," stammered a decidedly nervous Wesley.

"Are you OK, you seem tense?" questioned his always perceptive wife.

"I'm fine, it's just...well, work was really stressful today," he sighed.

"I didn't make dinner. I thought we could go out for Mexican," she suggested.

"To tell you the truth, I'm pretty exhausted. Let's just do a pizza," he replied.

"Yeah, sure. I'll call Bonardi's," said Julia sounding less than enthused.

***

That night, Wesley really wanted to confide in his wife, but he just couldn't find a way to do it. She’d always thought of him as the man and the thought of confessing to her that a group of girls, barely even adults were terrorizing him, was just too horrible to consider, let alone confide.

The next morning, Wesley looked for an opportunity to swipe some of his wife's lingerie, but she wasn't a very sound sleeper, and she was already awake when his alarm went off. Because he left before she did, he simply had no choice, but to wear his own underwear and face the consequences. Wesley made up his mind that he would go to the further bus stop rather than confront the girls today, but as he made his way out the door of the condo, he saw Marisol and Rebecca already waiting for him.

"So are you wearing them, mariquita?" asked Marisol.

"No, I don't have time for your stupid games," answered Wesley angrily.  He was visibly losing any cool he had remaining.

"Oh, this is no game, chica," smiled Rebecca, "Now, turn your sissy ass around."

"Fuck that," he spat at them.

"Now puta," said Marisol ominously, both girls brandishing blades.

With no choice he turned around and tried to get back inside and slam the door shut, but Rebecca was quickly on him and stuck her foot in the door before he could get it closed. She pushed right past him knocking him into the wall as she forced the door open. Marisol followed behind and they dragged their captive over to the elevator.

"What did you forget?" asked Julia from the bedroom as Wesley returned. She went out to the living room to greet him and was startled by their two visitors.

"Honey, I..." stammered Wesley.

"Hi Julia," smiled Rebecca.

"Err… hi," she paused, "Who are they, Wesley?"

"We're the baby sitters," answered Marisol confidently, "Now, march to the bedroom little Wesley. We don't want you late for work, do we?"

"Julia, please, you need to go," warned Wesley.

"The Hell I will. What is going on?!" screamed Julia.

"Quiet, you don't want to wake the neighbors," commanded Rebecca as she grabbed Julia.

Both of them were taken into the bedroom where Marisol began to open dresser drawers until she found Julia's lingerie drawer. She selected a lemon colored bra and panties set that was actually one of Wesley's favorites.

"You really do have excellent taste, Mrs. Harmon," smiled Marisol before tossing a white lace garter belt and matching stockings on the bed, almost as an afterthought.

"Get the fuck out of my house!" screamed Julia with renewed anger before a nonchalant backhand slap from Rebecca sent her crashing down onto the bed.

Wesley stood watching his wife attacked, but knew that his situation was hopeless. If he intervened, he most likely wouldn't save Julia and would only bring the two girls' vengeance down on him too.

"Please, leave her alone. We… we'll do whatever you want," he pleaded.

"Okay then, I'll give you both one chance and one chance only, to get this done right. Wesley, you need to strip now, completely." she commanded.

Marisol entered the couple's bathroom and returned with a pink daisy razor, a glass of water, and a can of shaving cream. She gave both to a stunned Julia.

"Now Julia, we told Wesley to wear a bra and panties today, but he disobeyed us so now he needs to be punished. We want you to punish him by shaving off all of his hair until he's as smooth and as delicate as you are. Now, if you don't do that, I'm going to have to hurt him. Will you cooperate?" asked Marisol as if she was talking to a small child.

"I… I can't," sobbed Julia.

"You have to, honey, please? If you don't, they will hurt me," moaned Wesley.

The two girls lay back on the bed and watched the show as a terrified Julia shaved her miserable husband. As she lathered up his leg and pulled the razor upwards, Wesley shuddered at her touch. There was something sensual about this action, but he was too terrified to contemplate it.

