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Girl Gang Triumphant 

Wesley's head cleared.  It felt like his jaw had been struck with a hammer and he instinctively felt for any loose teeth.  The sweet tasted of his own blood filled his senses where his teeth had made contact with the tender skin on the inside of his mouth.  He looked up at Marisol whose punch had sent him sprawling on the gravel parking lot of the cheap travel motel.   

"Oh no you don't, you bitch," barked Marisol. "We ain't your friends.  We risked our lives to save your puta ass because Laura asked us to, and now we've got three girls hurt and 10,000 Insane Royals looking for us!  We signed our death warrants for you!" 

"Look, all I said was thank you," moaned Wesley.  It looked like Marisol was about to give him a beating when Rebecca and Xochitl returned from the hotel lobby. 

"Any trouble?" asked Marisol. 

"None," replied Rebecca, "they’ll take $120 a night cash up front for three rooms, but that money you took isn't going to stretch real far." 

"We'll worry about that when the time comes," Marisol declared, "take this piece of shit out of my sight.  Tie him up good and tight, and gag his cock sucking mouth! I don't want to see him or hear a word that comes out of that puta," she raged. 

"Come on, let's get up," Xochitl said, roughly pulling Wesley to his feet and marching him into one of their rooms.  Gabriela followed closely behind with her sister Lizette leaning on her for support.   

Lizette had lost a lot of blood after getting stabbed in the bar fight.  Colleen and Guadalupe had been shot in the thigh and the shoulder respectively, and they weren't doing any better.   Gabriella gently eased Lizette onto the bed, while Xochitl roughly pushed Wesley into the hotel room's desk chair. 

"Hands behind your back, putalita," instructed Xochitl. 

"That bitch is crazy.  All I did was thank her for saving me," whined Wesley. 

"You don't know when to keep your mouth shut, do you business-sissy?" asked Xochitl as she tightened the rope around his wrists.  Wesley felt that she made the bonds extra tight as payback for calling Marisol a bitch. 

"I don't see what I did that was so bad," he responded. 

"That girl has a lot on her mind.  Are they going to come after her friends?  Her family?  She's our leader," Xochitl explained. "She's responsible for all of us, and we're hurt, outnumbered, and outgunned! All because she tried to save your sorry ass!  She's angry and scared right now, and she's not going to let us know how scared she is. She's going to do that by getting even angrier," explained Xochitl as she knotted his hands behind him. 

"Well what do I do?" he asked. 

"Keep a low profile.  I'm doing you a favor keeping you tied to this chair where you won't piss her off," Xochitl answered as she wrapped more rope around his ankles. She then stuffed a washrag in his mouth, and tied it in place with her bandana. 

From his spot secured to the chair, Wesley could see Gabriela's worried expression as she looked down on her baby sister Marisol. Wesley thought, "There has to be some way out of this mess!" He surely didn't owe these girls anything after they raped him and made him suck off four bikers.  They’d been part of Laura's scheme that cost him his job and had made him a cuckold. He considered that they might be the biggest bitches on the planet, but now they’d risked their lives for him.  If he could help them, he would. 

Throughout the entire two hour ride out of the state to this desolate cow town, all Wesley could think of was getting out of the tiny red miniskirt and those ridiculous hooker boots Natalia made him wear.  But now, he didn't even think about that.  There were more pressing concerns to ponder.  It was getting dark outside, and Wesley guessed that it was probably eight o'clock when Rebecca and Gabriela brought in food.    

"You need to eat if you're going to regain your strength, manita," Gabriela said to Lizette warmly.  She unwrapped a cheeseburger and fed it to her in small bites.  Each one appeared to be a struggle for the wounded gang member who chocked it down like it was medicine. 

"I've got something for you too," sneered Rebecca approaching Wesley with a bag.  He was starving, and though it would be humiliating to be helplessly fed like an infant, it was worth it to ease the growling pain in his stomach.  He had hoped for a cheeseburger like Lizette got, but instead Rebecca presented a Polish sausage sandwich.  He was hungry enough to eat anything. 

"Thank you," he hesitated. 

"Open your mouth, but don't you dare bite until I tell you to," Rebecca commanded as she removed the gag from Wesley’s mouth.  He moved his jaw to ease the tenderness and then complied with her instructions.  She smiled as she held the sausage up to him and pushed about six inches of it out the end of the bun.  "You know what to do with it," she mocked. "If you want to eat, you're going to have to convince me you want it." 

It was way too late for Wesley to worry about pride, but with growing humiliation, he sucked on the sausage.  Wesley’s face flushed as he used the same technique he’d used sucking the bikers, Sotero, and Rico.   

Wesley noticed Lizette peering up at him from the bed. Despite her injuries, she was giggling at his degrading emasculation.  Her big sister noticed it too and taunted him. 

"Oh yeah bitch.  Take that big sausage.  You can't get enough can you?" Gabriela teased. 

"Mmm," was all he could reply as he continued to suck on the sausage seductively. 

"OK, eat up sissy," Gabriella ordered in much more serious tone. 

Rebecca had just about finished feeding Wesley the last of his sandwich when the headlights of a car illuminated the room.  Suspiciously, she pulled a Tech-9 out from the back waistband of her pants and cautiously crept to the window peering out at the car.   

"It's Laura!" cried Rebecca excitedly.  She tucked the gun back in her pants and rushed out the door to greet her former leader. 

After fifteen minutes, Laura, Julia, and Marisol entered the room.  Julia smiled when she saw Wesley, but she wasn't very convincing.  Laura couldn't help but snicker at her former boss.  "How the mighty had fallen," she smiled to herself. 

