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Kidnapped by a Girl Gang 

Wesley shifted on his sore legs.  Supporting his weight on the three-inch heels required balance and calf muscles, and frankly, he was out of practice.  Six months passed since the Banshees first began feminizing him, and he went from financial wiz kid to unemployed cuckold while his former assistant ascended to the head of her own company and took his best clients with her. 

The Banshees dominated Wesley using force and intimidation.  His wife Julia didn't even need to raise her voice.  He would do anything not to lose her, even if it meant standing at the foot of her bed in a wine colored teddy, black garter belt and stockings, and sexy skyscraper heeled sandals waiting to assist while she made love to another man.  She insisted that he shaved his entire body, and she did his makeup herself and doused him in perfume to please and tantalize her lover, Niko.  

She didn't usually make him dress at home, but Niko enjoyed it.  Niko didn't fancy Wesley, but seeing his lover's husband all tarted up and standing by in case they wanted a drink or somebody to clean up filled him with a sense of power that made the sex that much better.   The moans emanating from Julia's lips confirmed for Wesley that she was much deeper in the throes of passion than she had ever been with him.  

"This is how a real man does it, Chica," laughed Niko. 

"Hop into bed honey.  I need somebody to clean me out," purred Julia. 

Wesley hated this chore.  Eating Niko's cum out of his wife was more degrading than if he had just sucked him off himself.  As much as what he was about to do repulsed him, he did it without complaint because Julia insisted this was the only way that he could have her and he loved her.  She swore she loved him too, just not as a man anymore.  He lapped away at Niko's cum intertwined with his wife's juices.  She writhed and thrashed. Wesley was repulsed by swallowing Niko's load.  He had done it many times over the past half year, but it never got any easier. 

Dutifully, he nibbled her inner thighs teasing her pussy lips with his tongue as he alternated between little bites on her thighs.  His wife moaned in ecstasy.  Consumed with desire, she grabbed him by the back of the head and pushed his head deep into her snatch.  Wesley tried to take his time, but Julia grinded him greedily.   He wrapped his tongue around her clit while she clenched her thighs tightly around the sides of his head.  

"Yes! Yes!  Oh yes!" she moaned. 

"Sounds like he found the spot," laughed Niko.  "That's your duty now, bitch." 

"You are getting so good with your tongue Wesley.  Can you feel how turned on you make me?  Can you taste how excited I am?" 

"Yes dear," was all Wesley could mumble. 

With Niko and Julia spent and exhausted,  Julia tussled Wesley's hair affectionately and sent him off to his own bedroom to play with himself and get some sleep. 

*** 

Wesley made two omelets, one with bacon and cheddar and another with broccoli and Swiss.  He put them on a tray with fresh squeezed orange juice and coffee.  He carried the breakfast into Julia's bedroom where he was instructed to wake the two lovers up before leaving for work.  With his duties at home completed, Wesley finally left for his new job. 

 Work was the one place where Wesley felt like a man.  After getting exactly fifteen minutes to clean out his desk at McNeil-Berra, Wesley almost felt that he’d been blackballed when he applied for new jobs, but he wasn't without some resources. One of Wesley's best connections was his old college fraternity brother Taylor White, who had a small consulting firm and was thrilled to work with his old college buddy. Wesley began working for White Consulting at pretty close to the same salary as Taylor, but that was still a $40k cut from what he had been making. 

Wesley parked in the mini-mall parking lot and headed for White Consulting, which was located between a bridal shop and a used book store. It was kind of reassuring to only have to learn the names of four other employees.  Wesley missed his old corporate expense account, but he was happier than he had been in the six months since he had first encountered the Banshees. 

Wesley came back from lunch one Wednesday to find a man he hadn't seen before. The man had a bulletproof vest on, but otherwise was dressed like anybody else you'd see on the street. 

"Mr. White, I'm going to take off for a couple of hours. I got a lead from a CI about the location of Manuel Torres. The gang task-force is going to send a replacement for me.  They'll be here within the hour," explained the man. 

"Look, I'm fine. There are four other people working here and its broad daylight.  They also know it could bring a lot of heat on the Insane Royals if anything happened to me. Besides, if you can take down their leader, I don't see how that can be anything, but good for me," replied Taylor as the other man hurried out the door. 

"What was that all about?" asked Wesley. 

"I saw a murder committed last year and I'm supposed to testify in court, about it this week. It was a gang hit and the cops have been keeping me under surveillance until I testify." 

"A murder? Shit! I can tell you from experience, these gangs can be bad news," replied Wesley. 

"Well, I figure they won't do anything to me because that would bring the cops down on them," reasoned Taylor. 

