
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

 Reluctant Press

Don Becomes A Temp

B C

 ILLUSTRATIONS BY CHAS

AN ‘ADULT TV’ NOVEL

 Copyright © 2003, Friendly Applications, Inc. - All Rights Reserved

 Reluctant Press TG Publishers

This story is a work of fiction. Any similarity to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. All situations and events herein presented are fictional, and intended only for the enjoyment of the reader. Neither the author nor the publisher advocate engaging in or attempting to imitate any of the activities or behaviors portrayed. 

Persons seeking gender reassignment surgery, hormone therapy or any other medical and/or body-altering process should seek the counsel of a qualified therapist who follows the Benjamin Standards of Care for Gender Identity Disorder. 

 Protect Professional Fiction on the Internet! 

We need  your  help! We want to keep providing our readers with low cost, professional quality fiction on the Internet. We spend thousands of dollars to edit, illustrate and typeset  each story.  It is important, therefore, that everyone works to help keep professional fiction alive on the Net. 

This story is protected by US and International copyright law, and is owned exclusively by Friendly Applications, Inc, DBA Reluctant Press, which retains exclusive rights to publish these materials. The civil penalties for copyright infringement can be severe, including substantial mone-tary damages, injunctive relief, and liability for attorneys' fees incurred in prosecuting a case. If a court determines that the infringement was com-mitted willfully, statutory damages of up to $100,000 for each copyright infringed can be awarded. Even if not found to be acting willfully, a defendant can still be held liable for statutory damages of $500 to $20,000

for each copyright infringed. These penalties apply even if money was not charged. In addition, criminal penalties may be imposed if someone willfully infringes a copyrighted work for commercial advantage or private financial gain. This crime is punishable by up to five years imprisonment, up to $250,000 in fines, or both. State civil damages and criminal penalties vary from state to state and country to country, but are always severe. 

The best way to keep professional illustrated fiction available on the Internet is to do YOUR part to protect the author's and publisher's copyright.  You can be part of the solution.  Encourage others to purchase our stories. Never share the access rights you've purchased.  You  make the continued availability of TG fiction on the Internet possible. Thank you for your cooperation! 

Copyright by Friendly Applications, Inc. 

All Rights Reserved

Don Becomes a Temp

By B C

Don Samuels drove to the huge corporate offices of Carson & Goodall to start the second month on his new job. Don was fresh out of business school and full of hope and energy. He considered himself the luckiest guy in the world. He’d almost flown through business school, getting his two-year associates degree and landing a great job with one of the biggest, most well-known companies in his state. Carson & Goodall was a world within itself. It had a large legal department and a separate accounting and financial division. They had a unit which built, serviced and designed web sites and did Internet marketing. They had a large in-surance division and also one of the largest job placement companies in the state. 

They also had a new temp service, offering both male and female secretaries, receptionists and clerical temps to many area businesses throughout their regional locations covering four states! 

He loved his job. He was training in the temp service area to start with; his goal was to get into one of the company’s many management training programs. His initial training would last six months in this department. Then, depending on his personal performance reviews, he could apply to transfer to another department or classification. He’d been told the sky was the limit at C & G. You could advance just as far and high with this company as your dreams and efforts could take you! 

The advancement opportunities were limitless. 

He also really loved the fact he was one of only six male trainees in a new division of 60 people, and that most of the women in this department were gorgeous, young ladies who would probably have no trouble getting modeling jobs, if they so desired. 

Don himself was a very good-looking young man. He’d learned grooming and hygiene as a youth, his Mother saw to that. He had very good taste in clothes and Page - 3
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always looked as though he just stepped off the cover of G.Q. Don’s size had always been a disappointment to his Father, though. At 5’5” and 106 lb.., Don always tried hard to stay physically fit. No matter how hard he tried, it just seemed he couldn’t grow taller, add muscle, bulk up, or even gain a pound. His small bones and soft features were part of the reason he developed unto a somewhat timid young man. 

He loved that his desk sat right in the middle of approximately fifty beautiful young women all about his own age. Most of them, like himself, were single. 

He walked to his desk and put his briefcase under his desk. He hung up his suit jacket and switched on his computer. He’d just started working on the assignment he’d began the day before when, out of the corner of his eye he caught sight of THE MOST beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on in his whole life. She had the face of an Angel and probably the best body he’d ever seen. Her auburn hair shined in the lights of the office. It hung in soft curls over her ears and cascaded onto slight shoulders. Her eyes were like soft green pools of sparkling water and were framed by the dark eyeliner on both top and bottom eyelids and covered above by thin, highly arched eyebrows. A dab of blusher gave her cheeks a high, narrow look. Then finally there were those lips. Oh those lips! So full and smooth and moist-looking. Don realized he was staring openmouthed, with saliva forming in the corners of his mouth! Then his eyes met hers. Don turned beet red. He quickly looked away and tried to refocus on his work. The woman smiled. She thought he was cute but she returned to her work as well. Several times throughout the rest of the day, Don couldn’t resist the urge to steal a look, whenever he was sure that she was preoccupied. He thought of little else the remainder to the day. 

C & G had their own very large cafeteria. Most of the employees ate in or picked up their lunch and took it out onto the beautiful court yards and garden area. 

Don almost always went outside to eat. He could be alone and read a book, girl watch or whatever he liked. He got his lunch, put everything on the tray and started for the courtyard. He turned the corner just outside the door and ran smack into someone coming the other way. Trays and food went everywhere. Sitting on his butt, Don looked up to the eyes of the woman he’d been admiring for the past several hours. 

“Oh my goodness, I’m so sorry. How clumsy of me. Are you OK?” the beautiful lady asked him. 

“Ah yes...I think so. Sure, I’m fine. I’m sorry, it’s my fault, I wasn’t looking where I was going,” Don said to her, embarrassed that she’d knocked him down so easily. 

She stooped down as gracefully as a lady in a short, tight miniskirt could and began to pick up the soiled items and place them on the tray. Don immediately noticed her beautiful bright red, perfectly-manicured fingernails. She wore no wedding band or engagement ring. His heart warmed with hope. 
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Don got to his feet, then bent to help clean up the mess. “Are you sure you’re all right? I think I’ve ruined your trousers,” she said and she took a napkin and wiped up some catsup from the inside seam of his leg. Don shivered at her touch, and felt excitement rush through his groin like an electric shock. He blushed, hoping she didn’t see or notice his reaction to her touch. 

“Really, I’m fine. Just a little embarrassed about my clumsiness, but I’ll be fine,” Don said. 

“My name is Angie. Angie Dunn. I’m new here. I just started last week. I believe we’re in the same division,” she said like she really wasn’t sure. 

“Hi Angie Dunn. I’m Don Samuels and yes, I saw you this morning. You sit just a couple of desks over from mine. It’s very nice to meet you, only I’d have really preferred to make a better first impression.” Don smiled meekly. 

Don stood up, offered his hand to pull Angie up and she accepted. When they were standing up again, Angie appeared to be at least a couple of inches taller than Don. 

After this very strange meeting, Don and Angie became friends over the coming weeks. 

Angie actually liked the shy, timid, unassuming Don. Don in turn liked Angie’s outgoing and assertive personality. This meant he didn’t have to always be the one to keep the conversation going. Angie was funny, intelligent, and oh so beautiful. Don couldn’t believe she even gave him the time of day. But she did and the friendship continued to grow. They became more comfortable with each other as time went on. They always took breaks together, walked outdoors, and they always enjoyed lunch together. It seemed they enjoyed a lot of the same things. Don seemed to know and enjoy both music and movies. Angie was impressed with his knowledge of many of the softer, more gentle things in life, that she herself enjoyed, like flowers, walks on the beach, a good book to read, cooking and good wine, and evenings at home watching a good movie, bundled up on the couch. By the same token, Don couldn’t believe this beautiful, soft feminine woman knew so much about football and hockey and other things that men were supposed to love and know about. 

They restricted their friendship to the office for several weeks. Then one day, with his knees knocking and almost in a sweat, Don got up the nerve to ask Angie out on a date. 

Angie was very kind, but she let him down gently. She told him maybe it would be better for now for them to be just friends. She didn’t know if the company had a policy about employees dating. 

Don was hurt, but, accepted her answer for the time being. In the weeks to come he asked again and again. He even asked a supervisor if the company did have a no-dating policy. He was overjoyed to find that they did not have such a policy and he couldn’t wait to tell Angie. “Come on Angie, please let me take you to dinner. Just go as my friend if you’d like it that way better. In case you didn’t al-Page - 5
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ready know, I don’t exactly have an overabundance of friends. Let me see…Yep, I believe your it!” he grinned. 