"Nice job," Laura praised her former gang mates, "but he's in this too.  You might as well cut the sissy loose." 

"No problem," Rebecca said as she pulled out her knife and approached their captive. "He was getting on Marisol's nerves and I thought it'd be better for him if he was kept out of her way." 

"Yes, he does that," Laura agreed. "I'll try to calm Marisol down.  It's not easy being La Jefa.  She's got to worry about all of you." 

Moving toward Julia, Wesley cried, "I'm so glad to see you! I thought I never would again." They embraced each other lovingly if not passionately. 

"I know you've been through Hell Wesley," reassured Julia. "We have a lot to talk about when this is finally behind us."  

Laura broke up the tearful reunion declaring, "I got us an abandoned farm house.  It won't be as comfortable as the hotel, but it'll be more private and safer," she instructed.  They're coming for us; it's just a matter of time.  Pack your stuff and get ready to move out," she said, then asked, "Can Lizette move?" 

"I'll be fine.  Gabby bandaged me up.  I'll be good as new in a day or two," Lizette smiled weakly.  Gabby gave a worried look that wasn't lost on Laura. 

"Is there any chance I can get into some other clothes?  These boots are killing me and I never want to spend another second in drag," whined Wesley. 

"Seriously?" sighed Gabby. 

"Look Wesley, when The Banshees rescued you they didn't have time to pack a fresh change of clothes and breath mints for your pillow," scolded Laura.  

"I have to get out of these clothes, Laura." 

"If you are lucky, maybe you'll find something where we're going." She paused, looked Wesley up and down, and smirked, "that's actually a great look for you." 

*** 

The gang members who weren't wounded gathered in the kitchen of the farmhouse. Julia had gone to town to get some groceries and the wounded rested in the bedrooms, but there were nine Banshees and Wesley in the kitchen, when Laura began to lay things out. 

"We're fucked, mi hermanas.   There are 100 of them for every one of us and they've got AR-15s and big guns," confided Laura.  "If we go back to the city, we're dead and they'll be out here before long anyway." 

"We've got three handguns that we took from the Royals at the bar fight," offered Marisol. 

"Handguns and baseball bats won't cut it this time.  We need military level weapons," insisted Laura. 

"Where are we going to get that in the middle of bumble fuck nowhere?" asked Xochitl. 

"I may have an idea.  There's an outlaw motorcycle club called the Road Gypsies in this area.  I heard about them from the Toros," explained Laura. 

"Great, let's go buy some guns.  At least we can defend ourselves," insisted Wesley. 

"Not that easy," sighed Laura. "We need big time weapons that they can get $1500 a piece for and we could give them maybe $5,000 for 10 of them." 

"They'll never go for it," spat Marisol. 

"They're guys right?  Sexy yourselves up a bit and I bet they'll lower the price.  Even a half dozen guns would be a big help," suggested Wesley. "You've got some cute girls in the gang.  Have you ever tried seducing a guy instead of hitting him?" 

Marisol took a step toward Wesley who cowered back a bit, but Laura held up her hand to stop her. 

"Wesley has a point, actually," suggested Laura. 

"No way," chuckled Rebecca. "There's a first for everything." 

"Well, they're racists, I know that.  They're not the shoot on sight kind of racists, but they are going to be a lot more receptive to white girls than they will be to us chavalas," explained Laura. 

"Fine, I'm in," said Rebecca. 

"Yeah, the problem is that Colleen isn't in any condition to do it and that just leaves you and Kelly.  It'd be far too dangerous for just two of you and it wouldn't be much of an enticement either," sighed Laura. 

"I can do it.  I'm light skinned and I don't have an accent.  With the right makeup, they'd never have a clue," offered Gabriella. 

"That's still not enough.  It's too dangerous," insisted Marisol. 

"What about Julia?" suggested Wesley to a room full of angry glares. 

"She's attractive enough," agreed Laura. "She'd never pass for a gang member, though.  The bikers would probably think she's a cop.  There's just no way that Julia could pull this off." 

"But, Wesley could," interjected Xochitl. 

"Hmm, yeah he could," agreed Laura.  "That'd bring us up to four girls, too." 

"No," snapped Wesley. "What if they found out I was a guy?  I'm not going to do it." 

"I can convince him," sneered Marisol. 

"No!" Wesley barked. "You can't make me." 

"We can make you, Wesley, but we won't," countered Laura. "You'll do it because you know we're in this shit because of you." 

"Look Laura, I can't do this.  I'm a guy," pleaded Wesley. 

"Not much of one," chided Marisol. 

"Wesley, you're our best chance of pulling this off.  We need you to do this," coaxed Laura. 

"He'll do it.  I'll get him ready," assured Julia from the kitchen doorway.  She had returned with the groceries and was taking the girls' side against her own husband. 

"Thanks Julia," smiled Laura.  Wesley shot daggers at his wife.  She had betrayed him yet again.  First was the cuckolding and now she was volunteering to do who knows what with the bikers. 

"Come with me Wesley.  Let's get you ready," ordered Julia after she handed off her groceries to Rebecca.  Wesley was about to tell her off, but Marisol got up very close to him and gave him a look that made him think twice.  He meekly followed his wife into one of the bedrooms. 

"Why did you do that?  Do you have any idea what will happen if those bikers find out I'm a guy or what I'll have to do to make sure that they don't?" demanded Wesley. 