Wesley, Taylor and the rest of the office got back to work when three young women walked in, they weren't dressed that unusually although they were all wearing light blue and black. There was something irksome about them.  They sure didn't look like clients in their hoodies and sweats. The tallest girl seemed to be in charge. She had silky black hair and a golden brown complexion with big saucer eyes and bright red lips. She looked like she could be an actress or musician. She had an amazing body that she showed off, even as the other two girls were in baggie clothes.   When she reached into her pocket, Taylor knew exactly what she was pulling out. 

"Are you going to shoot me here?" asked Taylor nonchalantly. "You've got a lot of witnesses. Are you going to kill all of them too?" 

The girls all reached for handguns, but this didn't seem to bother Taylor much.  "I'm here to make sure that you don't testify. I guess you're coming with me," menaced the tall girl. 

Wesley recoiled behind his desk as the other girls waved their guns around the room threatening the other employees. He didn't know that much about the Insane Royals, but he knew enough. Unlike the Archer Point Banshees who gathered together for protection and sold some pot to finance it, the Royals were a well-financed international criminal enterprise with ties to both Columbia and the Mexican cartels. Crossing them wouldn't get you beaten, it would get you killed. 

"It's over bitch. I'm not going anywhere with you. Right now, they're picking up your boss," he announced arrogantly. 

"Dip Shit, that was us. We wanted to get your bodyguard out of the way. By the time, he comes back you'll be gone." 

Taylor lost a little of his swagger, but tried not to show it. "It still doesn't matter.  You can't kill me and I'm not going with you. By the way, my employees are very tight with me both professionally and personally. If you do anything to me, they will make sure to give detailed descriptions to the police." 

"Natty, what do we do?" asked one of the other gang members. 

"Wait, I'm thinking," snapped the tall one. 

"You," she said charging straight for Wesley and grabbing him by the tie. "You're coming with us." 

She spun Wesley around and quickly handcuffed his wrists behind his back.  Another pair of cuffs snapped closed on his ankles so that all he could do was to shuffle slowly. Ruth, the office secretary screamed and was quickly slapped by one of the girls. 

"Now Mr. White, we're going to see just how tight you are with your employees.  If your testimony leads to a conviction, you're going to have to put a new help wanted ad out there because you'll be short one employee. We'll be in touch." 

The girls pushed Wesley outside and made him get in the trunk of their car. As they closed the trunk on him, Wesley wondered if anybody would ever see him alive again.  His thoughts turned to Julia though he hated himself for it.  He guessed that the car drove for nearly hour, tossing and turning him in the cold metal trunk with every turn and stop sign. Finally, Wesley felt the car slow down to a halt. Wesley's fear intensified before the trunk popped open, leaving him temporarily blinded by the bright light of the sun. His captors pulled him from the trunk just as roughly as they had thrown him into it and made him lumber through the back door of a bar and into a rear office. 

"I'm going to explain this once and once only. You do exactly what you're told, your boss cooperates, and you'll be released safe and sound. If not, well you'll be dead before much longer. Did you get all that?" said the tall girl who was giving the orders in this office. 

"Look, this doesn't involve me at all. I didn't know he was even a witness before today," pleaded Wesley. 

"Well, it sure involves you now puta, so go sit yourself back down and relax. You're going to be here for awhile and there's nothing you can do about it, but this is my business, I run this bar and if you cause me any trouble, I'll cause you a whole lot more." 

One of the other girls came back to tell the tall girl that the cops were all over the office already. He heard the shorter girl call his captor Natalia. He had a name now. At least that was something. After the other girl left, Wesley went to work on her. 

"Natalia, don't be stupid. There's going to be a manhunt for me and it's going to be you they’re hunting for. They're going to find me and then you'll be going to prison for a long time." 

"Did you just call me stupid, pendejo?" 

"No, I..," before Wesley could finish what he was saying Natalia was on him. She slapped him hard across his right cheek and then backhanded him on the left cheek.  Tears streamed down his cheeks. 

"I hear one more fucking word like that out of you and you'll be spending your whole time here gagged," she barked. 

Wesley decided that, discretion being the better part of valor; he urgently needed to shut up at that moment. He could work on Natalia later when she’d calmed down a bit. He watched what Natalia was doing and she was clearly going through the books for the bar. She was evidently not a dumb girl. Wesley behaved and ever so slowly a couple of hours passed. It was about four in the afternoon when Wesley heard a commotion from the bar. There were several girls arguing loudly when the door to the room was pushed open. 

"Natty, I'm sorry, this bitch just pushed her way past me, "apologized one of the girls who had abducted Wesley. Her right hand was grabbing at the shoulder of the red hoody of the girl who had just entered the office. Wesley did a double take as he realized that he was staring up at Marisol, the leader of the Archer Point Banshees who had beaten him up abducted him. She hadn't even noticed him handcuffed to a chair in the corner. 

"Why'd you come here? What do you want?" asked Natalia. She stayed seated, but had a knife in very easy reach. 

"I came as a favor to you. I came to give you a warning," snapped Marisol. 

"Oh?  What do you want to warn me about little girl?" 

