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Cuckolded by a Girl Gang

Wesley opened the closet door and removed a black low slung blazer from its hangar.  The jacket had been tailored to him and wasn't exactly overtly feminine, but an observant eye would notice that it wasn't a man's blazer. Underneath, he wore a shiny bright red blouse and a pair of black women's slacks.  Even his black leather belt with its femininely round pink buckle and his jade green women's necktie that was as much a scarf as a male tie betrayed the many long hours Julia and he had spent in last week in the women's departments of local retailers.

Wesley sat on the bed and slipped on his black patent leather loafers with an obvious one-inch heel.  The shoes showed enough of his foot that they made it very hard to conceal the black stocking he was wearing underneath.  It was always women's underwear now.  He was clean shaven and using women's bath products.  He had been very lucky that Julia intervened and begged the gang to allow him to at least try to appear like a man at work, even if he wouldn't be allowed any male clothing.

The gang would sometimes still make him parade around in dresses for their amusement on the weekends, but they liked that his work clothing was a constant reminder of his new status and his subservient submission to them. Most of the time, he was allowed to wear them until he changed into his nightie for bed.

Wesley wondered how Julia could still see him as a man.  Sitting at home and watching the fancy television in their living room must be very different when you have to look over and see your husband painting his toe nails for the morning, he thought to himself.  It had been almost three weeks since Julia had opened the front door to their condo to find him duct taped and humiliated on his knees.

He had grown to rely on Laura so much.  She was able to smooth things over, while his increased feminization forced him to withdraw more to his own office and she had been willing to help him to do things that could get them both in trouble, like when the gang wanted her to film Wesley in Mr. Chamberlain's office modeling the new black chemise he had been forced to purchase during his lunch hour Tuesday.

Increasingly, Wesley was also putting his faith in Niko to save him from this horrible situation.  Niko had been a huge support, making frequent visits on his own time to keep an eye on them.  The gang had stopped just barging into the condo when they wanted to make Wesley do something, and Niko was trying to go through official channels to put a stop to things once and for all.

Last night, Niko had visited Wesley and Julia to fit Wesley with a transmitter, believing it was one of the few ways to get the girls to incriminate themselves for all the harassment and intimidation.

"We're very lucky, actually. The best place to hide one of these bugs is in a bra and most guys don't wear them.  "Niko reached Wesley's lacy demi-cup and attached the silk sticking listening device.

"Most guys don't have a whole street gang targeting them either," replied Julia caressing Wesley's shoulder in support.

"No, in fact, I've never heard of a female street gang targeting an adult male like this." Niko nodded to Wesley that he was done.

"I just want this over with." Wesley nervously refastened his yellow blouse as Niko adjusted the volume on the headset.

"I wish I could do something more official, but with your home computer on, you can log everything that the bug picks up and that should be all the evidence you’ll need to make a complaint and make it stick," reassured Niko.

"I don't know what we'd do without you.  You are our knight in shining armor," smiled Julia.

***

Wesley made his way to work.  The sound of his heel clicking on the pavement unnerved him. even if it wasn't a high heel. He’d tried very hard to time his arrival at the bus stop every morning so that he wouldn't be forced to wait for very long, listening to the taunts and jeers of the girls as he waited.  He let loose an expletive when he got within half a block of the bus stop and saw the bus race past him.  He tried to wave for the driver to stop, but he knew it was pointless.

"Hey Businessman, you're looking good," Yelled Xochitl as she saw him approach.

"Oh, I love your blouse.  My mom has one just like it." Rebecca fidgeted with his tie.

"It's Friday, did you remember to paint your toes last night," teased Lizette.

"Yes, they're bright red as required." Wesley fidgeted and avoided their gaze as he mumbled his responses.

"Good girl," smiled Lizette. "Touch up your lipstick and mascara."

"H-here?" Wesley stammered, looking around nervously.

"If we do it, we're adding eye shadow and blush." Lizette’s tone left no doubt in Wesley's mind that she was serious.  He reached into his man purse and pulled out the required makeup.  He was just applying the mascara when a woman dressed for the corporate world approached the bus stop.  She curiously smiled watching Wesley apply his lipstick.

"What's your problem lady?  You never seen a businessman fix his lipstick before?" yelled Xochitl.  Wesley shivered in humiliation.