"I did it because you owe each and every one of those girls.  They put themselves in the crosshairs for you and if that means you have to kiss a couple of bikers to get them out of it, so be it," responded Julia sternly. 

"Those bikers will want more than kissing." 

"So? Grow the fuck up, Wesley.  It's nothing you haven't done a lot of already." 

"But..." stammered Wesley.  Tears welled up in his eyes and he found himself unable to make a sound. 

"Wesley, we've all lost something here.  The Royals killed Niko.  This isn't going to get better unless we all make some sacrifices.  Dry your tears and hold your head up high.  You're a survivor Wesley and all of those girls are counting on you." 

"Okay," nodded Wesley. "I'm sorry about Niko." 

"Me too," sighed Julia as she went over Wesley's eye makeup. "I really cared for him, but mostly it was just sex for both of us.  I'm sure that I'll be able to find someone to scratch that itch.  I'm still in shock that they killed him like that.  He didn't deserve it." 

"No, I guess not," sighed Wesley deflated. 

"We really need to teach you how to do this better yourself," suggested Julia stepping back to admire her work. 

"That won't be necessary.  This is my last time dressing like this." 

"I wouldn't bet on that," giggled Julia. 

"It is," insisted Wesley. 

"Are you suddenly growing a pair now?" chuckled Julia.  "What happens if Laura or Marisol decides you should be in panties?  What happens if I decide it?" 

"You?  Why would you do that?" 

"Aw Princess, I still love you, but more like a girlfriend than like a husband.  I think I prefer you in skirts.  It'll be less intimidating for any guys I bring home if you're mincing around serving us in heels, fixing your heavy makeup in the mirror, and serving us as a French maid.  They won't see you as any kind of threat and then it won't seem strange for them to fuck me." 

"Julia, I can't do that, I'm your husband," he sobbed. 

"Oh that ship sailed long ago, sweetie.  Now pucker up." Julia unscrewed the cap off of a tube of candy apple red lipstick and applied it to Wesley's lips, "Would you look at those lips.  They're just perfect for cock now." 

"I-I won't do it," stammered Wesley. 

"You don't have a choice.  Don't be silly.  Now, take off your skirt and blouse.  I think I found a few things more appropriate," commanded Julia. "They had a lot of old clothes in one of the closets that should fit you perfectly." 

Glumly, Wesley complied with Julia's instructions.  She helped him into a tight white lace crop top that showed his curves to perfection and a ridiculously tiny pair of denim short shorts.  With his women's leather jacket, sexy boots, and lingerie he looked the part of trashy biker babe. 

"Oh my God!  Julia, you made me look like a cheap slut," whined Wesley. 

"If the boot fits...Oh that reminds me, I got you a surprise," smiled Julia as she went to her purse and pulled out a small bottle and gave Wesley two pills. 

"What are these?" asked Wesley confused. 

"They're basically estrogen.  You're going to start taking them so that we can get rid of those breast forms." 

"No," moaned Wesley stumbling backwards in horror, "I don't want to become a woman." 

"Well you're certainly not much of a man, darling.  I love you Wesley, but if you don't do what I tell you, I'm going to get Marisol in here and you know she can make you take them," threatened Julia icily. 

"It's not fair," complained Wesley. 

"It's for the best," insisted Julia handing Wesley two pills and filling a small paper cup full of water at the sink. 

"I just can't," stalled Wesley. 

"I will get Marisol.  Last chance to do it the easy way," warned Julia. 

Wesley complained, but he swallowed the two pills.  He didn't know much about taking female hormones; still he was sure they wouldn't hit him immediately or anything.  Maybe he could still talk his way out of this before they did any real damage. 

"Now march out there and don't forget to wiggle your ass when you walk," demanded Julia giggling as he left. "I hate when you go, but I love to see you walk away."  Wesley was used to heels, even ones this high by now.  He slowly, but seductively walked out to the kitchen where the other girls were already waiting. 

"Sweet!" cheered Xochitl. "We've got us a biker babe." 

"Oh yeah, just wait until they get hold of our little Irish biker girl," snickered Gabriela. 

"Just precious," sneered Marisol causing Wesley to quiver and blush. 

"Ok, enough teasing.  You might not want to hear it Wesley, but you look good and that's a good step towards being able to pull this off.  Let Rebecca do most of the talking.  The four of you will have $5,000.  We need big guns and we need at least ten of them.  Don't put yourselves in danger any more than you have to," ordered Laura. 

"What do we call Wesley?" asked Rebecca. 

"The Royals called him Victoria," smirked Marisol. 

"If she's supposed to be Irish, then naming her after a British queen is out," argued Julia. 

"Yeah," agreed Laura, "How about Fiona.  That's an Irish name isn't it?" 

"I like it," smiled Gabriela 

"Then wish us luck, because whatever we have to do, we're not leaving without some guns," insisted Rebecca. 

*** 

Rebecca parked the car outside of the motorcycle gang's clubhouse.  It was a large building with a simple wooden frame backed by a salvage yard without nearby neighbors on either side.   

"It's now or never girls.  Just stay calm and we'll do fine," advised Rebecca. 

"You do the talking," agreed Gabriela, "We've got your back." 

Wesley wasn't the only one who had needed a sexy makeover.  The girls had taken advantage of Gabriela's cosmetology skill to soften themselves up and make them look more like biker groupies then gang members.  They didn't dare wear their own colors.  This was not the place to approach these alpha bikers as equals. 