“Why that’s just ridiculous, Donnie, You’re a really great guy with a good sense of humor. You’re sweet and sensitive and a great conversationalist. Any girl would be happy to have you. You just need a little self confidence!” Angie told him. 

“Yeah, I see all the women here lining up, taking numbers wanting to go out with me,” he laughed. 

“That’s because you haven’t asked anyone out. I’ll bet most of the ladies in here would date you IF you asked them!” Angie told him. 

“Well that’s just it, Angie. I don’t want to date them. I want to go out with  you. 

You are my friend and I enjoy your company and friendship. So how about it? 

Dinner Friday night?” he asked. 

“Don’t you ever give up? Gosh Donnie, I’ll bet this is all just an act. You’ve probably already dated everyone in the whole company. Because if you would be this persistent with others, your date calendar would be very full,” she teased. 

“You know that’s not true. You’re just understanding and special. I’m comfortable with you. No one else even knows I’m working here! You wouldn’t either, probably, if I hadn’t run into you that day at lunch, spilling your food all over me! 

You just took pity and felt sorry for me. So what do you say? Just Dinner?” he asked again. “OK,” she said. 

“Oh come on, Angie, I’ll take you to a nice place and get you home before anyone sees you with... Wait, did you just say OK?” He grinned. 

“Yes, I said OK. You can pick me up here,” she said, handing him a piece of paper. She’d just written her address and phone number on it while he was ram-bling on. 

He couldn’t believe his ears. “Great! Thank you, I just know we’ll have fun. 

What time and do you have any preferences as to where we should go?” he asked. 

“I think I’m going to leave everything up to you. You were brave enough to ask and were so very persistent. How could a girl refuse? Now, let’s see you take the next step and take care of all of the planning of the evening,” she said, smiling. 

Don couldn’t wait for the week to end. It seemed like Friday would never get here. He’d called and made reservations at a great steak house, famous all over this part of the country for their mouthwatering steaks and seafood. He hurried home, stopping only for a hair appointment. He got it washed and trimmed a little. He liked wearing it a little long. He brushed his light sandy blonde hair straight back. It covered his ears and almost touched his collar all around. He wore a new shirt and tie and his best suit. He showered and shaved and put on his best cologne. 

Finally he walked up to the door of the address she’d given him. He rang the bell, and moments later the door opened. 

The sight of Angie almost took his breath away. He was speechless. She was unbelievably beautiful. Her face was a picture of heavenly beauty. Her short black Page - 6
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dress clung to her curves like it had been painted onto her. She wore low-heeled pumps which made her almost two inches taller. She wore black silk stockings which ran up to lace tops, held by the tabs of her garter. The hem of the black dress was above mid thigh, the waist was hourglass-looking and the V-neck barely contained her bosom, which showed ample cleavage. She wore dangle earrings and gold necklace. Her hair shined and every hair was perfectly in place. 

Her makeup looked natural, as though it was the actual color of her lips and eyes and cheeks and not something applied or added. The textures were smooth and rich and creamy. She was, in fact, PERFECTION! 

“Don, are you alright? I’m not sure if I should take your inability to speak or move as a compliment or something else?” Angie said, loving the fact she could have this effect on him. 

“Angie, I’m so sorry. You’re, you’re just sooo beautiful and every time I see you look even more incredibly beautiful than the time before. I’m the luckiest guy in the whole world to just be your friend, let alone go out to dinner with you,” Don said in complete awe. 

“Well, I thank you, kind sir, for all the praise, but, I think you’re overreacting just a little bit. But still a girl never gets tired of hearing those compliments. Are you just trying to get lucky tonight or something?” she laughed. 

Don blushed beet red. He started to say no, but stopped himself. He blushed more. 

They arrived at the restaurant and had a wonderful meal. Angie knew this was an expensive place and the poor dear probably spent half a week’s pay on dinner. 

They talked and enjoyed each other’s company as usual. Afterwards, Don took her to a live play. It turned out to be a very enjoyable evening, one Dan would cherish forever, he thought. 

As all good things must come to an end, so too did the wonderful evening and their first date. Don walked her to her door. Angie turned to him. “Thank you, Donnie. It was a prefect night and you were a perfect gentleman. I really had a good time. I’d like to do this again sometime!” 

“Thank you, Angie, for going out with me. I hope you mean it about going out again. This was the best night of my life. I’ll be counting the days until we can do something again!” Don said, grinning like a kid on Christmas morning. 

Angie bent down and kissed Don softly on the lips. She held the kiss for several seconds, then straightened up and said, “Thanks Donnie and goodnight. I’ll see you at work Monday.” She unlocked the door and went into the house. 

Don stood frozen to the spot. He could smell her perfume and taste her lipstick. He didn’t want the moment to end. He closed his eyes and could see her face again. Suddenly the door opened up. “Donnie. Are you all right, honey?” 

Angie asked. 

“Yes. Thanks. I’m just savoring this moment in time. Angie, that was my first kiss. I’ve never even kissed a girl before. That was so fantastic. You’ve just made me the happiest guy in the whole world. I hope you don’t think I’m a freak or Page - 7
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weird. It’s just I still can’t get over how good that made me feel,” Don said to her , blushing and batting his puppy dog eyes. 

Angie walked out, took him in her arms and claimed ownership of his soul, right there, by kissing him again. Long and soft, then a little harder. Then he felt something hot and wet on his lips. He realized her tongue was tracing his lips. 

Then it pushed its way into his mouth and sought out his tongue. He began to respond in kind. 

Finally she pulled away. “Good night, my little prince. Now go home.” She smiled and kissed him once more, only this time quickly on the lips. 

Don turned to walk to his car, with a huge wet spot on the leg of his pants. 

Angie waved and grinned. It was truly wonderful to have this kind of effect on the poor little man. 

Things continued in this same manner as the weeks passed. Don would often have flowers or candy sent to Angie at work. She’d tried to tell him he shouldn’t do that, everyone at work will know about us. But the more she told him, the more he sent to her. Don was head over heels in LOVE and wanted everyone to know it. He didn’t really believe she’d ever marry him, but he was sure going to take advantage of dating her for as long as she would have him. He couldn’t believe that Angie continued to date only him. She also tried to tell Don that she wasn’t ready for a permanent relationship. She admitted she had grown to care about him and liked being with him, but, she constantly told him, she didn’t want to make any commitments at this time in her life. 

Don couldn’t understand this. They were together almost all the time lately and she’d let him come over almost every day. She let him kiss her and she usually knew just how to get him to mess up his pants in a hurry, whenever she felt like it. It was uncanny the way she knew exactly where and how to touch him and tease him, drive him wild and get him over the top. Angie even let him fondle her firm breasts and kiss them. But she wouldn’t allow him to touch her most private area. Whenever he would try and rub her thighs and bring her pleasure, Angie would stop him and work on him until he was brought to a quick orgasm! Several times he’d tell her, “I live to please you, Angie. I want so much to bring you the pleasure and joy that you deserve. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to,” he said. 

“You do bring me pleasure in lots of ways, Donnie. I’m just not ready for that yet. I’m saving myself for my life partner. For that special person who’s willing to spend their entire life with me and commit to me, mind, body and soul!” she told him. 

“You know I’m willing to do that for you! There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you. 

Not one thing on the face of this Earth. You also know I’d never in a million years want to leave you. I know I’m not a Robert Redford, or a big super jock but I’d give my very life for you. Just to be a part of your life and live with you forever,” he said. 

“Be careful what you say. I just might take you up on that and get you to put that in writing, and then you’d be obligated for the rest of your life,” she grinned. 
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“Anytime! Just say the word and I’ll be yours forever and a day. That would be one contract I’d sign in a heart beat.” 

“I’m warning you, everything isn’t always as it seems, Lover Boy. You may not always feel that way if you got what you think you are wanting. Remember, forever is a really long time!” she warned him, again with that evil little smile. 

“Say the word and I’m yours, my Queen!” he replied, while bowing down before her. (”If you only knew, my little pet,” she thought, barely able to contain her smile.)

Angie and Don continued to date and continued to work together for the next four months. Then Angie got promoted to a supervisory position. They made her an offer to head up the Temp. Division. At the same time, Don, being in Love for the first time, was completely consumed with Love, romance, even the beginnings of lust. Angie had been giving him just enough to drive him wild and make him beg for more. She’d discovered very early on his subservient nature and her ability to control him very easily with her charms and body, without giving up the biggest prize of all, that which women the world over have always held over men. Don was giving his total attention to Angie and his work was not up to his usual standards. 