Throughout the bus ride to work, the woman kept watching Wesley out of the corner of her eye to see if he'd remove his makeup, but he never did.  She acted like she was reading messages on her phone, but Wesley was pretty sure, she was taking pictures of him.

When Wesley arrived, he was surprised to see Laura already there and sitting at his desk, typing away on his computer.

"Laura, why are you in my office?" Wesley asked confused and startled.

"Oh hey boss, Chamberlain called me.  He needs to have these files finished this morning, so I came in early, I hope you don't mind." She barely looked up at him while continuing with her typing.

"He called you?  Why you?" questioned Wesley indignantly.

"Oh, well since we've been working together on the Reynolds account.He just probably felt it would be easier to just tell me.  It's no big deal; I'll be done in a couple of minutes," she replied matching his anger with a cool calmness.

"OK, just finish it up."

"I've been here since 6 am.  I could really use some caffeine.  Could you get me a coffee, cream no sugar?"

Wesley reflexively did as she asked and returned with the coffee placing it on his desk.  An awkward silence enveloped the room.

"That'll do it boss, thanks." Laura grabbed the coffee and walked to the outer office leaving Wesley dumbfounded. He sat down at his desk shuffling through his papers.  He had lost touch with the Reynolds account and couldn't be very productive no matter how hard he tried.  He found himself looking forward to 11 am.  He could take an early lunch and clear his head.  He was daydreaming, when he heard his phone begin to ring.  The song that played was I am Beautiful by Christine Aguilera.  He knew that meant it was the girls calling.

10:42Is Laura wearing pretty shoes today?  You need to trade with her.  We want pics.

Wesley reluctantly got up from his desk and walked out to the outer office and approached Laura's desk.

"Can I help you with something?" Laura looked up from her work.

"Please, I need to trade shoes with you." Wesley sighed and kicked off his shoes.

"Oh really?  These little games take up so much of your work day." Laura was clearly disgusted.

"Believe me, I wouldn't ask if I had a choice." Wesley handed her his shoes.

"You have good taste and I think we're the same size, but this needs to stop." Laura slipped off a pair of black leather open toe pumps with a 3-inch heel and handed them to Wesley.

"I'm trying.  Niko gave me a wire.  I hope this weekend will be the end of it," Wesley assured her as he handed her his phone to photograph him.

10:53Very nice, but those stocking are all wrong for open toed shoes.  Get something sandal toe in a lighter color to show off your toes.  Send by noon.

"Err, I now have another favor to ask.  I can't go out for lunch like this and I need pantyhose.  Could you pick me up some lunch and some sandal toe hose," he pleaded.

"You've got to be kidding me.  You're going to have to start to be a man or this is going to just keep going on and on.  If I go and do this for you, you’ll need to get my work done.  I have some invoices to do.  Get them done and I'll get your little stockings for you." She motioned for Wesley to take her place at her desk and got up and left.

Twenty minutes later, Wesley was busy typing away on Laura's computer when Chamberlain entered the outer office.

"So are you the secretary now, Wesley?" laughed Chamberlain.

"No, I was just hum, just finishing up these invoices for Laura.  We help each other in this department."

"Relax Wes, I'm just busting your balls.  You owe that girl anyway.  I'm glad to see you giving her more responsibility.  She can handle it, you know."

"Sure, of course.  I trust her with a lot of my tasks."

Chamberlain cocked an eye brow at Wesley's comment. "So we're on for golf tomorrow.  We haven't beaten those guys from Sales in weeks.  We're due."

"I wouldn't miss it."

"I'll let you get back to your typing.  You know Wesley, you've got to stop letting that wife of yours dress you.  You're starting to become more like a secretary."

At 11:45 Laura returned carrying a pair of suntan pantyhose and a salad.

"Where have you been?"

"Great to see you too boss.  I made two extra stops for you, didn't take my full hour, and had to go early so I didn't get to go out with my friends.  What a great fucking lunch hour I had."

"I'm sorry, Laura.  They only gave me until noon and I don't want to get in even more trouble.  They have me on such a tight leash."

"OK boss, go get changed and send them their pretty pictures.  Then let's get to work."