"Sorry ladies, this is private property and the party doesn't start for another couple of hours.  You'll have to come back then," insisted a large red-bearded man who must have stood 6'6".  He was full of tattoos and his voice was barbed wired scratchy and rough. 

"We actually wanted to talk to the MC's President.  We wanted to conduct a little business," stated Rebecca softly as she batted her eyelashes. 

"Does he even know you?" 

"I bet he'd like to," giggled Rebecca displaying the gorgeous curves of her supple nineteen-year-old body. 

"Look, this has all the markings of a setup.  If you're not with the cops then you're probably with another MC trying to get close enough to off Big Man," barked the sentry. 

"Do we look like we're cops?" asked Rebecca. 

"Or that we have weapons?" interjected Gabriela. 

"Oh let them in, Bear.  Maybe Big Man will like them.  Besides, there are enough of us in there, that they won't cause a problem," suggested the man by the door. 

"No Pete, it's my ass if I let them in," replied Bear. 

"Hey, there's a way that we can prove we're not cops," cooed Rebecca.   

"Oh?" asked Bear. 

"Yeah, have you ever had a cop suck your dick?" 

"Oh no," thought Wesley. 

"No," said Bear laughing at the thought. 

"Well then, let my girl take care of you," suggested Rebecca. "She has an amazing mouth and she loves to suck cock." 

Wesley gave Rebecca a look that was equal parts wide-eyed fear and flared nostril anger.   

"Well Hell, I guess that would prove you're not cops," chuckled Bear. 

"On your knees, Fiona," commanded Rebecca.  "Take care of our friend Bear here." 

Wesley reluctantly complied.  He cursed Rebecca under his breath.  After all, the girls would be much more comfortable sucking a guy's cock then Wesley ever would be.  They were women.  He was just a cocksucker now.  What was this like six cocks?  He couldn't even count them all.  He unzipped Bear's fly and pulled down his jeans.  There was plenty of privacy at this secluded hangout and the girls were delighted to watch.  Wesley decided they did this as much for the pleasure of his humiliation as they did it to complete their mission of buying the guns.   Wesley took Bear's pulsing eight-inch member into his mouth and began to lick up and down the shaft. 

"Hey Pete, she's really good at this.  You want some?" called out Bear. 

"Yeah, I want next," insisted Pete. 

"No problem.  I'm sure our Fiona would be happy to oblige you," responded Rebecca. 

Wesley groaned silently.  At least Bear was responding very quickly to his lips and tongue.  Within moments, Wesley had Bear's cum dripping down his face and Pete stepping up to take his spot.  Cursing under his breath, he took Pete's six-inch cock into his mouth.   

"Lick my balls," instructed Pete.  Wesley complied shamefully. 

"She's one of the best I ever had," declared Bear. 

"Well, you guys play your cards right and there's more where that came from," cooed Rebecca. 

"Oh God!" moaned Pete as Wesley picked up the pace bobbing his head up and down on the biker's dick.   

"Pace yourself Pete," laughed Bear.  "There's a reason that they call you Speedy Pete, you know." 

"Shut up, Bear.  She's amazing!" cried Pete as he grabbed Wesley's head and began to fuck his mouth. 

Pete shot his load all over Wesley's face.  Gabriela came over to Wesley with a tissue, helped him clean up, and touched up his lipstick.   Wesley noticed her mocking expression, but said nothing.  There was nothing to say. 

"Alright, no cop could do that," chuckled Pete.  "We made a deal." 

"Yeah we did.  Go inside and you'll find Big Man at the bar.  If you stay for the party, I wouldn't mind a repeat performance," suggested Bear. 

"Well, if we stick around, you can count on one," smiled Rebecca. 

The girls entered the clubhouse with Wesley.  As soon as they entered, they saw a dark haired man in a leather jacket reach inside his waistband as if readying himself to draw the gun on them. 

"Who the Hell are you?" demanded a very large man with dirty blonde hair and a very full beard drinking whiskey from the comfort of a stool. 

"We're hoping to be your new best friends," smiled Rebecca. 

"Cut the crap," demanded the bearded man. 

"Are you Big Man?" asked Rebecca. 

"Yeah, who the fuck wants to know?" asked the man who had reached into his waistband. 

"I'm Rebecca and I'm with the Banshees.  We wanted to do some business," she answered sheepishly.  Kelly and Gabriela glanced at each other wondering if the shit could be about to hit the fan. 

"What the Hell is a Banshee?  Is that a lady's MC or something?  I've never heard of you," spat Big Man. 

"It doesn't matter.  We've heard of you and we heard you can supply us with guns," she replied humbly. "We need to defend ourselves against the Insane Royals." 

"I've heard of them.  The answer is no.  Now get the fuck out," demanded Big Man. 

"Look, you can't have any love for that group," said Rebecca more assertively. 

"Of course not, they're ghetto trash.  So what?  They're not out here and I don't intend to give them a reason to come looking for us either." 

"We're just trying to survive.  We're no threat to you.  We just want guns.  They'll never be traced back to you," she pleaded. 

"Never is a long time," barked Big Man. 

"It's easy money for you and you'll be helping out some girls that really need it," she begged. 

"There's no such thing as easy money," barked Big Man. 

"Oh everything can be so easy," she purred. 

"How much stack are you talking?" he asked. 

"I've got five grand on me." 

"Alright, I'm in a good mood.  I can get you five handguns or I can get you two assault rifles for five grand, but I'm doing you a favor," offered Big Man. 

"We need ten rifles, the more powerful the better," replied Rebecca. 

"For five grand?  Doberman, throw these bitches out," ordered Big Man. 