"Your girls been sellin’ smack on our turf again. We see that again, we gonna fuck 'em up." 

"What do you care? Your crew doesn't sell it. That's what those yuppies want." 

"Hey, I'm just here to say it nicely, stay the fuck out of our turf, or it's on." 

"You don't want any of this, bitch. We roll deep and we've got firepower. You've got like a dozen girls with what...sticks?" 

Marisol looked over at Wesley handcuffed in the chair. Her eyes showed confusion and even a little pity for him, but she couldn't allow herself to be distracted from the task at hand. 

"Try us and you’ll see what we got," said Marisol as she stormed out of the bar. Knowing full well that in a gang war with the Insane Royals, the Banshees would be quickly wiped out. The Royal Queens outnumbered them 4 to 1 and with the guys included it was probably closer to 15 to 1. The Banshees fought with fists, maybe bats or bottles. The Royals fought with guns and they had plenty of guys to back them up. It was amazing that the Banshees had been able to hold out this long, but if the Royals thought they could walk through Banshee turf with impunity, Marisol and her girls would fight, even though they wouldn't stand a chance. Wesley, decided unwisely to use the moment for his advantage. 

"It sounded like she meant business," said Wesley. 

"Who the fuck asked you?" 

"Nobody," he paused, "I just think that you might not want Marisol gunning for you." 

"What did you say?" 

"I just said that Marisol is not a good enemy to have." 

"That's what I thought you said," said Natalia rising to her feet. "You know her, how?" 

"Nothing, I just heard you call her name," replied Wesley nervously. 

"Bullshit, I never did. Lying to me is not a good idea," Natalia took the knife from the desk and moved over to Wesley, placing the blade right under his balls. "Now, you want to try again." 

"They attacked me about half a year ago and ruined my life," he began to recount tearfully. Wesley held nothing back. He told Natalia everything from being penetrated with a golf club to having to suck off the four bikers. 

"How the fuck did you suck off four macho bikers? Most bikers I know wouldn't let a guy touch them like that," she asked. 

"The girls gave me a makeover. They didn't know I was a guy," confessed Wesley. 

Natalia eyed her prisoner carefully. She pulled him by the hair so that he was forced to look her right in the eye. She eyed him closely before a sly smile crossed her face, "I think I just figured out how to hide you from the police." 

"Look, no way.  I'm done with that.  Those Banshees fucked with my mind doing that to me.  I can't." Wesley visibly shook. 

"I'll fuck with a lot more that just your mind, bitch," laughed Natalia as she picked up a knife from the desk.   

"No, I won't do it," insisted Wesley.  It was bad enough what his wife just had him do.  If he was going to die, he was going to do it with his pants on. 

Natalia took the knife and slashed at Wesley.  He saw his life flash before his eyes, but instead of striking him, the knife sliced through the top three buttons on his shirt.  Another swift motion and Natalia had cut all of the buttons off.  "I bet I could cut your pants off too, but maybe you should ask yourself if you want to lose your masculinity or your manhood." 

Fifteen minutes, later a gang member that they had nicknamed Kiki entered the back room with an arm full of clothes intended for Wesley.  "I had to guess on the sizes." 

"I'm sure they'll be close enough," assured Natalia.  She held the knife pointed at Wesley while Kiki freed him. "OK bitch, get dressed." 

"Natalia," pointed out Kiki curiously, "he's even hairless like a girl." 

"I noticed that too.  There's more to this story that he's told us yet." 

With trembling fingers, Wesley drew a white thong up his legs.  He followed this with fishnets.   The long black boots they had given him would require sitting down to put them on.  As he sat on the cold metal chair, he pleaded one more time, "Don't make me do this." 

"I'm getting tired of your attitude.  I'm not telling you again," warned Natalia. 

Wesley pulled the hooker boots up and put on a white lace padded bra.  He stuffed the cups with a couple of pairs of panties.  He guessed he was a C Cup again.  He stepped into a tight white mini-dress, which Natalia zipped up behind him before patting him on the fanny and turning him over to Kiki for a makeover.    

*** 

Laura Carnelo took a look out the window of her office at Cactus Consulting. Even though it was rapidly gentrifying, Archer Point was a working class neighbourhood, but Cactus used that to its advantage. With the established clients that Laura had recruited from McNeil-Berra, they managed to have a very successful and established client base while skillfully keeping a youthful energy that was attractive to new clients. It was after five o’clock already and the other employees had gone home, but Laura's work was never done.    

Laura heard a pounding at the door and cautiously went to investigate. The pounding persisted and when she finally got to the door, Laura found herself surprisingly face to face with Julia Harmon, the woman whose husband she had feminized, gotten fired, and helped his wife to cuckold. 

"Julia? What's the matter?" asked Laura. 

"Laura, they've taken Wesley." 

"Who? Who's taken him?" 