Mrs. Price, their CEO, told him on his annual review, “I’ve noticed a little lack of attention to detail lately, Donnie. You still do good work but I’m concerned that you’ve obviously been putting other things in your life ahead of your work. I’d say you need six more weeks in the Temp pool and then we’ll see how things look. Not everyone is meant to move into management or supervision, you know. You might even like temping for a while yourself. Maybe it will better suit your personality and needs,” she told him. 

Don was feeling dejected over his review. He was also hurt that Angie got to move forward and he’d not done his best at his job. He’d always prided himself on being at the top of his class and excelling in his work It was about this time that his world got turned completely up side down. The night of the reviews, they had a light dinner; he was moping around all evening. 

He’d just finished carrying the dishes out to the kitchen and cleaning up the mess, which, without even being aware of it, Angie had been slowly training him to do. She’d been getting him to do many of the little household chores and he never objected a bit. He just did what ever she asked, because he knew the sooner he finished, the sooner he’d be able to snuggle up to her and get his “reward”. 

“Are you OK, Donnie honey? You look like you’ve lost your best friend,” she said. 

“Oh, it’s nothing anyone can help with right now. It’s just, I’m disappointed about work. More to the point, I’m upset about my review, which took place today. 

Aren’t you disappointed with me? I know you got promoted and I also know you know that I did not. Mrs. Price sentenced me to a minimum of six more weeks in the pool. On top of that, she wants me to actually go out and temp for a while!” he moaned. 

“So what’s wrong with that, honey? What you’re here for is to learn and get experience in this field,” she said. 
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“Well, to start with, that’s usually a woman’s job!” Don said. “Now, that’s really chauvinistic of you, sweetie. I hope that’s not how you truly feel in your heart. Because if that is the way you feel, then why did you ever accept this job to begin with?” Angie asked him. 

“Well, I never really thought they’d make me do anything like this. I didn’t expect to even be assigned to the Kelly Girl Temp division,” he responded. 

“Then why didn’t you just ask for a transfer to another division, right from the start?” she asked. 

“Like I said, I never dreamed they would ask me to actually temp. I applied for the management trainee position and just naturally assumed I’d be in management. Plus, after the first day I laid eyes on you, I’d have done anything to stay near you,” he said. 

“That’s really sweet of you, but at the same time, I’m a little disappointed. It sounds like you think you are better than women and are above this type of work. 

Is this how you truly feel, Donnie honey?” she asked. 

The fact was, that was just exactly how he felt, but, instead he told her, “No no, of course not, Angie. Not at all. It’s just, I feel that I’ve let you down and now it’s even possible you might end up being my boss or supervisor. I might lose you because you’d think I wasn’t worthy or even that you’d be embarrassed dating an underling from your own division! The other supervisors might poke fun at you. 

You know, the chain of command. Angie, if I lose you, my life wouldn’t mean a thing. You’re what I live for. I’ve never loved anyone in my whole pathetic life, until you came into my life and gave meaning to my existence,” he told her with his head hung down, looking at the floor. 

“That’s so sweet, honey, Don’t you worry your sweet little head about that anymore. I’d be a pretty shallow person to dump you because you did or did not get promoted at your job! That’s not what our relationship was built on! Remember several months ago, I told you I was saving myself for the person who’d give themselves to me, mind, body, and soul? Well I’ve been thinking more and more lately that you are that person. Am I wrong about this, Donnie Honey?” she asked. 

“No, no, a million times no, Angie. I do love you with all my heart and soul, and I don’t even want to live without you in my life! It’s just that I thought you might…” 

Angie stopped him there by pressing her finger to his lips and saying, “Shhh. 

No more of that kind of talk, period. You just stop worrying and put your energy back into being the best you can be at work. No matter what position you’re fill-ing. If it’s a temp, then be the best temp. in the whole Company. That’s what will make me proud of you. I’ll never be ashamed of you if you’re doing your best, re-gardless of what job you’re doing,” she said, smiling at him. 

Just like a little kid with his mother, Don hugged Angie and said, “OK. Thank you. I do love you, Angie.” Angie could feel his body release the tension it had been building up. She also felt the tears of emotional relief rundown his cheeks and softly land on her bare shoulder. 
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She hugged him and kissed him passionately and said, “I think it’s time.” She took his hand and led him to her bedroom. 

Don’s heart was beating like a drum. The months of anticipation made him suddenly weak all over. On very shaky legs, he followed Angie to her bedroom. His mind was spinning with hopeful scenarios of what was about to happen. 

She dimmed the lights upon entering the room. She told Don to sit on the bed and take off his clothes while she “slipped into something more comfortable”. He felt so lightheaded he thought he’d pass out and miss what was most surely about to take place, right here, tonight, in Angie’s room. 

He shook as he watched Angie disappear into the adjoining bathroom. He nervously began fumbling with his buttons and clasps. He struggled with his belt, finally just pulling his trousers off, still belted, buttoned and zipped. Finally, he stood next to the bed in his boxer shorts and socks, trembling like a small child. 

He turned as he heard the bathroom door open! His eyes tried hard to adjust to the bright light behind Angie as she stepped through the door. Don swallowed hard. She was so beautiful! His nose picked up the fragrant smell of her favorite perfume. She was wearing a full-length, white silk gown. The light behind her fully silhouetted her shapely body. Her full breasts pressed against the material. Her tiny waist produced an hourglass figure. He could just barely make out her white thong panties. Her feet were perched upon the fluffy white mules, with four-inch heels. She looked like an Angel. 

She turned and shut the bathroom light off. Now only the soft faint glow of the night light gave off any light at all in the darkened room. Angie slowly made her way to the bed. “Are you ready for me, my lover boy?” she teased. Don could hardly speak, he was so excited. He trembled with anticipation. “Yes,” he finally squeaked out, just barely loud enough to be heard. 

Angie finally reached the bed and leaned over and kissed him on the lips softly. 

She pushed him back onto the bed on his back. She slid onto the bed and strad-dled his body. Then she sat up and pulled the ribbon that held the nightgown closed. It fell open and she reached down and guided his hands up to cup her sensitive breasts! He slowly began to massage them, using his fingers to brush slowly and lightly over the sensitive mounds. He tickled and teased. She bent down and kissed him passionately. They hugged and kissed until each of their hearts were racing wildly. Angie then moved herself down to his feet and pulled his shorts down. He had the largest erection of his entire life. Angie leaned forward and Don nearly fainted when first she kissed the head of his penis, then slowly licked the head all over to get it wet. Then she took it into her mouth. He’d never even dreamed anything could feel so wonderful. 

This being his first time, it only took a very short time. He tensed and exploded before he could figure out what he was supposed to do. Angie didn’t move. He filled her mouth with shot after shot of his creamy man seed. Don’s orgasm had him on the brink of passing out. Angie continued to lick and suck on his now oversensitive cock. 
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Don really was just barely aware when Angie crawled back up and pressed her lips to his. He kissed her back with gratitude and passion. Her tongue entered his mouth and he eagerly opened up and sought out her tongue with his own. Suddenly, she released a mouth full of his own seed, right into his open mouth. 

At first he didn’t know what to think or do, or even what had just happened. As his mind finally figured out what it was, he moaned and tried to move his head to spit it out. Angie pressed her lips tighter to his and held him from moving. He finally had to swallow to get some air into his lungs. Still, she held the kiss until he swallowed again and again. 

Don wasn’t sure why she did this, but he realized he wasn’t harmed by this forced feeding of his own cum. It left a rather salty taste in his mouth but it wasn’t really as bad as he thought it might be. “Good Boy!” he heard Angie saying. 

“Now it’s your turn to make me happy the same way, baby!” she purred. 

This is what he’d been praying for, for months now. They were finally going to go all the way, and he was going to be allowed to make love to her whole body. He started to move down to her long-neglected pussy, when she stopped him, saying, 

“Whoa now, baby.” She whispered, “Please honey, don’t rush it. I’ve tried to show you over the past months what a woman likes and needs from her lover. Take your time, be tender and gentle. Come up here, kiss my ears and neck, then my lips. Tease my breasts, kiss and lightly lick and suck my nipples. Make me feel like I’m the only woman in the whole world. Then kiss down my tummy and work down to my ankles. Kiss and lick my knees and thighs and work up to my Mommy parts.  That’s  the way you make a woman feel special,” Angie told him. 