"Make sure you get everything," said Rebecca emphasizing every syllable.

Before long he was completely denuded. Julia quietly seethed, totally ashamed of her husband for not being man enough to stand up to these girls, while simultaneously utterly ashamed of her own role in assisting them. As soon as she had finished the job, the girls gave her the lingerie to put on her husband. Hardly able to look at him, she strapped the bra around his chest and helped him step into the panties before clipping the garter belt straps to the stockings.

"Very nice, princess," laughed Marisol, "Now, put on your suit and hurry up so you're not late for school, again."

"Actually," grinned Rebecca noticing a bottle of orange nail polish on Julia's vanity, "He's got time for a quick manicure, doesn't he?"

"Yeah, why not?" laughed Marisol.

"Hey, you've got a smart phone right?" asked Rebecca.

"Yes, why?" questioned Wesley suspiciously.

"Because, it'd be very easy for a bad girl to change her underwear and take off her nail polish. Whenever we text you, you've got 5 minutes to send us a selfie so we know you're obeying instructions," warned Rebecca in a way that made Marisol laugh out loud with glee.

"No! You… you can't do that. You’ll threaten my job. I won't do it," stated Wesley emphatically.

Marisol took out her knife and moved towards Wesley menacingly. He backed away from her stumbling as he went. She reached out and grabbed his right arm with her left hand.

"No! No please. He'll do it. He'll do it," cried out Julia.

"He’d better," responded Rebecca.

Wesley got to his feet and moved back over to the vanity, spreading his fingers out he laid his hand on the top so that his wife could paint them. After his nails had dried, his two captors led him back down to the bus stop.

"I’ll bet you wish you had just obeyed us and worn the panties today, like we told you," laughed Rebecca.

After enduring more abuse from the other girls in the gang, the bus arrived a mercifully short 10 minutes later. He kept his hands hidden for the entire ride. He was going to be alright if he could just stay in his office all day.

***

"Good morning Mr. Harmon," said Laura.

"Hi Laura," he greeted quickly, "Hold all my calls."

"Hold on there, boss. You were supposed to meet with Mr. Chamberlain at 7:30 this morning, but you didn't show up. He said you were to discuss the Reynolds account, now he wants to do it over lunch," stated Laura.

"Oh damn, I forgot all about that," groaned Wesley.

"I wondered what happened. I've never known you to be late or miss a meeting before," added Laura.

"I can't meet with him for lunch. I'm much too busy today," responded Wesley.

"He's going to be pissed, Wesley. He wanted an update this morning," warned Laura.

Wesley could feel the cell phone vibrating in his pocket. He dared not answer it out here and risk having his bright orange nails noticed.

"I guess I'll think of something," sighed Wesley as he raced into his office.

Sure enough, it was Rebecca demanding his first selfie of the day. He actually took three pictures because he was unable to get his nails, his panties and stockings, and his bra into one shot.

"Very sexy," texted Rebecca in response.

Wesley had just finished putting his pants back on and was buttoning up his shirt when Laura burst into the room. He had chewed her out for not knocking before. It was one of the things that had gotten her marked down on her performance review. This, however, was a massive invasion of his privacy.

"Oh my God," stammered Laura her hand covering her mouth in disbelief.

"Wait, I can explain," said a desperate Wesley.

"I think you’d better, boss. I still can't believe it," she laughed.

"There's a gang in my neighborhood that's terrorizing me. Yesterday, it was the lipstick. Today, they broke into our apartment and made Julia shave me and dress me in her lingerie," trembled Wesley.

"Oh my goodness. Is Julia alright?" asked Laura suddenly concerned.

"Yes, yes, she's fine, it’s me they’re tormenting, but I don't know what to do. They warned me against calling the cops and I don't even know what I'd say. I sure don't want this on the news or in the paper," replied Wesley, his voice full of worry

"What is the name of this gang, Wesley?" asked Laura.