After he’d sent the pictures, the girls mercifully left him alone.  He followed his now daily routine of non-productive paper shuffling until it was nearly 5:00.Then another dreaded text arrived:

4:18 There is a black skirt in the top drawer of your secretary's filing cabinet.  Put it on and respond. You have three minutes or you'll regret it.

If Wesley had stopped to think about things, he would have wondered how they knew about the skirt, but he was in too big of a hurry to obey to think clearly.  Laura sat in the outer office smirking at her boss's increasing panicked behavior.

"Nice legs, boss."

"Thanks, I've got three minutes to get this skirt on."

"I know."

"What? How would you know that?"

"Because Chamberlain will soon be here for your 4:30 appointment."

"I don't have a 4:30 appointment with him."

"You do now, I made you one.  You need to cancel on the golf tomorrow and suggest to him that I take your place."

"I'm not canceling the golf tomorrow." Wesley looked confused as he fumbled with the skirt's zipper.

"Oh Wesley, come over here and sit at my desk." She fixed the zipper on the back of his skirt and motioned for him to sit down.

"Where are going to be?"

"I'll be at your desk and if you stay seated the whole time, he probably won't notice the pretty skirt and heels you're wearing."

"There is no way, I'm going to do that."

Laura hit a the space bar on her keyboard bringing up a slide show of the many pictures she had taken of Wesley posing seductively for the camera.

"Think very carefully puta."

When Chamberlain arrived, everything seemed normal except that Laura was in Wesley's office and vice versa.

"So you're back to playing secretary again, Wesley?"

"I told you, we share assignments." Wesley tried to put a positive spin on things.  It wasn't like Laura was a secretary anyway.  She was his assistant.  "Listen, I have a problem.  Something came up with the wife and I can't make golf tomorrow."

"What? But we've had this planned since Monday.  I can't take having those idiots from Sales bragging for another week."

"Well, I have an idea.  Laura's a great golfer."

"Golf with a girl? I..."

"If it's that embarrassing for you to play golf with a woman as your partner, Mr. Chamberlain, think how much those douches from Sales will hate losing to one," interrupted Laura emerging from Wesley's office.

"You're that good?" asked Chamberlain.

"I've got a five handicap and I'm deadly with a putter."

"I don't know.  He's not a big guy, but Wesley's a long hitter you know?"

"Believe me, I've heard all about Wesley and his driver, but does he have a five handicap?"

"I'm not that good." Wesley sounded good natured, but Laura's comment about his driver wasn't lost on him. She knew all about that incident.  Of course, Niko must have told her, he thought.

"Okay, yeah, let's go for it.  I would love to see the look on their faces when a girl beats them," laughed Chamberlain, "Wear a skirt.  It'll make it more embarrassing."

"I'll have Wesley loan me one of his.  "Laura and Chamberlain laughed hysterically at the joke, but Wesley sat nervously wiping the sweat from his brow.

"That's a good one.  We're teeing off at Oak Hills Country Club at 8 am sharp.  Be there on time."

"I'll be there early to get loosened up."

When Chamberlain left the room, Wesley let out a huge sigh of relief before remembering to be angry at Laura.

"So, blackmail is your game?"

"It has its uses.  You need to call Julia and tell her you won't be home until after midnight."

"What do I tell her?"

"I don't care.  Tell her that you've got to work late again.  You've done that often enough."

Wesley made the call and told Julia that he was going to be late.  She couldn't help, but be worried.  Still, she figured that at least while he was at work that was probably the safest place for him.

"Now what?" Wesley was beginning to piece things together.

"Now, we go for a little ride."

"I'm not going anywhere with you, like this."

"Don't fight it, bitch.  You're in no position.  It's after five on a Friday.  If you walk quickly, nobody will notice that you're not just a woman with a short hairstyle.  Otherwise, I'm going to beat the crap out of you and then tie you to the desk in Mr. Chamberlain's office with all those pictures of you spread out around you."

Wesley nodded his head and Laura led him out to the parking garage.  They made it to her car without incident. Wesley was about to get in when Laura reached into her purse and flipped him a pair of cold metal handcuffs.

"What are these for?"

"I don't think you'd try anything, but I don't take any chances.  Put them on behind your back, please."