Don couldn’t speak but he did just as she’d told him, to the letter. He slowed down, leaned forward and kissed and licked her ears, neck and throat. He softly kissed her lips and traced their full contour with the tip of his tongue. He kissed her neck again, then her shoulders. He moved downward ever so slowly and kissed and licked the firm sides of one breast, then the other. He circled the hard, erect nipples with his tongue, wetting them good and then nibbling lightly on each one. He’d learned over the past months that Angie seemed to really like this. He kept this up for several minutes as if worshipping her beautiful full-figured body. 

Then slowly, he moved down her stomach, licking and kissing her belly button. 

Then, doing as he’d been taught, he moved to her feet. He put her pretty painted red toes in his mouth and sucked on each of them, running his tongue between them. He kissed her ankles and the tops of her feet. “That’s so good, sweetie. You really do learn quickly. This is exactly the kind of dedication and loving commitment I want from my Man,” she whispered. Then she lifted her bottom up and slid her panties down. 

Don continued his journey to bliss. He licked her calves, then the knees. 

Slowly and deliberately he licked the soft insides of her right thigh and then the left. Higher and higher he traveled upwards, kissing , licking, tickling lightly with his finger tips. He moved higher and higher towards his treasure and reward. It was so dark in the room, he couldn’t see his own hand, right in front of his face. 

Just as he finally reached the goal he’d sought for so long now, he moistened his Page - 12
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tongue and began to draw it towards the opening of her soft mound, but something bumped into his nose. He thought, “How weird. She has her strap-on penis on? She must want me to pretend I’m the girl? But, that’s strange, as it really feels lifelike.” He’d play along though; she’d just given him the biggest thrill of his young life. He licked some more, then put his mouth around it and sucked, moving his mouth up and down, on and off, the penis. Suddenly, it began to grow harder and stiffer and larger. “Don’t stop baby, keep doing just as you are. That’s so good,” Angie said. 

Really confused now, he lowered his head again. This time, the object he put into his warm wet mouth stretched his lips and cheeks to capacity. He put both hands around her hips to prevent her from pushing it in so far. “That’s strange,” 

he thought, “I don’t feel any straps to hold the penis on.” He moved his right hand back around in front and felt right below his own chin. There he found two balls hanging in a now very tight sack. It didn’t take any time to realize these were not strap-on, but, were firmly attached and very real and permanent. He was almost panic-stricken. “Confused” didn’t began to cover it. This was impossible! He sat up and reached for the light on the night stand. The bright light momentarily blinded him. 

As his eyes focused, his mind went numb. There before him lay the woman of his dreams and desires. The woman he thought he knew inside and out. That An-gelic face! With soft, deep green eyes, that cute button nose, those wonderful full red lips. She had a body to die for. Her perfect hourglass figure and full breasts mounted on shapely buns and legs. Now this…this unbelievable, and until now undetectable flaw. Angie had a big cock and a set of balls! 

“Well Donnie sweetie, are you going to finish returning the favor?” she asked. 

“Honey, you look like the cat has your tongue! You do still love me, don’t you? Remember months ago, darling, when you did everything humanly possible to pur-sue me? How many times I tried to slow you down and put you off, about dating me? It only made you try harder. Then, even after we started dating, I specifically remember warning you, to be very cautious, and warned that things aren’t always as they seemed!” she continued. “Well, that didn’t phase you one bit. No, you wanted me from the first look. I even told you, I was waiting for the person who would give themselves to me mind, body and soul. You said many times, Donnie, that you were that person and that you would be honored to do just that. You said it over and over again. So now here we are, we’re a couple, and we’re in love. 

I’ve accepted your pledge to me. I’ve accepted you, even with your shortcomings and emotional baggage and you, my dear, must now do the same. I know I have this one little imperfection, but, I promise you, you’ll grow to love even this, too. 

Now, let’s get this back in your nice wet and warm mouth, honey. You almost had me over the top,” she ordered the startled young man. 

“But Angie...,” he stumbled. He was still in shock and his mind was spinning. 

“Then, technically, we are both men? I can’t even think straight right now, but I’m NOT GAY! I don’t want to be with a guy. I want a marriage and children. I don’t have any desire to touch or make love to anyone’s male parts. I don’t even think I could make myself do something like that,” he told her, making an effort to sit up Page - 13
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and get off the bed. “Whoa there! Just a minute now, Little Mister Not so fast. You promised yourself to me, mind, body, heart and soul. I’m not about to release you from that commitment! I told you, I’ve come to like having you around and I’ve in-vested a lot of time as well as myself to this relationship. Honey, you’re IN for the duration!” she said with authority. 

“Angie, please, I care very deeply for you, but, know this, I don’t think I can make love to you now,” he said timidly. 

“Yes, yes, you can…and you will, or I promise you everyone who works at Carson and Goodall will know about me on Monday morning. I’ll expose myself to everyone, everywhere. At work, at your apartment, with your parents, everyone you know. Are you prepared to deal with that? Before you answer, remember, almost everyone in our entire building has seen the flowers and candy you have been showering me with for months now. Plus, many of the girls and even a couple of the new guys, have been sharing in the Girl Talk. They know we’ve been dating almost exclusively for 5 months now. I’m sure I’ve told some of them about our heavy petting and

love making. I know

several have even seen

you kissing me and

walking out arm in

arm, or holding

hands. Do you hon-

estly believe they

won’t think we’re hav-

ing sex?” she said. 

Poor Don’s mind

couldn’t process all of

this! His head was

spinning out of con-

trol. “Oh dear God, 

she’s right,” he knew

she was. He’d seen the

way people looked at

him at work. Even

people he didn’t know. 

They would smile, 

wink and ask, “How’s

Angie?” Shit, he’d even

kind-of bragged to a

couple of the other

guys there at work. 

Then it snapped in his

head. ‘Oh Dear God, 

do the others at work
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know anything about Angie, about her not being a real girl?” he wondered. 

“Does Anyone at work know anything about your, your um, your…” She cut him off. “My big Cock and testicles? Is that what your trying to say, Donnie?” she asked. “So what if they did? Up until 5 minutes ago you loved me more than the moon and the Sun and life itself. You were willing to walk barefoot across burning coals to kiss me and touch me and just be with me You poor little dear, can’t you see I am the very same person you longed for and fell in love with and wanted to spend the rest of your life with? Now because of one little piece of skin and muscle...” (she held the cock between her thumb and forefinger and shook it at him.)

“you are willing to give it all up and lose the love of a life time because of what someone else might know or think? Donnie Samuels, that is really sad!” she said. 

“Well, do they? I mean, do others at work know about your secret?” he asked her again. “If you must know, the answer is NO, they don’t know at this time,” she lied. Ms Price did in fact know. “But, you can believe me on this, you try and walk out on me now… I swear everyone will know. I’ll even go so far as to take our story to the newspaper and TV stations,” she threatened him. “You’ll be an instant ce-lebrity! Won’t that be fun?” she bluffed. 

“What do you want from me then, Angie?” he asked. “Honey, I just want you to grow up and think about what you and I have had together for the past several months. Don’t you think our time together was wonderful, exciting and sensual? 

Unless you’ve repeatedly lied to me about your feelings. These past months have been the best days and nights of your entire life. You were full of love and happiness and everything in the world was good. We are both the same people. One of us just happens to have an extra part or three. Now I’ve never been one to bully or use force, but you’ve now got one full minute to get your woman’s oversized clito-ris in your sweet little mouth or you’ll need to look for a new life in some far away country, because I’m already thinking about the story I’ll tell everyone. I’ll make it up good and go national with our story. How you forced me to become a woman, but you loved sucking cock and thought this was the best way to hide it from the rest of the world. But, now you have the job you wanted and want to dump me. I’ll tell them of the wild sex we shared in great detail,” she bluffed on. 

“Please Angie, don’t ruin my life and get me fired. We can work this out, I’m sure. Besides, wouldn’t all of this ruin your life and career as well?” Don asked. 

“I don’t care if it does,” she lied. She knew he’d give in and she had no intention of ruining the job and management position she’d just earned. She was bank-ing everything on knowing his weakness and timid personality. She’d picked him out the very first day he came to work at C&G. She knew he was the one. She’d spent the past five and a half months planning this night. Getting him ready. “I’ll make millions with the story in the newspaper and TV. Maybe I’ll even write a novel about us,” she told him. Angie knew he was close to breaking and she didn’t want to give him time to think clearly. 

“Thirty seconds and I pick up that phone and start calling people. Oh, I almost forgot, maybe you’d like a couple of these pictures I’ve had made?” she said and handed him ten photos. Each had them holding or hugging and kissing each Page - 15
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other. The last couple were unbelievable. They’d been doctored up, but whoever did them was good…very good. One clearly showed Don’s face with Angie’s full, hard cock buried deep in his mouth, right up to her balls. The next showed Don bent over with Angie fucking him doggie-style and that same hard cock pushed deep in Don’s back side. 