"It's the Archer Point Banshees," replied Wesley, even mentioning their name caused him to tremble.

"Wesley, that's a teenage girl gang," responded Laura, clearly doubting his manhood.

"A girl gang with a bunch of members and all armed to the teeth," challenged Wesley knowing how pathetic his backing down made him sound.

"If you don't do something, you're going to be showing up to work in a dress by next week," warned Laura.

"What can I do? Like I said, I really don't want the cops involved," he paced back and forth fidgeting with his tie and wedding ring and feeling the pull of the stockings on his legs.

"Maybe, I can help you. I used to live in that neighborhood and one of my old friends Niko is a cop now. Possibly, he can do something unofficially to get those big girls to leave you alone," suggested Laura.

"Oh, that would be great. I’ll owe you big time, Laura," said Wesley feeling like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

"Now, about Mr. Chamberlain, I think I can help you with that one too," smiled Laura.

"I'd do anything Laura.  Everything we get in this department is because that man thinks we know what we're doing.  I don't exactly project confidence now," stated Wesley projecting a total lack of confidence that Laura had never seen before.

"Well, I know the clients and I know what we're doing.  I can go in your place and smooth things over," offered Laura.

"I don't think he'll go for it.  He wants to speak to me, not an underling," he shook his head.

"Look, it's the best choice you have and it's limited time offer," pressured Laura.

Three hours later, Wesley was at his desk when Pat Chamberlain showed up. Chamberlain was one of the partners at the firm and while he stood only 5 feet, 9 inches tall, he was an imposing figure. He had a bit of a belly and salt and pepper hair as well as a mustache.

"So are you ready for lunch Wesley? I'm starving. I thought we'd go to that new Italian place," suggested Mr. Chamberlain.

"I wish I could, but I'm going to be stuck here all day," said Wesley dejectedly.

"Look Wesley, I really need to discuss this account with you," insisted Mr. Chamberlain.

"I know. But I think I've got a solution. My executive assistant knows what we're doing with this client as well as anybody. She'd be willing to go in my place. What do you say?" pleaded Wesley, "You know, she'll also be much better company."

"Well," said Chamberlain scratching his head, "I will admit that she'd be a lot easier on the eyes."

Wesley felt his phone buzzing in his pocket again. He knew that he had to get rid of his boss as soon as he could so he could strip down and give his tormentors what they wanted. Chamberlain stayed in the office a few more minutes making small talk with him and Laura. He felt his phone buzzing one more time. He had missed his deadline. When he was finally alone, he checked his messages.

12:31 Selfie Time. Own it supermodel.

12:37 You're fucked bitch. We gave you an order and you didn't follow it.

It was now 12:39, in a panic Wesley begged forgiveness. Rebecca's response was that he looked better with lipstick. She sent him out to Laura's desk where he found an extra lipstick she kept there. The lipstick was coral pink and would be very noticeable, but he didn't feel he had much choice so he painted his lips, taking a picture to show his compliance. Rebecca seemed to be satisfied, but warned him to leave the lipstick on until 2 pm.

Laura returned from her lunch with the boss around 1:45. She was smiling from ear to ear as she sat down.

"Well? How did it go?" asked Wesley eagerly.

"Very well," smiled Laura still beaming from her lunch, "Are you wearing my lipstick?"

"Yeah, I borrowed the tube in your desk, I hope you don't mind?" asked Wesley rhetorically.

"No, but I don't share makeup.  I certainly never thought I'd have to share with my boss, so it's yours now. You can replace it," instructed Laura, "Why did you borrow my makeup? Was it those girls again?"

"Yes, but what about Chamberlain?" questioned Wesley clearly becoming agitated.

"Oh, it went really well. He wanted to hear all about that account and then we talked about some of my ideas for the firm," she declared proudly.

"He wanted to hear your ideas?" asked Wesley clearly surprised.