The handcuffs made Wesley stick out his padded bra, accentuating his breasts.  They also were an impediment that he didn't need when getting into a car in a skirt for the first time. After tugging down the hem of his skirt to give Wesley a little modesty, Laura strapped him into her car with the seatbelt and they drove off.

"I trusted you," complained Wesley.

"Only because you had to.  You had plenty of chances to give me responsibility and you mostly had me do clerical work and make coffee."

"So you want my job.  Is that it?"

"Hardly, but I have my motivations."

"You're working with a criminal gang to achieve that."

"You are so thick some times," laughed Laura.

"What?  You think breaking the law is a joke?"

"It is when rich guys do it.  So, you know I'm a poor Mexican girl who grew up not far from where you live now, who clawed her way up from the streets by going to night school and getting an MBA."

"Very touching."

"You never wondered who my friends were growing up or anything?  No, why would you?"

"Oh shit, you're a Banshee."

"Cradle to grave."

"So you set this whole thing up to destroy me?"

"No, but when I heard about your first confrontation with the girls, I asked them if they would mind helping me fuck you up.  Sisters gotta have each other's backs you know," laughed Laura.

"Are you going to kill me now?"

"What kind of a stupid ass question is that?  No, we're going to make you look fabulous.  Lizette has a sister Gabriela who does hair and nails.  Aren't you lucky?"

"Why are you doing this?"

"You screwed with me.  You tried to keep me as just a secretary. I didn't work my ass off in school for that. Now, I'm going to be the boss and you're going to be the bitch."

The car pulled to a stop on a quiet little street.  The sunset reflected off the shop windows.  Leaning against the side of a small shop were Lizette and Marisol.

"Oh, the welcoming party is here. You’ll be absolutely fabulous.  I can't wait to see you tomorrow."

"We'll take him from here, Laura.  This is going to be such fun." Marisol unbuckled the captive and helped him out of the car.

"You've got him. Te extraño, Manitas."

Laura peeled away leaving him trapped in the girls' clutches.

"We better get this bitch inside before people see him, Marisol." Lizette grabbed him under his arm and led him into her sister's salon.

A very attractive Latina woman about his age greeted him looking him up and down like a dog looks at a steak.

"Oh there is some real potential here," smiled Gabriela.

"You could lose your license you know," warned Wesley trying to break free from the cuffs.

"Don't worry sis, we brought some rope, just in case.  He won't be squirming while you work on him." Lizette flipped the sign on the door to closed and the girls began to  remove his cuffs and re-secure their prisoner to the chair while Gabriela began holding color samples up to his head.

"Please don't do this."

"Oh relax chica.  You will look so sweet when I'm done with you," reassured Gabriela.

While the girls were working on his hair, Rebecca and Xochitl entered the salon with two other girls.  They immediately sat down and watched the show that was taking place in the salon's chair.

"Everything's all set.  They're all just waiting for the guest of honor," said Rebecca, smiling at the helpless sissy boy.

"Perfect, he won't be that long." Lizette watched her sister intently.

"Ta da." Gabriela spun the chair around to give everybody a good look at Wesley's new hair.  It had been flat ironed and was now past her shoulders in length.

"Wow Gabby!  You've outdone yourself." Marisol ran her fingers through Wesley's newly lengthened hair.

"Yeah, they're going to love her," added Rebecca.

"I'll do his fingers and you can get his face, Lizette," suggested Gabriela, "I assume you want the long extensions."

"The longest you've got," smiled Marisol.

Wesley tried to wiggle his head squirming, but Lizette straddled his lap as she grabbed his chin with her left hand and dug her fingernails into the soft cheek flesh to keep him still. She began to tweeze his eyebrows into a completely feminine arch, sneering down at Wesley's obvious humiliation and discomfort.  Wesley was hardly even paying attention to Gabriela who was applying acrylic tips extending his own nails by another half an inch.  The girls made a great team, with Gabriela painting his nails a bright pink, while Lizette gave him a professional makeover.

"We're going to have to untie you, but don't even think of trying anything," Lizette warned as she began untying the web of ropes holding him to the chair.

Marisol had a bag with her containing Wesley's change of clothing.  He could see that even though he was already wearing a bra they intended for him to switch to a much sexier style, he was terrified that they'd find his wire and then really mess him up.