"Another gang. They're called the Insane Royals." 

Laura shook her head and exhaled deeply, "I'm so sorry Julia. They're real dangerous, all tied up tight with the cartels." 

"I know. Wesley's new boss is testifying against the leader of the gang here in the city. When he does, they'll kill Wesley," sobbed Julia. 

"Did you tell Niko?" asked Laura handing her a box of tissues. 

"I did, but he's scared to death of the Royals.  He said the cops are doing everything they can to find Wesley, but I know they won't find him." 

"I wish I could help, I really do," said Laura putting a comforting arm on Julia's shoulder. 

"There is. Ask the Banshees to help." 

"Oh Julia, it's not that simple. These girls are killers. If the Banshees got mixed up, the Royals would kill them." 

Julia pulled away from Laura and got to her feet. She stopped sobbing and with steely eyed determination demanded, "You owe him." 

"What?  Sorry Julia, I don't owe him anything." 

"Like Hell you don't. If you hadn't taken his clients, he wouldn't have been working there and he wouldn't have been kidnapped. You can't deny your responsibility in this." 

"Can't you just get his boss not to testify?" 

"No!” she shouted, crying again, “he's up on his high horse, like the President, saying that you can't negotiate with terrorists. I'm at the end of my rope here, Laura. Please, you're my last hope!” There was a steely look in her eye, “and believe me, I will play dirty, if I have to, to save him." 

Laura shook her head in resignation. Julia had made a not very veiled threat. Laura knew that her clients would be horrified to find out that she had been a gang member and was still technically in the gang.  In fact, she hoped that this fledging company of hers could get some of the girls off the streets.  They looked up to her and for some of the girls; she was the closest thing they had to a caring adult in their lives.  Asking them to risk everything in a crazy attack on the Royals was asking too much. 

Still, Laura did feel guilty. She’d wanted to shake up Wesley's life and she had, but she didn't want to feel even partially responsible for his death, "Madre de Dios, you've got me Julia. We'll do what we can, but no promises, eh." 

"Thank you, Laura.  I knew I could count on you." 

"Don't thank me yet.  This isn't going to be easy." 

*** 

Wesley stood in the corner of the back-room. His ankles were cuffed together and his hands were cuffed over his head to a pipe in the ceiling. Standing next to him, Kiki beamed with pride at the transformation that she had managed to perform. In the room were Natalia, three other gang members, and another woman dressed in a rather revealing tight black blouse and miniskirt. 

Wesley's ears now sported large gold hoop earrings and from his ruby red lips to his mascaraed false eyelashes, he looked like a very attractive woman, but a cheap one none the less. On his head was a rather high quality straight black wig. 

"I like it," commented Natalia making a wolf whistle, "Why did you pick the dress?" 

"Most of the tops we had were too low cut for him just stuffing his bra. When I get a chance, I'll pick up some fake boobs and then we'll have more options," smiled Kiki cupping her own breasts to the laughter of her friends. 

"OK Wesley, your name is now Victoria. Don't forget it. It's a simple job. People order drinks; you smile and bring them out to them. Guys can do anything, and I do mean anything they want, as long as they don't touch your breasts or feel between your legs. If the cops come in here, play it cool and don't make me hurt you. Now, let's hear your waitress voice," instructed Natalia. 

"Wait, I can't do..." As soon as the words came out of his mouth, Wesley regretted it.   

Natalia punched him hard in the stomach doubling him over. She lifted his chin up with her index finger and calmly, but firmly warned him, "You're so fucking lucky that I didn't want to mess up your makeup, puta. Now, try it again. Give us your best waitress voice." 

Wesley took a moment to compose himself before saying a feeble, "Hello, I'm Victoria. I'll be your waitress tonight." 

"That might get by if we keep the music loud," suggested Kiki. 

"Yeah, it'll have to do. We're the only ones who know you're not a woman. If you don't cause us any trouble, we can keep it that way. Do you understand?" asked Natalia. 

"Yes, I understand," whimpered Wesley still doubled over. 

Wesley was given a few more minutes to collect himself before going out to act as waitress. He tried to look at the positive, that at least he was out of the back-room and a chance to escape could present itself any moment. The bar was definitely a dive. But it was clean and even though it was the middle of the afternoon, and it was hardly crowded, there were a couple of beefy bouncers by the door to keep order. The clientele was not all connected with the Insane Royals, but none of them looked like PTA members either. In the front of the bar was a stage that Wesley reasoned was more likely for strippers than for live music. 

Wesley's feet were soon in agony in the skyscraper stilettos that he was now sporting. He could hear not only the click of his heels, but also the sound of his shoes pulling up from the sticky floor. As Wesley made his way around the bar, he was extremely self-conscious about his voice, but the customers didn't seem to notice, instead focusing on his long legs or the bra that Kiki had masterfully stuffed. As he approached one table, he was pulled over onto a guy's lap. Wesley was looking straight at Natalia who stared right through him. 