“OK, what do you want, Angie? I mean, what can I do or pay you for those pictures? We both know those are not real, but you also know I can’t take the chance that I can convince any one of the fact! Is it money? You know I don’t have much, but I’ll get you whatever you want!” he said, beaten. 

“No no no, you silly little sweet man. You can’t buy me with money. I want you. 

I want you to love me like you did with all your heart right up until only minutes ago. I want you to make love to me. All of me! You’ll come to love it, I promise you and I’ll take very good care of you. Come now and suck Mommy’s big clit. Right Now! No more talk,” she said. She pulled his head down between her legs and slipped her full hard cock into his mouth! He didn’t fight her this time. 

“That’s my good baby! Ooooh, yes. You see, I think you really did like this after all. I don’t understand why you men must always pretend to be so God-awful macho. I mean, you didn’t even flinch at first when you thought I was wearing a strap-on. And don’t lie, you were really into play acting until you found out this was real…” She pushed it deeper. “Weren’t you?” She raised her voice, put her hands on the back of his head and held him hard while pushing her penis down his throat!” “Ummff” he tried to say around the big cock. “Was that a yes, sweetie?” she asked. Don tried to raise his head up to nod yes; he couldn’t speak. 

As his eyes met hers, FLASH went the bright light of the camera! “You can never have enough bargaining material.” She smiled. 

“OK sweetie, it’s time to learn to do this right. Eyes on me, always. I want to see your eyes as you learn to lick and kiss and suck just as I’ve been teaching and training you over the past months. Anyone can suck a cock, that’s not enough. To make your lover enjoy it, you must enjoy doing it. You need to make love to it, like it was the greatest love in your entire life. I showed you earlier what feels best. 

That’s what I want from you in return. Your best! You already have the skills and the touch. Now I believe I’ve given you sufficient motivation,” she said. 

Slowly, Don got into the task at hand. He figured the sooner it was done, the faster he could stop and try and figure all this out. He pored himself into the task as best he could. He repeated things that brought a moan of pleasure from her. 

Sure enough, Angie finally stiffened and moaned as spurt after spurt of salty cum filled his mouth. Don tried not to swallow, but it was no use. There was just too much. He quickly noticed that the taste was different, slightly, from his own which he’d only minutes before tasted for the very first time, compliments of Angie. Hers was maybe just a little bit sweeter than his own. 

Angie wouldn’t let Don up until he’d cleaned her completely with his lips and tongue. “There now, that’s a good boy. That wasn’t so bad now, was it? You see, things don’t have to change between us at all. We’re going to get on just fine from now on!” she told him as he kept swallowing the love juice. 
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“Can I go home now?” Don asked. “Why Donnie, please don’t try acting like a typical man now. Get your sex and then run! You’ve always been sweet and sensitive to my needs. That’s what made me love you to start with. You can sleep over tonight, then tomorrow is Saturday. You can give up your apartment, and move in here over the weekend” she informed him. 

“But, Angie, I can’t just pick up and move. I have a lease,” he said. 

“But you see, you really can and you  will!” She held up the pictures she’d only just shown him minutes before. “Don’t you agree?” she smiled. 

“Yes, Angie. Seeing as you put it that way, you really leave me very little choice. 

I’m sure I can come up with some kind of an arrangement with my apartment,” he answered meekly. 

“Very good, darling, you are learning fast now!” she told him. “Now come give Momma’s big clitty some more loving. It’s been  so  long since my poor clitty has had any regular servicing. But that’s going to change from now on. We are going to be soooo happy together, my pet. Trust me honey, if you’ll be very good and learn your place in our relationship, I’m going to see that you are very well taken care of in every phase of your life. However, you’re going to learn quickly, if you mess up and don’t do exactly as I order you to, you won’t like the ways I punish you!” 

The weekend flew by. It took all day Saturday and most of Sunday to get him moved in. He was almost heart sick, as the only things Angie allowed him to bring were personal items and just a couple of his outfits. She ordered a Goodwill truck to come to his apartment on Saturday, and made him sign a letter donating everything he owned to Goodwill. All his furniture, appliances, bedding, almost all his clothes and shoes! Then on Sunday, Angie sipped coffee and read the paper while Don was made to wear a full ruffled apron and wash and clean the apartment. 

The walls, floors, carpets, bathroom and kitchen. The place was spic and span, when the manager came in to return his deposit. Angie had him make the check out to her, saying she was his fiancée. 

The next week was one of endless adjustments for Don. The first was living full-time with Angie. She explained that in lieu of paying rent, he’d be expected to take on the cleaning, cooking and household chores. The next big change came fifteen minutes after they arrived at work on Monday morning. Mrs. Price called for everyone’s attention and announced that Angie Dunn was now the new Supervisor of the entire temp division. Everyone clapped and cheered. Everyone, that is, except Don. Somehow, he felt this might not be in his best interest. Now he’d be subservient to Angie twenty-four house a day. And if he were under her thumb day and night, he’d have a tough time trying to escape and get away. He’d also sensed an immediate change in Angie that day. She sure looked the part of Upper Management. She no longer buzzed and talked and joked with the girls and the four guys that were her peers the past months as a temp. She was all business now around the worker bees. 

It was so strange at home that night, the first night after her promotion. They’d just gotten home, when Angie told Donnie, “Honey, we’ve been asked out to cele-Page - 17
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brate my promotion. Mrs. Price has asked us to dinner at a five-star restaurant. 

I’ve watched you all day and I don’t know if I read your mind or not, but I can’t help feeling that you are thinking of trying to escape or run away! That wouldn’t be wise. You…are…Mine and I am yours. I would find you no matter where you went. Then I’d be forced to expose you to everyone and, after you were fired and have no money and nowhere to go, I’d get you back anyway. Only I’d be so mad and humiliated, I’d sell your soul on the Black Market, as a Gay Whore and have you serving African soldiers in the deep bush the rest of your sorry life. If you think I can’t do that, please go ahead and test me. I’m not saying I’d enjoy doing that to you because, as I’ve already told you, sweetie, I do love you. But, please, make no mistake, if you cross me, I won’t bat an eyelash. You’ll wake the next day on a ship to Africa. I have some very important friends in strategic places,” she told him. 

“Now having said all that, I believe I’ll remove some of the temptation for you to run. I’ve already removed and disposed of all of your underclothes. I’ll ask you now to take off your undershirt and underpants and sit right here at my Vanity, until I return! Don’t delay please, we don’t have the time to explain or discuss this. When I return, I expect you to be naked! No excuses,” Angie ordered firmly. 

Angie was only gone for five minutes, tops. She walked in and found Don sitting naked as requested. “Now don’t say a single word, or you’ll wish you had never been born. There’s no time to argue tonight. Put these on!” she ordered, handing him a pair of pink silk panties and a matching pink cami. 

Don looked up almost immediately in shock. The look in Angie’s eyes stripped him of his resolve instantly. He reached out, took the soft items and slipped them on. 

Next, she ordered him to sit back down and put his feet up on the stool, where she’d spread an old towel. “Don’t move a muscle!” she ordered and proceeded to paint his toenails a brilliant red. She let them dry, then added a second coat. Finally, she offered, “I really do not need to explain any decision I make to you, but I’ll tell you this. I feel you’ll be less likely to run away in panties and a cute little cami, along with your pretty painted toes! These are the things you’ll wear from now on. I have your wallet and money. I’ll give you enough money only for lunch, each day. If I find you don’t eat lunch on any given day, you won’t get lunch money again until you buy lunch with that money. Plus, you’ll go without lunch and dinner the nest day! I’ve put your credit cards and drivers license in my safe. 

You won’t have any I.D. 

“When I feel I can trust you, we’ll look into changing this schedule. Until then or until you mess up and I add other things to your agenda, it will remain this way. Don’t even ask me to vary anything! OK, you may put your clothes back on now! Paula will be here soon.” 

Don felt like he was living in a weird science-fiction movie. All this just couldn’t be happening. Just a few short days ago, he was the happiest man on Earth. He was in love with the most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on and thought that she was not only the most perfect woman in the world, but, that she loved him. 
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Now it turned out she was not even a woman?! He had also thought he was headed to becoming a life partner. Now he was a slave with nothing to his name and no rights at all. “How could this be?” he thought. 