"Yeah, somehow he’d got the idea that I was basically a glorified secretary. He had no idea that I had a business background," said Laura raising an eyebrow to help make her insinuation even clearer.

"Well, but he's OK with the account? I mean, that part went well, yeah?" asked Wesley nervously.

"He's happy. He wants to discuss it when you go golfing with him on Saturday, but I am pretty sure he's off your back for the time being," smiled Laura.

Wesley breathed a deep sigh of relief and then told her, "I really do owe you big time, thank you.  I guess I'm lucky you don't golf."

"I've got a 5 handicap," she responded.

For the next few hours Wesley sat at his desk trying to get some work done. He could feel  himself sweating. The air conditioning was on, but he was finding it hard to get comfortable. He didn't dare take off his jacket, so he tried to put the unpleasantness out of his mind while he combed over the report that was due at the client's next week. Though Wesley couldn't remember the last time that he had worked only an 8 hour day, 5 o’clock couldn't come fast enough for him.

"Are you actually leaving before me, boss?" asked Laura as Wesley entered his outer office.

"Yes, I'm afraid I am. I just can't concentrate with all that's going on," sighed Wesley.

"I'm sorry that you're being put through it," she responded sympathetically.

"Well, hopefully your friend will be able to help," nodded Wesley.

"I hope so. I’ve already called and told him all about it. Do you want me to go over the Reynolds report?" offered Laura helpfully.

"It's kind of complicated," said Wesley condescendingly, "but if you think you'll be able to understand it, sure check it out."

Wesley adopted a strategy of walking as fast as he could through the office building and out onto the street. He hoped that people wouldn't notice his lipstick. They wouldn't stop a man who looked like he was in a hurry, he reasoned. Unfortunately, at the elevator he ran into Margaret Haney. Margaret worked in the sales department and she was known to get quite loose with her tongue after a few scotches in the bar after work. She was always considered the best source for company gossip.

"Good evening, Wesley. It's nice to see you joining us in the real world at a decent hour for a change," joked the 6 foot tall blonde as she entered the elevator next to him.

"Hi Margaret, I think I'm coming down with something," he lied.

"Really?" asked Margaret curiously, "You do seem a bit flushed."

"Yeah, well hopefully, it'll go away tonight. I'll see you tomorrow," answered Wesley.

As soon as the elevator hit the ground floor, Wesley took off like a dart. No sooner had he taken two steps out the door, than Margaret called out from behind him.

"See you tomorrow," she snickered, "That really is a lovely shade on you."

She had caught him dead to rights, but lacking a good comeback, Wesley raced out the door and on to the bus stop. Within a half-hour, he was entering the door of the condo again. He was startled to find his wife sitting on the couch across from a very tall and powerfully built Dominican man in a light blue sweater and jeans.

"Oh good, you're home," greeted Julia, "This is Niko. Laura asked him to talk to us about the gang."

"Hi Niko," smiled Wesley as he walked over and shook Niko's hand; noticing how tiny his own looked in comparison.

"I'm glad to meet you Wesley. Laura's told me a lot about you," added Niko.

"All good I hope," joked Wesley.

"Most of it,” answered Niko forcing a laugh. “So, tell me what’s happened."

As Wesley filled in the details of the events over the last two days, his voice was trembling. Niko and Julia could both sense his vulnerability talking about the way that Marisol had manhandled him and recounting his humiliating morning.

"I'm real sorry that you had to go through all that," sympathized Niko.

"Well, I just need it to stop," stated Wesley.

"Unfortunately, it's not that easy. So far, there's harassment for sure and you may have a case against that one girl for assault. With a sharp lawyer though, she could get off with a warning. I can talk to the girls and threaten them if they don't leave you alone, but they'll probably call my bluff," explained Niko.

"So there's not really anything you can do," asked Julia nervously?

"Well...maybe," answered Niko pensively, "but it would require putting your husband in danger."

"Danger?" asked Wesley clearly startled.