"Look, I know you can get more, but we can work this out," panicked Rebecca. 

"You heard him.  Take a hike skanks," demanded the large guy called Doberman. 

"We can offer something else," pleaded Wesley in his most feminine voice. 

"What do you have that we would want?" asked Big Man dismissively. 

"You got girls for the party?" asked Wesley. 

"Our MC has all the bitches we need," responded Doberman grabbing Rebecca and Wesley by their biceps. 

"Do they look like us?" asked Wesley coyly. 

"Hmm, I like you.  I like the attitude.  Alright, I'll knock $200 an hour for dancing at the party off your bill.  You keep any tips.  If you can earn $15,000, you can get ten AKs," offered Big Man. 

"Do you mean $200 each or total?" asked Rebecca. 

"I meant her, but I'll take all of you.  We'll say $800 an hour," bargained Big Man. 

"Make it M4s or AR-15s, throw in the ammo, and you've got a deal," chimed in Wesley. 

"Doberman, show them where they can get changed," commanded Big Man.   

The girls followed their escort to a dingy dressing room at the back of the clubhouse that was being used to store beer and crystal meth.  There was lingerie thrown all over the room, most of it too big for them. 

"What?  Are you getting a taste for dick now, Wesley?" barked Rebecca as soon as Doberman left. 

"Yeah, you're going to be sucking a ton of cock tonight, you know," added Gabriela. 

"What else was I supposed to do?" asked Wesley, "We need those guns and after having to suck those guys off just to get us in, I sure wasn't going to leave without a chance to buy the weapons we came for." 

"That's actually brave," said Kelly.  "I guess if you can do it, I can too." 

"Well that's great, but none of us even know how to pole dance!" Rebecca protested. 

"You know that four hours of dancing is only going to make us $3200," Gabriela calculated, "with the five we already have, that means we're still almost $7,000 short," she complained. 

"We’ll get tips," responded Wesley. 

"I'm not putting myself on display like this and coming up short!" Rebecca insisted. "Anything we don't make on tips, Wesley is going to have to make up back here," 

Wesley nodded his head, resigned to his fate.  It didn't surprise him, but he had hoped the girls would at least split the load, so to speak.  He tried to psyche himself up, figuring that the more tips he got, the less semen he'd have to swallow. 

Looking at the lingerie and slutty outfits scattered around the room, the girls declared them too disgusting and unhygienic to wear.  Instead, they spent their time cleaning up the backroom so that it'd be more appealing to any guys that Wesley brought back there.   

When it was time, the girls were helped up to a long and narrow counter that was serving as their stage.  There were four poles that ran from the top of the stage to the ceiling.  People starting hooting and hollering as soon as the girls climbed up.  They smiled and teased trying to tantalize the crowd.  Wesley blew a kiss at one guy who laughed at the clumsy come on, but when Wesley responded with a sexy pout, he could see the guy's eyes light up. 

The song Girls, Girls, Girls blasted over the bar's speakers, as the cavorting girls mesmerized the crowd.  Wesley put his back to the pole and gyrated as sexily as he could, shimmying down to his knees and licking his lips.  The bikers were less than three feet from the dancers as Wesley waved at a beefy biker in the front row, urging him to come over.  When the biker approached, Wesley kissed him and playfully shoved him back.  The biker looked to the crowd and then approached again, this time grabbing Wesley’s head, kissing the seductively feminized businessman, forcing his tongue deeply into Wesley's mouth, stunning him. The biker grinned and slipped $50 into the surprised male dancer’s short shorts. 

Wesley's tip aroused Rebecca's competitive nature.  She began to rub her ample breasts drawing whistles and catcalls from the bikers.  Once the young beauty had their attention, getting them to hand her ten and twenty-dollar bills was no challenge at all..  She looked over with smug satisfaction at Wesley, only to find him hanging on to a pole and wiggling his ass for a handful of admiring One-Percenters. 

The first hour was incredible.  Kelly's remarkable flexibility made her a natural pole dancer.  She dazzled the crowd with her serpentine moves as she began to get the hang of it.  The four girls were much hotter than the usual dancers, and the guys were very appreciative and generous.  When the girls took a break, they counted their tips.  Over the course sixty minutes, they had made $880.   

"That's amazing!" exclaimed Kelly. 

"You did some pretty amazing stuff with that pole," congratulated Wesley. 

"It is good," agreed Gabriela, "but it still will leave us about $3,300 dollars short— even if we can keep this pace up." 

"Lap dances," muttered Rebecca. 

"What did you say?" asked Kelly. 

"Look, Kelly and I will continue dancing on the stage for the next hour.  Wesley and Gabriela can work the crowd and give lap dances. Charge at least $30 for a lap dance.  If you can get it, ask for $50.  Also, work the crowd and let them know that Wesley is available to do his thing in the backroom," instructed Rebecca. 

"Can't we just make the money dancing?" Wesley whined. 

"I wish we could, but what's a couple more cocks anyway, Wesley," replied Rebecca with determination. 

"Seriously, Wesley, we'll never make the money we need without your mouth," Gabriela nodded in resignation. 

"I don't know how to do a lap dance," quivered Wesley. 

"I'll show him," smiled Kelly still on an adrenaline rush from the pole. 

For the next ten minutes, Kelly taught Wesley how to do a lap dance, first on her and then on Gabriela so that Kelly could make sure he was doing it right.  Wesley would never make it as an exotic dancer, but for a party like this, "she" wasn't half bad. 