Paula pulled up in the company limo just about that time. The clothes that Angie gave him felt weird, very strange and foreign to him. The black slacks were very dressy and smooth. They were rather tight in the waist and loose down the legs. The shirt was white silk and after he put it on, he thought he could see the faint lines of the pink straps of the cami through his shirt. He looked up at Angie and was just about to complain when she held her finger to her lips and said,”Shhh!” 

“Can I at least get a hair cut soon? My hair is getting hard to maintain this way. Look, it’s hanging down past my ears now and almost touching my shoulders!” he said, holding some up for her to see. 

“No, I think I rather like it longer. If you do well on your assignments this week, perhaps we could get you an appointment next weekend to get it trimmed and maybe shaped or styled some. But, no, I prefer it a little longer on you, darling.” 

Mrs. Price was waiting in the living room when he came out. “Why Donnie, don’t you look nice. It’s so nice to get out with my employees every now and again. 

It’s refreshing to see they can relax, have good taste in clothing and exhibit good manners and good hygiene, all at the same time. I’m a little surprised , I must admit. I thought you to be a little more...macho? Angie here must have a profound influence on you? Well, again, I applaud a man who’s not afraid to show his feminine side a little,” she said, smiling ear to ear. 

Angie and Paula rode in the front seat together and Don rode alone in the rear seat. It was very uncomfortable watching them talk and laugh and look his way from time to time. But he was not close enough to hear anything they said. 

It was no different at the restaurant. The two ladies laughed and talked and carried on like high school girls. Don just sat quietly. Being in a beautiful high-class restaurant and dressed as he was, Angie even ordered his meal for him. It was very good but only half the quantity he would have liked. When the waitress asked them about desert, Angie answered for him and declined, saying something about him needing to lose a few pounds. He blushed deeply as he noted Paula watching him and grinning at his discomfort. He was on the verge of protesting and speaking up to protect his fragile manhood, but once again, a simple look at Angie convinced him his best course of action at this time was no action. 

Finally the night ended. Paula left them off at home, kissing Angie good night and offering her hand to Don to shake. Angie noted the tears forming in his eyes. 

“Why, Donnie honey what is it? Are you OK, my precious?” she asked. “That was the most embarrassing and humiliating night I’ve ever endured. You and Paula treated me like a little child out with her mommy. And I don’t want to wear your underwear!” he offered, trying to sound firm and manly. “Well, lets see now. First of all, that’s Ms. Price to you. I don’t think she’d allow you to be so casual with her name. Second of all, you are  not  wearing my underwear. You are wearing lin-Page - 19
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gerie, and they are your very own. So, I’d say you’d better get used to them,” she told him. “I find it interesting that you referred to being treated like a girl. You said ‘out with HER mommy’. Do you have some hidden desire I don’t know about?” she asked him. 

The next day at work, Don was shocked to find most every one of the women who’d started at the same time as he and Angie, was gone. Only he and the four other guys were still there. Like himself, they were starting the training program over. All had been held back and made to repeat the entire temp training program. The whole 12 weeks worth. 

On one hand, Don felt he at least had something in common with the other fel-lows. They’d all been screwed and held back. On the other hand, he didn’t dare get too close or try and make friends with any of them. He was very well aware of the strange new feelings caused by his new underclothes and he prayed no one could tell he was wearing them under his male clothing. So he kept his distance from everyone. He soon noticed the other guys did the same as well. He thought it strange, before his thoughts were interrupted. “Mr. Samuels, may I see you in my office for a moment?” Angie asked him. 

“Sure, Angie, but why the formality all of a sudden?” Don asked. She didn’t answer, but as soon as they were in her office, she told him, “Donnie, at work you will address me from this very moment on as Ms. Dunn, whether anyone is present or not. Do you understand me?” she asked. 

“Yes, Ms. Dunn. I won’t forget,” he answered. “Well then Donnie, I called you in to check your underwear, which I’ll do without warning, whenever I please. Maybe everyday, if I feel the need. So, please drop your pants now and pull your shirt up!” she ordered. 

Don looked around as if trying to see if the coast was clear. 

“Don, when I tell you to do something—anything—I expect an immediate response. No questions, or delays. You’re going to have to learn, even if the Presi-dent of the U.S.A. was here and I said get naked, you’d be better off to face a firing squad then to disobey me. I’m warning you, I can, and will, make your life a living hell if you cross me,” Angie warned. 

He stripped down as fast as possible. Angie saw his pink silk panties and matching cami. “For your hesitance to obey immediately, tonight I’ll add one punishment. Now for today. I’m assigning you to be the receptionist for the legal department. You’ll answer every call with ‘Carson & Goodall. Ms Price, Mr. Johnson, Ms Green, Mr. Davis and Ms Homequest. How may I help you?’ You’ll type and file and bring them coffee or whatever they ask of you. Now this has become a little more awkward than I first imagined. As almost everyone in the company now knows, we are an item. You more or less represent me when you are anywhere in the company working. I’m warning you. Don’t let me down or otherwise embarrass me! I expect your very best effort...and don’t even think about doing poorly so you get fired. It won’t work. I won’t allow you to get fired, but when you get home, I’ll double and triple your punishments, until you’ll regret it for a very long time to come. Now you’ve heard your orders. Be a darling and run along and I expect Page - 20
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nothing but the highest reports back on your efforts. You’ll be the best damn receptionist they have ever seen. All these different job positions are going to prepare you for your future jobs here,” she told him. 
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Part II

He went to the Eighth floor and reported to the first person he saw, Mr. Davis. 

“I’m reporting as assigned, Sir. I’m the temp to act as your receptionist,” Don said. 

“Well, you are not quite what I expected, but that’s your desk right there.” He pointed. 

Then as he walked away, Don heard Mr. Davis mumble, “Where the hell do we keep getting all these damned fag, sissy boys lately? I swear the Company is becoming a breading ground for gays and homos.” 

Don turned beet red. “What did he mean by that? Oh shit! Don, just look at yourself, you pussy. What has happened to you? How in the name of anything holy did you let Angie do this to you? Look what you’re wearing in public. It’s no wonder he thinks you’re gay,” He told himself. 

An hour later he was bent down, putting something in the lower drawer of the file. His hair flopped forward, covering his face. “So, young lady, are you our new temp girl?” he heard coming from over his shoulder. He turned and sat up. “No, I mean yes. I mean, yes, I’m the new temp, Ma’am, but I’m not a girl. My name is Don Samuels. I was assigned to your department by Ms Dunn, Ma’am,” he said. 

“Well, please do something with that hair, young man. I don’t like talking to someone whose face is always hidden behind a wall of hair. Pin it back or get it cut. 

Your choice!” Ms Green ordered. 

“Yes ma’am, but I’ve nothing here to fix it with at this time,” he said timidly to the somewhat overbearing Lady. “Well, we’ll do something with it. I don’t intend to look at your face with hair covering it all day,” she said and walked to her office. 

She returned moments later and walked right up to him. “Sit up and face me here. Donnie, is it?” Ms Green said as he looked up at her. He flinched as she was reaching for his head and it startled him. “Hold still, dear boy. I told you I’ll not have you sitting here all day with your face hidden in hair. I like to see a person’s face when I’m talking to her, or him, which seems to be the case more and more Page - 22
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these days with men looking more like girls all the time. Now they are even starting to fill the rolls women have done for years,” she said. Then she proceeded to brush out his long hair and part it right down the center. She took a gold-colored barrette and put it over his left ear, holding the hair there and clicked it shut. She then did the same on the right side. “There, if you guys want to have girlishly long hair, we’ll treat you like girls,” she offered. 

“Please ma’am, I can’t wear these things,” he pleaded. She stopped him from reaching up and said, “If you take them out, I’ll march your little ass right on down to the beauty salon on the ground floor and really fix you up good. Or maybe I’ll just call Ms Dunn and see how she’d like to deal with you,” she threatened. 

“I’m sorry, ma’am, there won’t be a problem, ma’am,” he quickly replied. 

“That’s better. Now, shall we get to work? Don’t mess with your hair either, as I’ll be watching you. If I see you removing those barrettes, we will be making that trip down to the salon,” she warned him, with a menacing look in her eyes. 

“Oh Dear God, where will this end? It just keeps getting worse and worse and I’m getting deeper and deeper. Something weird is going on here, but I can’t seem to figure it out,” he told himself under his breath. Don worked hard all day. He answered phones, did typing, filing, copying, he was sent for coffee for everyone a couple of times. Ms Homequest even had him take a letter. By day’s end, he was very tired. As they arrived home that night, Angie gave him instructions to make dinner and allowed him one hour to have it ready. Angie changed into something more comfortable and sat in the living room to read the paper. 