"Alright, I'll cooperate, but can I at least change somewhere with a bit of privacy this time?" he pleaded.

"That's what you're worried about?" laughed Rebecca.

"I've got a back storage room without windows," offered Gabriela.

"Perfect." Lizette began to rummage through the clothes they had brought.  She handed Wesley a pink satin pushup bra and matching boy short panties as well as a salmon colored garter belt and white lace stockings.

"Here, you'll need these too." Rebecca handed the terrified sissy a pair of ample breast forms.

Making his way to the back room, Wesley was worried that the forms would muffle the reception of the microphone, but in the privacy of the storage room, he did his best to position things carefully.  Gabriela's hand reached into the room and left a dress hanging on the door knob." Finishing touch, Putalina."

Wesley grabbed for the dress.  It was very stretchy and enhanced his slim body to help make it appear that he had more curves than he did.  The dress was extremely short and showed off his legs as well as the top of his stockings.  It had a high neck, with a lace panel that revealed the top of his breast forms, but the lace also camouflaged them making them look far more real.

When Wesley emerged the girls hooted loudly and made cat calls at him.

"Wow, this might just work." Marisol was indeed pleased with the final product.

"It's like Cinderella getting ready for the ball." Lizette clapped in glee.

"More than one ball, I think." joked Xochitl.

"Step into your shoes, Cinders." Gabriela placed a pair of pink metallic sparkly open-toed pumps with a four-inch heel in front of her.

"I can't walk in these." Complained Wesley as he pulled on the shoes.

"I doubt that they'll want you to walk too much, if that makes you feel any better," teased Xochitl

Gabriela and Lizette busied themselves completing their masterpiece.  Wesley was sprayed liberally with perfume and some long dangling earrings were attached to his ears.  His dress had a neckline covered in rhinestones, so the girls decided anything else would be just too busy.

"Alright our little puta, you're not going to like what happens next," warned Marisol.

"So?  I haven't liked anything you’ve done so far." Wesley retorted while working on finding his balance in the shoes.

"Oh but this, you'll really hate," laughed Marisol.

"Hey, you never know," interrupted Xochitl.

"There's a garage on the next block and in that garage are four members of the Toro Loco Motorcycle Gang. They brought us a little shipment from Mexico and in addition to some cash, we promised to show them our gratitude, personal like.  That's where you come in." Marisol was clearly enjoying telling her feminized captive just what he'd have to do.

"What? No, there's no way." Wesley nearly fell over.

"Well, none of us want to do it and you are dressed for the part.  So, we are going to take you over there and if you can't suck cock well enough to satisfy them, then we're going to offer them your ass.  But I warn you if they find out what you really are, I promise you, they’ll not be happy, hopefully they will just leave what’s left of you somewhere in the middle of the Mexican desert.  Now, we don't want them to find out we passed you off as one of us either, so we'll try to not let that happen," added Marisol.

"Yeah, but they won't kill us," warned Rebecca.

"What will I have to do?' Wesley was shivering with fright.

Xochitl held up her hand to her mouth like it was grabbing a cock and used her tongue to mimic giving a blow job. "Yeah, pretty much that, lots of that," laughed Marisol.

"Thanks Gabby.  You're a genius," smiled Marisol as the girls began to walk out the door.

"Don't mention it.  Just the look of joy on that gentrifying asshole's face is thanks enough," laughed Gabriela.

The girls shuffled down the street to the garage.  It was getting dark now and the streets were deserted. Wesley could hear the sound of his heels clip clopping as he stumbled awkwardly down the street.  His experience with his wife's and Laura's shoes helped and his walk wasn't bad by the time they reached Francisco's Full Service Garage.  Still, his feet were beginning to hurt.

"Remember," warned Marisol in a low growl, "your life depends on pleasing them."

Marisol opened the side entrance of the now closed garage.  The door was unlocked as she knew it would be, "Hey its las cabronas, and we’ve brought you a present."

"Marisol, you're the only present we would ever want," replied a deep voice with a heavy accent from within the garage.