The girls exited the back and pushed their way through the massive crowd of bikers, prospects, and friends.  Wesley fought back his revulsion, understanding that the best way to stay off of his knees was to get on these bikers' laps.  He helped Rebecca and Kelly get up on the stage and then made his way into the crowd. 

"Hey Mama!" called a voice from over his right shoulder. 

Wesley turned to see four bikers at a small table.  Judging by the amount of empty beer bottles, they'd been there for a while.  A skinny redhead with both arms full of tattoos was trying to get his attention.  Wesley steeled himself, took a deep breath, and strutted over. 

"Hiya fellas.  I'm Fiona," smiled Wesley in his most feminine voice. "What can I do for you?" 

"Do you do lap dances?  My friend here's old lady just up and left him. I think he needs a sexy piece of ass to cheer him up.  You interested?" asked the redhead. 

"Oh, I do lap dances like you wouldn't believe," cooed Wesley sitting on the redhead's lap and putting his arm around his shoulder. 

"Oh, this is going to be so worth it," nodded the redhead as he pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and handed it to Wesley. 

"Oh honey, I need at least thirty, but if you give me fifty, I'll make it something your friend will never forget," cooed Wesley. 

"That's a lot of money," complained the redhead. 

"Oh, I am so worth it," purred Wesley. 

Reluctantly, he gave Wesley $50, and the sissy slut approached the indicated friend. Sitting on his lap facing away from him, Wesley began to gyrate the way Kelly had taught him.  As he felt the man grow hard underneath his ass, Wesley's face flushed with embarrassment and he felt his pulse racing.  He turned around and kissed the man's mouth deeply.  Wesley’s sensual grinding left the biker moaning and gasping as the dance ended. The biker looked down at his erection and smiled sheepishly. 

"Let me know if you want me to finish that off for you, sugar.  Your ex-wife doesn't know what she's passing up," Wesley flirted. 

"What would that cost?" asked the redhead. 

"Normally, it's $200, but since you bought a lap dance and since I like your friend, I'd do it for $150," smiled Wesley while barely keeping his nerves under control. 

"That's $50 a piece guys!  Let's get Badger a blow job!" the redhead urged and his friends reluctantly ponied up.   

Wesley took Badger by the hand and led him to the back room.  He sat him on the faux leather couch, unbuckled his belt, and unzipped his fly seductively.  Wesley knew that he had taken him right to the edge, so at least he wouldn't have to have the biker's dick in his mouth for long. Even so, he knew that one way or another; he was going to have to swallow yet another load. 

"It's so big," cooed Wesley.   

"It's only average, but thanks," replied Badger earnestly. 

Wesley sucked and licked eagerly, trying to end this ordeal as quickly as he could.  He found that Badger really liked having the tip sucked.  Nothing else Wesley did drew as big a reaction.  Wesley estimated that Badger was only about a decade older than him, but he had weary eyes that showed the scars of hard living.   He came in Wesley's mouth and the businessman-turned-whore swallowed it all, licking his lips for show.  This was becoming almost a habit, but he hoped that he'd never get used to it. 

"Are you going to be alright?" he asked Badger in genuine sympathy. 

"Yeah, I'm not happy she left me right now, but I'm glad she's out of my life." 

"What did you guys fight about?" 

"Not a thing." 

"Really?  Did she leave you for another guy?"  Wesley regretted the question as soon as he asked.  "I'm sorry if I'm getting too personal." 

"There was no other guy," Badger sighed, "we just fell out of love about ten years ago and stayed together keeping each other miserable." 

"But no fighting?" Wesley asked. 

"Heck no, we didn't care about each other enough to fight.  I would have killed for a girl who gave me a bit of Hell every now and then, but my wife didn't care enough." Badger shook his head. 

"I think I get what you're saying," 

"Trust me, if you find a guy who can make you feel something, even if it's not a pleasant feeling, that's the guy you want to be with," the biker advised. 

"Thanks for the advice," smiled Wesley zipped his client back up and fastening his belt before fixing up his own lipstick.  They walked back towards the party only to be intercepted by Gabriela who was taking a longhaired blonde biker towards the back room.  He reminded Wesley of a Viking. 

"This is my friend I was telling you about," cooed Gabriela, "the one with the talented tongue." 

"Come on back with me, Thor," instructed Wesley. 

*** 

As the car pulled up to the farmhouse, Lizette was the first see it.  Even though it was still a few hours until dawn, nobody could sleep until the girls were back safely.  Lizette staggered towards the car, followed by Marisol and Xochitl who raced out to greet their sisters. 

"We got the guns!" called out Wesley. 

"Good going.  This gives us a chance to survive at least," replied Xochitl. 

"Wesley was amazing," Kelly gushed, "he did like 20 lap dances and a half-dozen blow jobs!" 

"Looks like we found his talent," smirked Marisol. 

"He was alright," nodded Rebecca. "He did what he had to.  Without him, we never would have made it," she confirmed. 

Laura and Julia came outside to see what the commotion was all about.  They were overjoyed to see Rebecca opening the trunk and revealing the guns that they had acquired. 

"I've never been a big fan of guns," Laura frowned, "but we need protection.  At 8:00 tomorrow, we need to do some target practice and learn how to use these things," she instructed, "get some sleep in, especially those of you who were with the bikers." 

Wesley was exhausted from his humiliating night.  He trudged behind Julia and Laura back towards his motel room, when he heard a voice behind him. 

"Hey cocksucker!  Where do you think you're going?" asked Marisol. 