"Hey baby, you're new here aren't you," said the tall tattooed Mexican guy who grabbed him. The guy's two friends laughed roughly. 

"Yeah, I sure am. How about I get you guys some drinks?" asked Wesley with a futile struggle to get to his feet. 

"What's your hurry? Santiago will take good care of you," said the Mexican as he kissed the back of her neck. Wesley was terrified that he'd soon realize that he was wearing a wig. 

"That's enough, Santiago. Let the girl get back to work," warned Natalia. 

Santiago went pale and his friends immediately got quiet, "I'm sorry Nat. You just can't keep hiring such hot waitresses." 

Wesley was able to scramble back up to his feet and complete his round, walking the bar and filling drinks. By the time evening came the bar had gotten much rowdier. A lot of the locals had fled and the people inside were now much more likely to be affiliated with the gang.  

"Be careful, Wesley," warned Kiki. 

"This is a rough crowd.  I've never been at a bar like this," responded Wesley. 

"Well, some of these guys don't have anything, but their pride.  If you fuck with that, they can get very violent," explained Kiki. 

"So what do I do?" Wesley was exasperated. 

"There are three rules; be sweet, be a tease, and be gone," instructed Kiki  

When a gang member who didn't look older than eighteen suddenly grabbed Wesley and kissed him deeply on the mouth, the feminized waitress had no choice but to kiss back. He didn't want to embarrass the boy in front of his friends. Instead, he made a quick joke about not being able to concentrate on his work the rest of the night. They let him go, and he went back to work without incident. Natalia looked on approvingly.    

Just before midnight, Wesley was collecting drinks from the bar when four police officers came in through the front door. The largest one demanded that they shut off the music. Wesley recognized one of the cops as Niko and believed he was finally saved, but Natalia was standing right next to him. With the bar shielding her from the cops' line of sight as they fanned out through the crowd, Natalia pulled a knife out and slipped it right under Wesley's dress, holding it right under his balls. 

"Try anything and I'll make you a real bitch," threatened Natalia. 

Wesley wanted so badly to call out, but didn't dare. There was a guy sitting at the bar with an open stool next to him. He was actually a bit clean cut for this place, with no visible tattoos and a hairstyle that was more conservative as well. Natalia motioned Wesley to the empty seat. Cautiously he sat down. "Now, you two kiss and make out like you're insatiable." 

The command took Wesley by surprise, but already the guy sitting next to him was forcefully holding him kissing him passionately. Wesley felt a burning shame, but he also began to feel his penis growing inside his panties. He didn't know what was causing this, but found himself both turned on and repulsed at the same time. He wanted to pull back and get some air and collect his thoughts, but with Natalia looking right over him, that was going to be impossible. Instead he kissed and explored the other guy's mouth with his tongue. He took in the smell of his cologne and he ran his hands over this strange man's body. Wesley was faking lust for this man, but at the same time there was something raw and animal there.  Was it the thrill of the danger or something more troubling? 

"Hey, what's the deal with those two? They haven't stopped sucking face since we came in?" asked Niko. 

"That's Sotero and Victoria. They're always like that," explained Natalia. 

"Somebody that looked a lot like you kidnapped a guy from his work today. You wouldn't know anything about that, would you?" 

"Why was he cute, like you? She sensuously moved up to Niko. “Besides, everybody looks like me, don’t they? They can't tell one Puerto Rican from another, except for you, lover" she replied, licking her lips and reaching out to stroke his groin. 

"We've got an eye on you, Natalia," warned Niko. 

"I’d prefer something else, but now I've got a bar to run so either you order a drink and settle down, or get the Hell out of here." 

"What about these two?" asked Niko. 

"Do either of them look like your white dude?" 

The cops reluctantly left. Wesley ran into the back room embarrassed and ashamed of his reaction. He'd done far worse than kiss a guy before, but he'd never been turned on by it. Natalia entered the room after him. 

"You did good job acting like a slut, Victoria." 

"Look, I didn't scream. I did what you told me." 

"And you're still breathing. That guy, the one you kissed, he’s my man, you know." 

"Oh no, I’m sorry, I didn't know. I wouldn't have..." 

"I'm not jealous of you. He likes real women; I just wanted you to know. You owe him one, and we're going to collect, tonight!" 

"Collect?" asked Wesley nervously. 

"You'll see. Get back to work." 

For the rest of the night, Wesley was put through his paces. As the men got drunker, their behavior became lewder. Wesley could barely walk; his feet were in so much pain from the heels. When he complained to Natalia, she responded with a gruff, "I guess if you can't stand, you can always kneel." 

Almost mercifully, Wesley's shift ended. As the clock struck 3 am, the last stragglers were kicked out of the bar. Soon, only Natalia and Wesley were left. Natalia reached for the dreaded handcuffs and though Wesley thought momentarily of overpowering her, he knew she had a knife and he thought better of it. Natalia flipped him a pair of handcuffs saying, "On your ankles." 