As the girls stepped inside with Wesley, he saw four large Mexican guys.  They wore their colors, the black leather jackets the Toro Loco Motorcycle Gang.  They were tough guys with large biceps and more than a few tattoos.  They were bad dudes, but compared to the cartels and other gangs that controlled the Mexican drug trade, they were pussy cats.  Mostly they ferried pot across the border on their bikes.  Still, Wesley did not want to cross guys with biceps bigger than his neck.

"This is...Kristine.  She wants into our little club and we told her that all our hermanitas either get sucked in or get beat in, and I don't think she'd last through the second option." Lizette pushed Wesley forward and he stumbled, but caught his balance.

"I don't know, Marisol.  We were kind of hoping for a Mexican girl," hesitated the biggest of the bikers.

"Oh believe me Oscar, these Catholic girls don't give it up until they're out of high school.  They learn to be really good with their mouths." Marisol pinched Wesley's cheeks forcing him to open up displaying his lips to the bikers.

"Hey, I'm not too proud.  Bring her on," said a biker with a heavy beard and a Mexican flag bandana over his head.

"Go ahead Paulo.I can be patient," smiled Oscar.

"Remember, act like you want this," whispered Xochitl into Wesley's ear.

Wesley had never sucked a cock before.  His knowledge was limited to being on the receiving end of blow jobs, but he knew what he liked and seeing little chance to avoid the situation and terrified that he'd have to talk if he didn't fill his mouth, he went to work unzipping Paulo's fly and pulling out his eight-inch cock.

"You got lucky.  You got to start with the small one.  Wait until you see Jose's cock.  It's at least a foot." laughed Oscar.

Wesley went to work teasing Oscar's balls with his hand and running his tongue up and down the shaft.  By the time he got to actually sucking, it didn't take long to get Paolo to deposit a load.  Wesley looked over and saw that Xochitl was filming the whole thing.  It would be humiliating to have to watch, but he was convinced that when added to the incriminating evidence his wire was recording, he would be able to take down both gangs.

"She is really good.  She doesn't talk much though." Paulo zipped up his fly.

"You actually want a chica who talks while sucking your cock?  She's got better things to do with her mouth," laughed Xochitl.

Oscar took his turn next.  He had an average sized cock, slightly smaller than Paulo's.  Wesley's jaw was getting a bit tired, but he did what he had to do and soon the girls could see that Oscar was about to burst.

"Hey Oscar, since it's her initiation, do her a facial for us, will you?" asked Marisol.  Oscar obliged and left a huge deposit all over Wesley's face and hair.  Marco stood up next and though Wesley was growing tired he made sure to moan and act like he was sucking on the greatest candy he had ever tasted.  When Marco came, he erupted in a big string from Wesley's left breast to her nose.

Jose was the last one to step up and just as the other guys said, his dick was the largest that Wesley had ever seen.  His jaw was already aching; his lipstick smeared, and face and hair covered in cum when he opened his mouth and let the big Mexican biker enter.  Unlike the others, Jose spoke no English and merely grunted, "Chupa Mi Pito," at her.  As if to drive home his point, Jose grabbed Wesley by his hair and began using it like the handlebars on his motorcycle. Wesley gagged, but there was no way to pull away from the massive cock.  Wesley hoped that his extensions wouldn't come right out in Jose's hand, but they held firm.

"Wow!  Look at her take that cock," laughed Marisol.

"She's got a talented mouth.  You could make some good money off of that one," added Oscar.

"She's a sister.  We wouldn't do that unless she pissed us off or disobeyed us." Rebecca made sure the point wasn't lost on Wesley.

When Jose came, he came hard in great waves of cum.  Wesley tried to swallow it all, but much of it spilled out of his mouth and onto his dress.  He coughed and gagged as they guys congratulated each other.

"You were right about her," smiled Paulo, "she took us all."

The girls helped Wesley to his heels, and the guys began their long ride back to Mexico.  It was almost 9 p.m. when they left the garage, and all Wesley wanted was to get changed from his cum covered clothes and take a hot shower, but it wasn't to be.  They took him back up to Marisol's apartment and told him to lay face down on the couch.  Marisol produced yet more duct tape; these girls never seemed to run out.  Wesley offered no resistance as the girls taped his wrists behind him.  They put a towel over his legs so as not to destroy his stockings and did the same to his legs.  With a few wide strips of tape to keep his boxers stuffed in his mouth, the girls declared him "ready."