"Look, I had a really long night.  I'm going to take Laura's advice and get some sleep," replied Wesley turning wearily. 

"Not for you.  We've got to get these guns moved to the barn and hidden out of sight just in case." 

"That can wait 'til morning." 

"You just try going through that door, bitch and I'll pull you out by your balls," threatened Marisol.  Wesley debated finally standing up to her, but he just didn't have the energy. 

"Fine," acquiesced Wesley, "let's get this done." 

"What, there's more cocks that need sucking somewhere?" taunted Marisol. 

Wesley worked in silence hauling the guns into the barn, but Marisol continued to make little digs at Wesley.  The final straw was when Wesley bent down and Marisol teased him, "Oh shake that ass, mami.  No wonder all the guys want you to suck them." 

"Fine," barked Wesley turning around to face his tormentress, "since I got here, I've done everything you've asked of me, and then some.  I'm done putting up with your crap!" 

"What are you going to do about it, cocksucker?" smirked Marisol. 

Wesley charged Marisol with all the pent up rage of six months.  With his breaking point clearly reached, he didn't care about the consequences.   Marisol braced herself for Wesley's awkward rush in the towering heels of his boots.  As he got close enough to smell her perfume, she sidestepped and pushed down on Wesley's shoulders, using his momentum to send him sprawling onto the floor of the barn. He landed with a thud, momentarily stunned.  Still trying to clear his head Wesley struggled to his hands and knees. 

"Aw did the clumsy little girl fall down and hurt herself?" taunted Marisol, pushing Wesley back onto his belly with her foot.  Wesley's face turned red with rage as Marisol pressed her foot down on his back.  

"You bitch!" grunted Wesley as he wiggled and tried futilely to get out from under her foot. 

"I think I'm going to tie you to the back of the truck and then drive you all around the farm," chuckled Marisol as she spied several coils of rope hanging on the wall. 

Wesley, fueled by fury, rolled to his side and grabbed Marisol's foot taking her by surprise. He upended her, sending her falling on her back.  Sensing that this was the moment, Wesley got to his feet and rushed at the girl, hoping to pin her down and make her regret everything she had done to him. As soon as he got close, however, Marisol’s legs sprang up and encircled his waist.  As she began to squeeze her muscular thighs around his soft midsection, Wesley began to feel the wind leaving him. Marisol’s grip was tight as a vice and threatened to break a rib. Growing light-headed, Wesley desperately began to punch Marisol's thighs, but she reached up and grabbed his wrists. 

Unable to fight his way out of Marisol's scissor hold, Wesley grew weaker and weaker.  Dark spots in front of his eyes replaced most of his vision, and he knew he was about to go under with the sound of Marisol's laughter taunting him.   

Maybe it was that he was in the state being consciousness and oblivion, but with the last ounce of strength, Wesley leaned forward enough that he was able to kiss Marisol.  This had the surprising effect of stunning the young woman.   

"Pendejo!" she cried as she slapped him hard against his right cheek. "What the hell is wrong with you?" 

"I don't know," he stammered. She was so stunned that she momentarily released the pressure on his stomach.  Wesley gasped for air, embarrassed at what he had done. 

"You don't even fucking know how to kiss me," she barked grabbing Wesley's cheeks and kissing him deeply.  "That is how you kiss." 

Wesley dove on top of her.  He knew that if she wanted, she would have no trouble removing him, but astonishingly, she was actually removing his lace crop top.  They attacked each other's clothes with the same ferocity they had attacked each other.  The two lovers embraced in only their lingerie.  Wesley had never felt this way with Julia. Sex with her felt like wifely duties and not anything enjoyable for her.   

As Marisol rolled on top of Wesley, he looked up at the Mexican Amazon who had both captured him and released an unknown fire.  He wanted her now.  Right now!  Sacrificing his career, his marriage, and even his masculinity seemed worth it.  Even in his hooker boots and a face full of makeup, he never felt more like a man than he did right now. 

Then they heard tires on the dirt road leading up to the farmhouse and breaking up their unexpected embrace.  Three cars pulling up in a pitch-black night away from city lights without any headlights on was beyond suspicious.   Marisol crept up to the door and saw 8 men wearing the light blue and black colors of the Insane Royals, brandishing high-powered assault weapons, including a machine gun.   

"They're here," whispered Marisol, but Wesley was already making his way to their own weapons.  They each grabbed a rife and Marisol pointed out the safety to Wesley.  They had been given some very cursory operating instructions by the bikers who assumed a bunch of cute girls wouldn't understand it anyway. 

Marisol returned to the door just in time for the Royals to start shooting up the barn.  Wesley and Marisol opened fire, surprising the Royals from behind, and downing three of them before they could get cover.   The three handguns inside the farmhouse were returning fire and another one went down.  Wesley shot a Royal who had trained his assault rifle on the barn and gasped as he realized it was Sotero. 

Something cold and hard pressed into Wesley's throat.  He could feel a small trickle of blood.  He gasped believing that his life was now over.  Wesley heard a very familiar voice bark, "Drop the rifle, bitch!" 

"Natalia?" asked Wesley dropping the rifle.  Marisol looked over angrily. 

"Drop your rifle too, skank or I'll kill him right here," commanded Natalia. 

"I don't need a knife to kill your sorry ass," answered Marisol coldly as she tossed aside the rifle. 