Don made a very nice meal and was then informed he would also clean up the mess! Angie told him she had some papers to go over, while he finished up in the kitchen. 

Just as he finished and thought he could finally sit down and rest, Angie told him they’d be going out. “Where are we going, Angie? I’m dead tired and I just want to get off of my feet,” Don told her. 

“I didn’t ask you if you felt like going out, darling and I’ll let you know when we get there. As for getting off your feet, you’ll have a reason to complain tomorrow! 

You do remember that you owe me and have a punishment coming from today, for not moving quickly enough when I gave you an order. Speaking of feet, since you brought it up, that’s exactly what I had in mind for your punishment! Your Foot-wear!” she said, leaving him trying to figure out what the hell she was talking about. 

Minutes later, they were driving towards what he believed was town. Angie offered no information on their destination. 

They pulled into the new River Front Mall, a brand new ultramodern two story Mall with over 125 stores, all under one large roof. Don walked along in silence. 

Then Angie turned into a huge shoe store. She told him to sit, while she looked around at the new styles on display. She came back to where Donnie sat, carrying two shoes. One was a strange-looking platform shoe with what looked like a 3” 
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high heel. The odd thing was that the space between the heel and sole was filled in solid. At first glance they did not appear to be feminine, high-heeled pumps but, the person wearing them would surly know as they would require the same caution to stand or walk in them. Angie felt he could wear these under his pants and they would not be that noticeable at work. At the same time, they would make walking a whole new experience for Donnie, as he’d be almost on his toes with his heel three inches higher, training his café and leg muscles. Plus he’d have to learn how to walk all over again. He’d be taking little steps, keeping his weight on the balls of his feet and his upper body erect. They also had an ankle strap and a small key lock on the latch, so he’d not be able to take them off all day long until Angie was ready to unlock them. 

The second pair were a pair of more traditional women’s three-inch pumps. 

“These,” she told him, pointing at the black platform shoes with the one-piece sole and high heel, “will be for work. They will train your legs very quickly and firm them up nicely as well. Then at home you will wear these,” she told him, holding up the spike-heeled pumps. 

She had the sales lady measure Donnie’s feet and told her she’d like a pair of each of the shoes she’d found to her liking. She told her she wanted both pairs of shoes to be one half-size smaller than measured. The sales woman looked strangely at Donnie for a moment, then went to find the shoes. 

She returned and before he tried to put them on, suggested that Don slip on a pair of nylon footies first. Angie agreed and the sales lady handed them to Donnie. 

“Well, put them on, darling. You’ll need them on for a proper fitting,” she ordered. 

Embarrassed to the verge of tears, Donnie did as he’d been told. The lady first tried the platform shoes on. They were tight and pinched his toes. She buckled the straps and had him stand. He almost fell flat on his face. “Poor dear is going to be in a play in a couple of months. I thought it best for him to get some practice in before then so he wouldn’t be so awkward, when dress rehearsals start in ear-nest,” Angie lied. 

“Oh, that’s OK, Miss, you don’t need to explain to me. I’ve been working here for years now. Believe me when I say I could write a book on the things I’ve seen and heard. I learned years ago not to judge or ask questions. Ladies young and old, have been bringing in boy friends, lovers and husbands, to be fitted for some very unusual shoes, for several years now. I’m just here to help...and sell shoes of course!” The saleslady laughed. “The rest of it is completely your business!” She winked. 

“Why thank you, I’m so glad you understand. In that case, you may throw those awful clod hopper male shoes he was wearing away for me. He’ll be wearing one or the other of these two ones for at least the foreseeable future,” Angie requested of the sales lady. 

Angie paid the cashier and they left the shoe store, with Donnie clicking and clacking slowly and unsteadily behind her. As Angie led the way, Donnie was putting all of his concentration into staying upright, let alone walking fast enough to keep up. “Come dear, head up, shoulders back, for posture and better balance. 
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Keep your weight on the balls of your feet. You’re definitely going to have to learn to take much shorter steps now, or I’m afraid you’ll not be very graceful at all. 

You’ll probably even be picking yourself up off the ground a lot! As you can see, this is but the first of the punishments I’ve promised if you do not obey me, immediately and without questions. You won’t realize the full effect of this particular punishment until around noon tomorrow, when your poor feet are screaming at you for relief! Not to mention that your legs are going to really firm up, from these wonderful, amazing little training shoes,” she told him, smiling wickedly. 

The night went quickly and it seemed he had just gotten to sleep when his alarm went off. Don started towards the bathroom, when he suddenly realized that he was barefooted. He turned and ran back to his bed. He reached down and slipped on the pink, fluffy, high-heeled mules Angie had given him just before going to bed. She had warned him, “You must have something on your feet at all times from now on. By that I mean your work trainers, your pumps or these pretty mules! I don’t need to tell you what will happen if I find you in anything other then these,” she said firmly. 

He wobbled his way back into the bathroom. The mules didn’t have the support of the black trainers, so he had to reduce his stride and concentrate to not fall over. He was facing the stool and just about to relieve himself when he remembered another new order Angie had given him. “You will from this day forward always sit down to relieve yourself. I don’t want to ever find you standing like a man to do your duty in the restroom,” she had told him. So again, he hurried and turned around, pulling his panties down as he sat, making it just in the nick of time. 

He pulled on a nylon robe (having also been told about walking around the house nude) and clicked down the hall to the kitchen, to start the morning pot of coffee. Angie joined him there shortly after the coffee was ready. They sat across from each other, sipping. Don looked at Angie and still couldn’t get over the fact that she was not a genetic woman! It blew his mind as she sat there; she had just climbed out of bed. She hadn’t showered or fixed herself up for the day, yet she looked natural and beautiful, even without her make up! She was more feminine than any woman he’d ever known in his whole life. “Why me?” he thought to himself. Then he could only wonder what Angie had in mind for him today. Don was just about to get some things out to make breakfast when Angie stopped him. 

“Wait Donnie honey, I want you to start joining me each morning for a nutritious and healthy breakfast drink. They are quick and easy and they give you everything you need to get through a busy morning. They have all the vitamins you need as an adult. They will keep weight off and keep you slim and trim,” she told him. Angie then got up and made the shakes that she had been taking each morning since her 16th birthday. She handed one of the shakes to Don. He reluctantly took a sip and thought to himself,“It’s not bad,” then finished off the shake. 

So he began that morning drinking the special formula. She did not, however, tell Donnie that the drink was a combination of strong female hormones, a diet supplement and a testosterone blocker. This is what she’d been taking since her 16th birthday, when she finally quit fighting her inner self. She knew she needed Page - 25
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to be the woman she always felt she was meant to be, so she set out to make her life right. 

After a nice hot morning bath, Angie was waiting for Don, in his bedroom, to supervise his getting dressed for work. 

Once again, she handed him a matching panty and silk camisole but in a shiny burgundy color today. Don slipped them on without comment. Next came a pair of nylon knee-highs. She told him to watch carefully as she rolled them up, down to the toe, then instructed him to point his toes out and pull the nylon over his toes, then roll them up his legs with both of his open palms. “This prevents runs or tears in the stockings,” she explained. Next came a silk burgundy shirt. 

(Actually a quite feminine blouse, but she called it his “shirt” for now.) It had rather puffy sleeves for Don’s liking, but again his programming was beginning to take effect. He quickly thought, “Arguing will only give her cause to punish me more. I’ll just have to keep still and bear her wrath until I can figure a way out of this mess. I simply cannot risk total exposure at this time. She seems to have planned all this out very carefully and has more than enough information and evidence, manufactured or real, to completely ruin my reputation and my life. God only knows if she has the power to sell me to the white slavers in Africa. I don’t even want to think about that possibility!” He shivered at the thought. 

Yes, Angie had really done a number on his poor little mind. She’d sold him a huge lie and he bought it, hook, line and sinker. Quite frankly, she was a little surprised and a little disappointed at the same time that he didn’t fight back a little more. She knew she had him now. He was really afraid of her and it was written all over his face. He didn’t know what to do or where to turn and he was falling in line faster all the time. 

His thought returned to getting dressed when Angie said, “Get moving Donna, you’re going to be late for work and that’s not acceptable.” 

“Sorry, Angie. I guess my mind drifted off there for a moment,” he offered meekly. 

“Well, get your mind back on the task of getting dressed!” she ordered. Don struggled with the buttons. He didn’t know why until he finally realized they were on the opposite side of the shirt. Backwards from anything he’d ever worn before. 