She applied the next pair to his wrists behind his back on her own. "You got lucky.  You were supposed to be wearing these things the whole time you were here." 

"You got lucky," responded Wesley. "The cops would have found me and you'd be in jail right now." 

"Well, I'm not the one in handcuffs. Let's go bitch. 

As Natalia led what appeared to be a very attractive woman in handcuffs from the bar, several guys standing on the corner couldn't resist catcalling. He wasn't worried they'd approach because every guy he had met so far had been terrified of Natalia, but that didn't mean he wasn't ashamed. The car ride itself was quiet. Natalia was stern and she intimidated Wesley. At any moment, he was sure he'd earn another face slap or worse. Wesley was surprised when they turned onto the freeway. It was only a twenty minute drive, but it was like a different world. Gone were the graffiti and metal bars on windows and in their place were neon lights and boutique shops.    

"I don't want anybody seeing me take a handcuffed bitch up to my unit, so when we park the car, I will be releasing you, but don't you fucking try anything, I still have my knife and you don't want me angry right now. They won't even find your body." 

"Yes, Natalia," responded Wesley totally cowed by her. 

As they parked in the parking garage underneath the luxury high rise that Natalia lived in, Wesley patiently turned his back and waited for her to unlock his handcuffs. He saw an older couple in their 50s walking into the building ahead of them, but didn't try to call out. They'd never be able to get help in time. 

Natalia took Wesley's arm. To anybody looking, they would just appear to be two close girlfriends coming in from a night out on the town. It was almost four in the morning, but Wesley's adrenaline was pumping too hard for him to feel sleepy. They took the elevator up to Natalia's place and she pushed him roughly inside. He almost fell on his face, but steadied himself against her white leather couch. Wesley was shocked, not at the expense of the decor, which was considerable, but by the taste with which it was put together. This condo could easily have belonged to his boss at McNeil-Bohr. 

Natalia kept pushing Wesley until he was in her bedroom. The large king size bed had red satin sheets. Natalia put on some mood music and turned on the bedroom light dimming it. Wesley looked at Natalia and wondered just what she intended to do. Since he had been cuckolded by Julia, he had longed to screw another woman and despite her harshness, Natalia was a very beautiful girl. He took her in with his lust filled eyes and decided that if she had some kind of plans to do him right there, he wouldn't resist. 

Natalia reached into a dresser drawer and pulled out a belt with a dildo attached to it. She intended him to be on the receiving end, not the giving end. Wesley's eyes began to well up as she attached the belt and the 8" dildo to her narrow waist. 

"Oh, don't tell me you thought I'd let you fuck me?" 

"Well...," Wesley stammered. As she asked the question, Wesley felt how stupid he must have seemed. 

"I think if you can relax, you're going to like it.  Besides, this is what you're dressed for, isn't it?" 

She lubed up Wesley thoroughly before grabbing him from behind easing the phallus into his anal cavity. Wesley remembered when Marisol and the Banshees used his golf club on him. He had long since closed up, but this was a very different feeling.  Natalia was forceful, but at the same time sensual. Her thrusting motion behind him felt like some kind of erotic dance synched to the salsa music emanating from the speakers.  Wesley grunted and his breathing grew shallow. This woman had done nothing but abuse him. Still, he wanted her more than anything right now. He could feel himself involuntarily moving his ass back to meet her thrusts. 

"That's it, moan for me baby," cried out Natalia. "Who's my bitch?" 

"I am...I am.  I'm your bitch," he cried. 

"That's right.  Tell me what a slut you are." 

"I'm a horny slut.  Fuck me!" he cried.  He hadn't had sex with Julia in months and even when they had made love; it was never raw like this.  She was so uninhibited, so passionate.  

The sound of the front door opening shook Wesley from his thoughts. He was startled out of his sexual reverie, but Natalia kept a firm grip on him. By now he was splayed on the foot of the bed, with her pounding from behind and on top. 

"Hey Natty," called out a male voice. 

"We're in the bedroom, Soto," she responded. 

Wesley thought back. Sotero was the man that had made out with him when the police arrived. Natalia had said that he was her man. Would he be angry? No, he remembered, Natalia had said he would repay him for his earlier kindness tonight.  Wesley was frightened of his own reaction to kissing Sotero. He didn't want to be in that position again, but Natalia was continuing to fuck him deeply and he was beginning to leak. He was so horny right now.   

"Sit on the bed, so that Victoria here can show you her gratitude," instructed Natalia. 

"You are one kinky woman, Natty.  I would not ordinarily let a guy do this to me, but you're no man, are you Wesley?" 

"No sir," said a panting Wesley to laughter from his tormentors. Nobody had made him say that, but in his current position, he just couldn't answer any other way. 