"To get enough evidence on the girls we'd need you to wear a wire," replied Niko

"Don't do it, Wesley. That's way too dangerous," warned Julia.

"I have to do something, Julia. I'll wear a wire if I need to," answered Wesley resolutely.

"I'll try and set something up. In the meantime, I'll talk to the girls and see if I can scare them a bit. I wish I could just run the lot of them in. They can be a real nuisance," reassured Niko as Wesley walked him to the door.

"He seemed nice enough, but I really hoped he'd be able to do something more," said Wesley shaking his head.

"He was really reassuring, but he probably just isn't used to seeing grown men terrorized by a bunch of girls," sighed Julia.

"Is that what you think this about?" barked Wesley defensively.

"Honey, I love you, but for all your bluster you are such a wimp, sometimes," explained Julia.

"You really wanted me to make a scene this morning with both of those girls having knives and probably guns? You wanted me to give them a reason to shoot us both?" questioned Wesley angrily.

"Maybe not, but I sure didn't want to have to shave my husband, paint his nails, and dress him in my lingerie either," retorted Julia equally pissed.

"I will make sure that that never happens again. Have a little faith in Niko, and in me," implored Wesley.

"Never happen again? You don't know the worst of it. They left me a note on the door today. Tomorrow, they want you in one of my blouses and my slacks too," related Julia, "They're going to have you becoming more and more of a bitch every day."

"Did you tell Niko?" bellowed Wesley in exasperation.

"Of course I did. They worded it so it's a suggestion, not a threat. It's like everything else they've done. They've been in trouble with the cops for so long that they know just how to do what they want without leaving anything incriminating behind," reasoned Julia.

"Fuck, I'm going to put a stop to this once and for all," stated Wesley sternly as much to convince himself as to reassure Julia.

Wesley was finally able to wash up and remove the polish from his fingernails. He removed Julia's lingerie. He'd never be able to look at her wearing it again, without remembering his own shame.

Dinner was a silent affair. Julia had brought something overpriced and gourmet at the trendy supermarket that just required reheating, but Wesley could barely taste it. They ate together in near silence as if they were both worried that the smallest word would set off a confrontation.

After eating and clearing away the dishes, Wesley steeled himself. He went over to the liquor cabinet and quickly downed a large glass of Scotch. He went to the front closet and grabbed the driver from his golf bag, before Julia was even aware; he had left the condo and he was out of the building, onto the sidewalk and walking at a brisk and determined pace to get to the bus stop. As he caught sight of the girls, he gripped his driver menacingly and doubled his pace to a loping run.

"Hey businessman, its a little dark for golfing, isn't it?" asked Xochitl.

"I am sick and tired of you fucking bitches trying to mess with me. It ends now. I am crazy enough to mess you up if you don't stop this shit," shouted Wesley swinging the club wildly about.

"This is a new side of you puta, and I don't think I like it," laughed Rebecca with perfect accent for an Irish girl.

"Ok, you want to go again bitch, let's go," challenged Marisol gesturing with her hand for him to approach.

With a loud grunt, Wesley took a baseball swing with his golf club, but his rage made him clumsy and with all the skill of a trained boxer, Marisol swerved away from the swinging club and then stepped in, using her momentum to power a punch which landed right in Wesley's unprotected gut and doubling him over. Two more punches quickly followed and Wesley had dropped the golf club and was laying on his back, with his head ringing.

"Help me pick up this pussy. We'll take him into my apartment. Then we can do what we want in peace," ordered Marisol.

Rebecca and Marisol dragged Wesley to his feet and, accompanied by six other girls, dragged him up to Marisol's apartment. He wasn't in much of a position to resist as they stood him up in the center of the room by his arms.

"Open wide, sissy," taunted Xochitl as she stuffed her red bandanna in his mouth and wrapped a roll of duct tape around his head to keep it in place.

Wesley tried to scream, but only a barely audible moan escaped his lips.