"You know putalita, you've proved yourself to be quite a cocksucker," smiled Marisol sweetly, "But, I'm about done fucking with you.  You know your place, right?"

Wesley couldn't speak, but he moaned through the tape and nodded his head frantically.

"We'd actually let you go right now, but we promised Laura that we'd keep you until the morning.  We're going to go out and party now and we'll let you go bright an early tomorrow, but you’ve had a busy day.  Try and get some sleep."

Xochitl put a blanket over their bound sissy and Wesley soon drifted off to sleep.  He was so spent both physically and emotionally by what he’d had to do that he didn't even hear Marisol return around four a.m., though she was drunk and making quite a bit of racket.

At nine in the morning, Wesley was still asleep when he felt a drop of water hit his forehead.  He had rolled over onto his side and was in that dream world between sleeping and waking when he felt another drop, and then another.  He blinked as his eyes attempted to adjust to the bright light without benefit of his duct taped hands to shield them.  As he looked upwards, he could see that it wasn't water, but a condom that Marisol was emptying out on his face.

"I got lucky last night and I saved it all for you," laughed Marisol.  She nodded to two more condoms resting on an advertising circular on top of a small table.  "So did Xochitl and Rebecca."

Following his impromptu shower, Marisol helped Wesley to his feet.  "I imagine you're anxious to get home." She took her knife and cut the tape holding Wesley fast.

"Can I go now?" Wesley asked trying not to sound too petulant.

"Yeah, have fun slut," she smiled motioning to the door.

The walk between Marisol's apartment and Wesley's was only about 15 minutes, but it was like crossing between two different worlds.  In the heels he was wearing, it took Wesley nearly a half hour and along the way, Wesley felt so low.  He knew people who saw him would see his cum soaked dress and face and his smeared makeup and make judgments about his character.  If they recognized him, it would be even worse.

Wesley was fortunate enough to not be seen by any of his neighbors as he made his way into the elevator and up to his unit.  As he entered, he was surprised to see that Julia was still in her nightie.  He loved that black baby doll.  She was in the kitchen making coffee when he entered.

"There you are," greeted Julia taking a closer look, "Oh, you’ve had a rough night."

"The girls made me do things that I don't want you to even know about," Wesley quivered.

"Oh don't worry.  We listened to the whole thing over your wire.  It sounded like you were amazing.  Would you like some coffee?" she asked cheerfully.

"You heard it?" asked Wesley.

"It was quite a performance," responded Niko emerging from the bedroom clad only in his boxer shorts, "We made love to it."

"Oh my God, I feel sick to my stomach." Wesley turned ashen and leaned against the kitchen wall to steady himself.

"I'm not surprised with all the little spermies you've had," teased Julia.

"Listen Julia, this isn't right.  I didn't have a choice." Tears started streaming from Wesley's eyes.

"Oh, I don't blame you, honey.  I love you and I always will, but I need a real man to satisfy me and you've proven that isn't you," Julia reassured him.

"But, I want to be your husband," he wept.

"You are.  You're a great provider and you've never mistreated me," smiled Julia wiping away his tears with a napkin.

"But, I want to be your man, too," cried Wesley.

"That ship has sailed, buddy," interjected Niko.

Wesley looked questioningly at Julia, but she just nodded her head and gave him a resigned look.

"I don't want to be mean Wesley, but look at you.  I’ve put up with some of your shortcomings, but I need a man to satisfy me in the one place where you can't, the bedroom." Julia hugged her husband tightly.

"So, what do I do now?" asked Wesley feeling confused and lost like a little child.

"Well, you should probably clean yourself up, although Laura wants to see you first.  She'll be over after her round of golf.  In the meantime, why don't you show Niko those amazing blow job skills we heard so much about last night, and you can clean me out while you're at it.  We had quite a night."

"And quite a morning too," added Niko embracing Julia from behind.

"I can't suck him off," replied Wesley in horror.

"The hell you can't, Wesley!  You sucked off four bikers, but now you can't suck off my lover for me?  I guarantee you, he's a hell of a lot cleaner, and tastier."

"But I'm not gay," Wesley pleaded eliciting laughs from Niko.