Sotero positioned himself in front of Wesley on the bed, so that Natalia was basically pumping him right onto Sotero's dick.  

"Fuck yeah!  Ándale ándale!" moaned Natalia.  She gyrated and she pounded Wesley pushing the dildo deeper and deeper.  He gasped in humiliation and pleasure.   

Wesley knew what was expected of him and tried to convince himself that he didn't have a choice, but he knew that there was some part of him that craved this, that wanted this, that needed this. 

"Come on, suck it joto, you know you want to," taunted Sotero. 

"Don't you dare make a mess on my bed, bitch," warned Natalia. 

Wesley looked at the precum stained sheets and knew that he'd soon be in trouble. 

"Come on baby, you can't fuck a guy...or whatever he is from behind and not expect him to shoot a load, can you?" 

"I guess not, but he'll be the one cleaning it up," she replied. 

Wesley was moaning loudly. He had never had sex with Julia with half the passion that he felt from Natalia right now. He began to lick her boyfriend's dick with passion.   Unlike the Mexican bikers, he wanted to suck this man. This was so different. He wanted it.  Natalia made it hot, somehow.  She was evil, but so sexy too.  Sucking her boyfriend felt like somehow sucking her. 

"Oh my God, she's good at this," cried Sotero now actively fucking Wesley's face. 

"Can I pick 'em or what?" laughed Natalia. 

Natalia raked her fingers across Wesley's back. They didn't draw much blood, but they left deep red marks. She was crying out now. There was a part of Wesley that felt a sense of pride in giving this beautiful creature sexual pleasure even if he was doing it from the woman's position. Wesley came himself with the most powerful orgasm he had ever had. He was shocked that he had lasted as long as he did, but his orgasm only made him work that much harder to give pleasure to Sotero's dick. It was bigger than his own, but no more than seven inches long. When Sotero finally came in a powerful climax, Natalia warned him, "Make sure you swallow every drop." 

Natalia pulled out of Wesley and threw her cum stained comforter off the bed. She had Sotero throw a pillow down to her and proceeded to have Wesley sleep on the floor, still dressed and handcuffed to her bed frame.   

"You did good tonight," she said. "You got lucky too. We were just going to have you sleep in the floor of that back room." 

Wesley was so worn out from his exhausting day that he nearly drifted right to sleep, but he could hear Sotero and Natalia talking in the bed above him. They spoke Spanglish with each other, but he could understand enough of it. One of the Insane Royal lieutenants had taken advantage of the murder charge against their leader to make his own power play. His name was Rico and apparently he was blood thirsty. They worried about what his leadership change would mean for the Royals.   

*** 

The next day, Natalia and Wesley arrived at the bar by 11:30 in the morning.  Natalia had done Wesley's hair and makeup herself and dressed him in her own clothes as they were fairly close in size other than a couple inches of height. Even Kiki was impressed when she arrived to drop off some better breast forms for Wesley who was now wearing a tight black blouse and a red miniskirt. She had him put on the same ridiculously high "hooker boots" that she had him wear yesterday. 

By noon, a lot of the gang members had arrived. Despite the early hour, not paying respect to Rico could get you killed. Some of the men were actually fairly high ranking. Natalia learned that Rico was coming there later. He was making a show of seeing as many members as possible so that he could see if any of the members appeared disloyal.   

When he did appear, Rico had 4 men with him and it had all the pomp and circumstance of the coronation of a European monarch. The locals had cleared out of the bar and left only about a dozen gang members, Rico, and his entourage of lieutenants.  The gang members all dropped to their knees at his presence and kissed his ring as a sign of their loyalty and respect. This struck Wesley as rather funny and more like something you would see in a mafia movie than in a dive bar for a street gang. 

As Wesley wiped down the tables with a damp rag, he saw a small brown paper bag left on one of the chairs.  Wesley figured that the bag had been left by one of the locals.  He looked at it curiously to find a pill bottle in the bag and a note addressed to him.  Reading the note, Wesley knew what he had to do. 

Rico was not a very attractive man.  He had a very square face and a pug nose.  He had broad shoulders though and a deep voice that helped make him intimidating.  He was wearing an expensive leather jacket, but it didn't seem to fit him right.  It wasn't long enough and too tight for his broad chest. 

Wesley got increasingly nervous as he saw Rico staring in his direction. What had they told him? Did he know that he was a loose end to tie up? After talking to his men and giving them a thirty-minute speech that seemed to be a cobbled together from high school football halftime speeches and State of the Union addresses, the meeting ended. The men drank in Rico's honor, but Rico walked to the back of the bar where Wesley was standing. He grabbed him by the arm and led him into the backroom.  Wesley fumbled with a small pill bottle, but it dropped to the floor spilling its contents on the ground.   Wesley looked at the white and green ketamine pills rolling across the room before turning his attention back to the man who had grabbed him. 

"Do you know who I am?" asked Rico. 