"Why don't you strip our little friend? I think I have some things that will look great on him," laughed Marisol.

The girls quickly and roughly stripped every ounce of clothing from their captive.

"Oh nice and smooth. What a sexy chica you are," teased one of the girls.

"Yeah, chica is right. This guy is married? Poor woman," laughed Xochitl.

"We are going to have so much fun with you, little girl," taunted Rebecca.

Marisol returned from her bedroom with her arms full of clothes that could only be described as trashy. Panic set in as Wesley saw what Marisol intended for him to be dressed in. It would actually be more humiliating than having all of these women seeing him naked and commenting on his penis size. He tried to pull away, but they held his arms firmly as Marisol approached. Wesley screamed into his gag, but only a low incoherent moan emerged from his mouth.

Quickly and efficiently, the girls dressed Wesley like the most wanton slut they could. A strapless red satin push up bra and thong panties were topped with a scarlet spaghetti strapped top that showed off his flat stomach. They girls made him shimmy into a short black and white plaid miniskirt that only came to about 4 inches below his ass. They then pulled a pair of black thigh high stockings up his legs leaving an inch or so between the top of the stockings and the bottom of the skirt. A wide black belt was buckled around his waist helping to give him the appearance of more of an hour glass figure. Finally, the girls made him step into a pair of black leather boots with a 5 inch heel that Wesley could barely stand in, let alone walk.

Xochitl was given the job of doing Wesley's makeup. After finishing his foundation, she gave him very dramatic eyes and really caked on the thick black mascara. A deep blush was put on his cheeks and then as if to add insult to injury, the girls used a bright red lipstick right over the silver duct tape gagging him. Finally, a long auburn wig was placed upon his head and brushed out.

"We really need to pierce this puta's ears," laughed Rebecca.

"Don't worry. We'll get to it sometime," said Marisol, "I have something more fun in mind right now. Bring him over to the couch and bend him over the back of it."

The girls tormented Wesley in ways that a man should never be tormented.  When they were done, he would have trouble even thinking of himself again.  I have removed chosen not to go into a graphic account of exactly what they did for the benefit of more sensitive readers, but rest assure it was humiliating and emasculating.  When they were done he could barely walk straight.

"Alright, let's get this bitch home," declared Marisol after hours of the worst humiliation that Wesley had ever suffered.

 

***

It was 4 am. Julia was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. For the past seven hours, she had been worrying about her husband. She called Niko who insisted that he would handle things. He dropped by to comfort her and informed her that there wasn't much the police could do for twenty-four hours, but that he would take matters into his own hands if need be. He had told her to try and get some sleep, but she just couldn't. She sat in the kitchen drinking coffee and waiting for a phone call that she dreaded would come.

Outside the front door of the building, she heard a banging sound, but when she looked through the security monitor, she couldn't see anybody outside. She decided it was probably a stray cat or dog and didn't think much of it. The thumping was intermittent, but it showed no sign of stopping. She made up her mind to see for herself and made her way down to the ground floor. Looking through the window on the door, Julia could see nothing, but when she opened the door, she was in no way prepared for what she found.

On his knees, was her husband. He was tarted up like some kind of prostitute and cum was drying on his face and skirt. His hands were duct taped behind his back and his ankles were taped together. More tape was used to attach his wrists to his ankles and hold his knees tightly bent. With the gag in his mouth, the only way to get anybody's attention was to bang the door with his forehead. Sticking out under his skirt, Julia couldn't mistake the sight of his golf club, one end of which seemed taped to his ankles. Wesley looked up at his wife and knew a shame that he had never felt before.

 

TO BE CONCLUDED IN CUCKOLDED BY A GIRL GANG

 

KYLIE"S BOUDOIR

Rather than place an ad for the other stories I have written here, I would like to invite all my readers to check

out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/).  This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects including the sequel to this very eBook.  Thanks for reading.

Love,

Kylie  Gable

@KylieGable on Twitter
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