Natalia kicked Wesley between his legs with all her might and pushed him aside to concentrate on Marisol.  It'd be a while before Wesley could act and he wasn't nearly as dangerous as Marisol anyway.  Marisol knew that Natalia was skilled with her knife and tried to keep a bit of distance, but patience was never her strong point.  When she thought she saw an opening she came at Natalia who stepped back and slashed her across her stomach.  Natalia went on the offensive and slashed Marisol across the right shoulder, drawing more blood. 

Marisol was in trouble.  Wesley could see it from his position recovering in the corner.  He threw a small rock that struck Natalia in the side of the head.  It didn't really hurt her much, but it reminded her that there was another potential enemy in the room.  She did a spinning kick and connected hard with Wesley's jaw.  The force of the blow spun his body around and he landed on his face stunned.  Seeing a chance in the momentary distraction, Marisol surprised Natalia by kicking the knife out of her hand.  Marisol charged Natalia and pushed her against the wall of the barn.  The shooting outside had stopped, but the fight inside was all that mattered right now.  Natalia punched Marisol hard in the stomach knocking the wind out of her and freeing herself from the wall.  When Natalia advanced, Marisol grabbed her by the shoulders and kneed her right in the face bloodying both her lip and her nose. 

Staggered, Natalia grabbed Marisol and took her down to the ground.  The girls wrestled around, but in close quarters like this, Natalia's skill was less valuable than Marisol's raw power and athleticism. Marisol finally got on top where she was able to punch Natalia in the face until she was no longer fighting back. 

Staggering to his feet, Wesley breathed a deep sigh of relief, "Why do the sexy ones have to be so evil." 

"Toss me the rope, Wesley," instructed Marisol. "Let's see what this bitch knows about Rico." 

Wesley stared at Marisol in amazement and admiration before grabbing the rope from wall.  He decided he was definitely falling for Marisol in spite of himself, but he wasn't going to let them hurt Natalia.  Maybe he just liked women who abused him.  It was definitely something to look into. 

Moments later, Wesley and Marisol emerged from the barn pushing a bound Natalia in front of them.  They found the surviving members of the Royals raiding party being covered by the Banshees.  It had indeed been Sotero that Wesley had shot and he lay on the ground dead now with three other Royals.  Mercifully, despite a flesh wound to Laura's shoulder, none of the Banshees had been hurt. 

"Thank God you ambushed them from the barn," cheered Rebecca. "We could have been killed." 

"Yeah, but you're bleeding," noticed Xochitl. 

"It's okay.  I just need to bandage up," replied Marisol. 

"It's weird that the knife cut your stomach and your shoulder, but didn't cut your shirt," smirked Laura having a pretty good idea what they were doing in the barn. 

*** 

The raid on the Royals could not have gone better.  Wesley had finally persuaded Natalia that it was in her best interest to talk and avoid any sort of torture.  They left the captured Royals tied up at the farmhouse and raced back to Chicago.  Natalia informed Rico that she had captured Wesley and was bringing him back so that Rico could kill him.  A meeting was set up, and Rico and his lieutenants walked into a trap.  They were quickly restrained and taken to Gabriela's salon where they were tied into the salon chairs for their transformation. 

This part of the plan had been Wesley's contribution and even Laura had to admit it was a great way to get the Royals to leave them alone.  Wesley even got to be in charge of painting their nails, though Gabriela insisted that Rico deserved her finest nail art in Banshee colors with I "heart" Banshees spelled out a letter on each finger in rhinestones.  His mini-dress was a size 18 and even with his body hair removed and Gabriela's talents, he made a horrible looking woman.  His four top lieutenants weren't beauties either, but when their transformations were complete, they were taken to the garage where Wesley had sucked off the Mexican biker gang.   

"No way in Hell," declared Rico as Laura told him what they expected him to do. 

"Maybe you'd understand me pendejo," Snarled Laura, "but we can't let you go so either you do this or we've no choice, but to kill you." 

"I say we kill them anyway.  Let's make it painful," growled Marisol. 

"So what's it going to be ladies?" asked Xochitl. 

The men looked at either reluctantly, but ultimately they knew that Laura was right.  In the gang world, men like Rico don't lead because of good ideas, but because of fear and intimidation.  The video that Laura was now making would assure that nobody who saw the video would ever be intimidated by Rico or his lieutenants again.  Rico and one of his men got on their knees while two of his other men lifted up their skirts and the last guy lined himself up behind the man in front of Rico.   

"Action," called Laura as Rebecca and Kelly zoomed in for close ups. 




EPILOGUE 

It would have been easy for Julia to be angry when Wesley told her of the divorce.  She wasn't the one who had changed so much since the marriage.  She was shocked though that Wesley was leaving her for Marisol who had been so abusive to him.   Wesley explained to her that it was obvious to him that she had moved on and he deserved a chance to do the same.  She couldn't deny him this, but she didn't understand why Marisol. 

"She makes me feel," Wesley replied. 

"She makes you feel what?" asked Julia puzzled. 

"She just makes me feel," Wesley smiled. 

Finally out of the gang life, Laura was able to guide her company to tremendous success.  She gave Marisol the biggest break of her life when she hired her for an entry-level position.  Her company was always good for hiring Banshees once they were ready to leave the thug life behind.  If they didn't want to come work for her, they could always get a scholarship to college or a loan to start a business as well.   

Laura had a way of impressing clients by always doing more than they asked for.  This was a trait shared with her vice-president.  People were very surprised that in an industry not known for hiring many women, that the company had a woman for president in Laura and a vice-president in Fiona.  Fiona had some remarkable talents though that had made her the first and only male member of the Archer Point Banshees and a hell of a lap dancer. 

EL FIN 




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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