"You're the new leader of the Insane Royals," replied Wesley. 

"That's right. I take what I want," smiled Rico pushing Wesley down by the shoulders. 

Whereas he was still confused by his own acceptance of sucking off Sotero, this was different.  Wesley felt like he didn't have a choice if he valued his life, but he did not want to do this.   As Rico unzipped his pants, the feminized waitress dropped to his knees and opened his mouth to accept the gang leader's eight inch penis.  It didn't take much for Rico's cock to come to life.   As Wesley felt Rico's dick growing, he saw the knife that Natalia had menaced him with and contemplated doing something crazy.   

Wesley heard the sound of breaking glass in the front of the bar, followed by a loud cracking sound. Hearing gunfire, Wesley made his move. He reached for the knife and in one sudden motion he slashed at Rico who was preoccupied by the noises in the other room. He hit him right in the scrotum and drew blood. Rico let out a horrible scream as Wesley slashed again dragging the knife from his abdomen to his left shoulder. The door to the back-room was then kicked open and Wesley found himself face to face with Marisol who was carrying an aluminum baseball bat. She brought the bat down on Rico's head. 

"Back in dresses, pretty boy?" asked Marisol as Wesley pointed the knife at her menacingly. He backed through the door to see a bloody sight. The Banshees had attacked the bar to look for him. There were 12 Banshees armed with baseball bats, brass knuckles, and chains. There were 17 members of the Insane Royals armed with handguns, automatic weapons, and the occasional knife. The Royals there were mostly men, but the Banshees had taken them by surprise. Several of the Royals were bleeding profusely and two of the Banshees lay on the ground, wounded or worse.   

Natalia came at them charging hard, pushing Wesley out of the way and slashing at Marisol with her knife grazing her left thigh. Marisol was quick though and when Natalia attacked again, Marisol used her bat to block the attack. The battle between the two continued to rage, with neither of them getting a decisive blow in. Finally, Natalia threw herself at Marisol in desperation. Marisol was ready and dodged backwards, bringing the bat down on Natalia's wrist before connecting with the other end of the bat to Natalia's forehead. She was knocked cold.     

Wesley scanned the carnage around the room and was surprised at what he found.  Light hearted silly Xochitl was a fury with her baseball bat. She cracked one of Rico's men hard in the back of the head and with a sickening thud cracked his skull open.  Gabriela who so delicately administered makeup to his face floored a grown man with one punch. Wesley didn't allow himself to watch any longer, picking up a gun dropped by one of the men.   

Laura likewise grabbed a .45 and fired it several times right at the ceiling. There were only a handful of Royals still fighting. "Put down your fucking weapons or your dead." 

The men looked at each other and then at the girls who by now had them outnumbered and outgunned. They ushered the remaining Insane Royal gang members into the back-room where they saw Rico lying, bleeding on the floor. Wesley heard several curses in Spanish and English as the girls locked the door. It wouldn't hold them long. Marisol grabbed about $500 from the cash register and then took her baseball bat to the bottles behind the counter.   

"Help me with her," called out Xochitl to Wesley. He helped her lift one of the gang members to her feet and together they hoisted her up. 

"Thanks," said Wesley. 

"Three of my sisters are hurt and this isn't the end of this. I hope you're worth it," replied Xochitl. 

*** 

Laura sat at her desk. She wore a smart herringbone suit over a pink camisole.  Across the desk from her was Julia. Her face showed that she had been up with worry all night as nervously she listened to Laura answering a phone call on her cell phone. 

"I was afraid of that. You all need to get out of town for a bit. They'll be coming after you with everything they have, Hermanita. Be safe and keep all the others safe. Call me, when you are settled." 

"What happened?" asked Julia through teary eyes. 

"They got Wesley out," responded Laura. 

"Oh thank God," replied Julia wiping away her tears. 

"We're not out of the woods yet, not by a long shot. The Banshees smashed up a Royals bar, seriously hurt a half dozen and may have even killed a couple of the Royals." 

"I'm sure they deserved it. If you explained to the police about Wesley, I'm sure..." 

"Don’t be stupid!” she snapped, “I'm not worried about the cops. They need proof, the Royals don't. They'll be going after the Banshees now, and I'm not safe and neither are you." 

"Why would they want me?" 

"It seems that Wesley stabbed a very important member of the Royals. He cut him right in the balls. If they want to get at Wesley, they’ll go right through you, and me." 

"What do we do?" asked Julia regaining her resolve. 

"We need to get out of here and then we need to come up with a way to make this all go away." 




EPILOGUE 

The body lay on the living room floor in the Harmon apartment. The man had a service revolver in his right hand, but his throat had been slit.  A large pool of blood soaked into the white living room rug below him. The cell phone in the man's pocket continued to play its familiar ring tone, but nobody answered it. Niko Suarez had left this world and all its problems, a half hour ago.   




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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