"Maybe not, but you'll learn.  Besides, it's not gay if you're doing it for me," assured Julia.

Wesley stood there unsure of what to do next.

"Please don't ask me," he pleaded.

"I'm not asking, I'm telling.  Get on your knees, bitch." Julia commanded smacking Wesley on his ass for emphasis.

Over the next half hour, Wesley tongued Julia to another orgasm while cleaning out the sticky deposit that Niko had previously left behind.  He also sucked off Niko to another orgasm, which turned on Julia more than he had ever seen her.  The lovers got changed and went out for a Saturday brunch, while Wesley was instructed to clean up the bedroom.  He was instructed not to get changed nor clean up until Laura saw him.

***

Wesley had just finished putting clean sheets on the bed, when the buzzer went off.  He knew it was Laura and he also knew that he had no choice but to let her in.  He waited in fear and trepidation by the door for the few minutes it took her to make her way up to his unit.

"Hello Boss," she smiled as he opened the door.  She was beaming. Her smart pink polo and blue golf skirt were a stark contrast to his skanky club outfit even if it hadn't been covered with the cum stains of a half dozen men.  His hair and makeup were completely trashed and also caked in dried cum.  She looked like a promising young executive and he looked like the worst $10 whore on the street after a long night.  She made her way over to the white leather couch and had a seat.

"Great news.  We finally beat Sales at golf.  We won a nice bet too. I'd ask you to join me on the couch, but I don't think Julia wants you on the furniture looking like that," she smiled.

Choking back tears, Wesley was barely able to ask, "Why?"

"Why?  I thought you knew by now.  I worked my ass off to get off those streets.  I took every stinking job I could find and yeah, I did some illegal shit I'm not proud of, but I paid my dues and my bills, and I also helped my parents.  I went to night school and when I was done, I felt like I’d made it.  Then I went to work for McNeil-Berra. You hired me because you liked how I looked in a skirt.  Don't deny it, I read the email you sent to your buddies. Well, how do you like skirts now?"

Wesley sat silently, but he blushed a bright crimson.  He didn't know that she had read the emails that he had sent out about her.

"Yeah, one of your buddies has a secretary who saw it and forwarded it to me.  In fact, your buddy thought your attitude was pretty crass.  So, where was I? Oh yeah, I worked my ass off to get an MBA and I wind up as a secretary.  What you had me doing, I could have done without a high school diploma.  When you had that first run in with Marisol, I was thrilled.  I’d found a way that I could put you in your place, so I contacted my hermanitas and told them to pump up the feminization.  I must say they've succeeded," she laughed coldly.

"So now, you're taking my job?" he asked.

"I told you, I don't want it.  Some of my friends and I will be starting our own firm in a few months," she responded. "But, don't get your hopes up.  When they find out that your glorified secretary stole three of the companies five biggest clients right from under your nose, they won't be keeping you around for long, I'm afraid."

"I can stop you before a few months," he threatened.

"Really?  You've seen what I have on you; you don't think I can ruin you if I get even the slightest inkling that you're trying something?" she laughed derisively.

"You've already ruined me, you bitch," he snapped.

"No attitude now.  Who do you think taught Marisol how to fight?" she threatened. "You're not ruined.  You're a good looking guy with good performance reviews, and an MBA.  Let that privilege work for you.  You might have to start over, but it won't take you too long."

"You've wrecked my marriage." he replied less angrily this time.

"No, you kind of did that yourself, but I did introduce Niko.  That was genius, if I do say so," laughed Laura." She'll stay with you.  She loves you.  You'd be a great cuckold and she'd probably make sure you still get plenty of dick."

"You've devastated my whole life," sighed Wesley.

"No, I taught you humility.  Consider yourself lucky.  Some guys never learn it.  You've got a fighting chance to not be such a douche bag like Chamberlain when you're older, now." She laughed as she got up and walked to the door, "I need a shower now and so do you."

"You're a fucking bitch," he said under his breath.

"You know, I know you're pretty mad right now, I probably would be too.  However, I think with a bit of humility, you'd make a really good assistant and I think I like the way you look in a skirt too; something to think about, when they fire your ass.  Enjoy the rest of your weekend," she got up and walked out the door.  Wesley took a long hot shower and he wept.
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