After getting it buttoned up, he noted that it was open in a wide V at the neck with large pointy collars. “This is a damned ladies blouse,” he thought to himself but he held his tongue. “Dear God!” he thought. 

Angie handed him his pants. As he pulled them up, tears formed in his eyes. 

Although they did have a front zipper, it was immediately evident that they were not really men’s slacks at all. They had no pockets or belt loops, were black in color and made of a slippery, somewhat stretchy, material. They were tight in the waist , thigh and crotch, but somewhat loose from the knee to the ankle and they hid his feet completely. “Well, at least they will hide my shoes from being seen,” he thought. 

Just then Angie brought out his black work shoes. She had a smile on her face as she knelt down and had him slip his foot into the high-heeled trainers! She Page - 26
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pulled the strap over his foot, clasped them and locked the little lock on the side of his ankle. Then she did the same on the other foot. She quickly brushed his hair out and replaced the barrettes, one on each side to hold the hair out of his face! 

“Angie, I feel just awful and I know I look like a freak! Can’t I please get my haircut? I know everyone is laughing at me so how can you be proud of me like this? Please, let me wear something a little more manly!” he begged her with tears in his eyes and shame in his now very timid voice. 

“No…No...no. Just listen to yourself whine. You sound like a little girl. One more word and I’ll fix your hair in two pony tails and give you a little skirt to wear! 

Besides, I happen to like the way you look and, seeing as how you volunteered for and are performing a women’s job, it’s fitting you dress accordingly. And my little lover, as you may have gathered by now, I don’t care  what  other people think. 

That not caring is exactly what would allow me to expose both you and myself if it becomes necessary,” Angie warned. This statement further scared Don and confirmed his belief that she really would do just that if he didn’t do as she ordered. 

As he stood, it took a few

minutes to adjust to the un-

familiar height. Once he got

his balance, he tried to take

a few steps. He almost fell

over. Angie advised him, “Put

your weight on the balls of

your feet and keep your

shoulders and chest back to

balance. As you walk, put

one heel in front of the oppo-

site toe and take small steps. 

You’ll find this the very best

way to navigate in these kind

of shoes. You had better

learn fast as I’m sure your

job will require you to be able

to move freely and quickly

about the building from time

to time. I have a feeling your

supervisors will be running

your legs off on any number

of little tasks, in between

your typing and filing and re-

ceptionist’s duties. After a

couple of weeks of this, I’ll

bet you won’t even be able to

walk in anything without

heels on them. But the first
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couple of weeks are going to be HELL, until your feet and legs get trained and become accustomed to the new height and angle your feet will need to learn to walk in.” 

Don did enter the building on shaky legs. He rushed to his desk as quickly and cautiously as his new shoes would allow, hoping that people wouldn’t notice his clothes, his hair or the weird shoes he was now wearing. 

His peace of mind was short-lived however. No sooner had he sat down at his desk when Mr. Davis called him on the speaker phone. “Donnie, be a sweetheart and get me some fresh coffee! As a matter of fact, you might check with all of the staff and get them whatever they’d like as well,” he ordered. It took every bit of Don’s concentration to complete the task without dropping or spilling hot coffee on anyone. It was also very unnerving to hear the responses as he delivered the coffee, of tea, and rolls. “Thank you, Honey. Thank you, sweetie. Thank you, you’re a doll and a life saver.” There were several other endearments as well, of the kind usually said to a woman. Before lunch that day, he was addressed as

“Ma’am,” “honey,” “beautiful” and even “sweet thing” by people. The UPS man even told him, “You look very nice today. Hey, a little makeup and I’ll be asking you out to dinner and a movie!” 

“Very funny, Phil. I hope you don’t think this was  my  idea. I’m being punished by my girl friend and Boss, or I can assure you I’d get up and punch you in the nose for the wise crack.” Donnie almost whispered under his breath so no one but Phil could hear. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me! You must either really love her to let her do this to you or she must be a very strong lady. I mean, come on, no woman on the face of this Earth is strong enough to make you do this. But, hey, either way, I wasn’t kidding. You look really cute, and I’d take you out in a minute,” Phil said. He blew him a kiss and walked out, leaving Don sitting red-faced and even more embarrassed than he had been. 

Just then the buzzer on his desk lit up. “Donnie, honey, this is Ms Green. 

Bring a pad and come in here, please. I need you to take a letter.” she ordered. 

Don switched the phones over to the automatic answering mode, grabbed his pad and pen and went in Ms Greens office, after knocking. “Yes, hello Donnie honey, please have a seat. I’ll be with you momentarily,” she said. She finished up some paperwork and turned to look at Don. “Where are your barrettes, Donnie? I warned you yesterday about your hair being in your face!” she said rather shortly. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Ma’am. I had the phone headset on and it was pinching the barrettes to my head. I removed them to wear the headset to man the phones and switchboard. When you called me in, I forgot to put them back in my hair. If you’ll excuse me, Ms Green, I’ll step out to my desk and get them,” Don offered. “Well, hurry up then, but the next time you forget and I have to remind you, we’ll be making a trip to the salon to have the problem taken care of. Do I make myself clear, young lady?” she asked. “Yes Ma’am, very. Please excuse me, Ma’am!” Don said. He rose from his seat and stood, gaining his balance once more before he slowly turned around. He was still very unfamiliar with the strange height of the Page - 28
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shoes and he began to mince out the door with tiny little steps. He replaced the barrettes in his hair and returned to Ms Greens office. Mincing carefully. 

“Why are you walking that way, Donna dear?” Tami Green asked him. Don blushed bright red with embarrassment. “I’m going to be in a play, so my girlfriend though I should get used to some of the props I’ll be wearing in the play so I won’t be so awkward and clumsy,” he lied. 

“Come here, I want to see better!” Tami ordered. Donnie walked over to her desk. Tami lifted his pant leg up. “My, those are some shoes you’re wearing there, Donna! What is the role you are practicing for? Pretty Woman?” she asked with a knowing grin on her face. “I’ve also been noticing your choice of clothes, dear. Now let’s be honest, Donna, are you Gay? Or are you a blossoming transvestite?” Ms Green asked him point blank. “I mean come now, dear, I’m not blind. Look at you! 

You’re wearing feminine clothing from head to toe. I can readily see that your top is a lovely blouse make of silk, the buttons on the left are a dead giveaway. Your pants are far from even resembling men’s trousers. They are in fact ladies slacks. 

The cut of the waist, hips, crotch and cuffs are quite easily noticeable! I also would bet my next week’s pay that you’re wearing panties and a matching camisole top. Am I right?” she said, still holding up his left pant leg with his knee-high nylons showing. Without warning, Tami reached up and opened the top button on his blouse. “AH HA! Just as I thought, a pretty little burgundy cami which no doubt matches your pretty panties,” she teased. “I’m really quite surprised at you, Donnie, or do you prefer Donna?” she teased on. “When you first came here to C

& G. I read your profile and heard nothing but comments about you and your macho character Your file said you were goal-oriented and one tough cookie, in the business world. Out to make a name for yourself. I’m shocked that that name is turning out to be Donna Samuels! Well honey, if you need help or support, don’t hesitate to ask. And as long as you’re going to dress in a soft feminine fashion, put these on. They’ll go very nicely with your outfit,” she said, handing Don a pair of large pearl clip-on earrings. 

“Please, Ms Green, none of this was my idea, and it’s not what it appears to be. 

I’m really all man. I don’t like or want to wear these clothes and thanks but I don’t want any earrings either,” he told her. 

“Ha ha ha,” Tami chuckled. “Well well, she still has a little pride left. Sure honey, a tough little guy like you doesn’t want to wear ladies clothes, lingerie and high-heeled shoes. I suppose you’re going to tell me your sweet little girl friend is forcing you to do this masquerade. Most any real man would die before he’d embarrass himself in public, let alone his place of employment. Did she beat you up or something? Do you expect me to believe that that sweet, tiny little feminine lady, Angie, could force you to do such a thing?” she said with a little disgust in her voice. 

“No Ma’am, it’s not like that at all!” he said. “Well then, just what is it? Is she blackmailing you or something?” Tami asked. (She actually knew full well what was going on, but she didn’t know that Angie was a transsexual. At this time only Ms Price knew that.)
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Now things were getting too close to the truth and he feared being exposed. He believed that Angie would make good on her promises and he had no desire to go to Africa as a male or a Female, to God only knows what fate or what they’d do to him or make him do. He was trapped. If he told the truth, Angie would spare him nothing and his fate might be truly worse than death. But if he backed down, he’d be known to everyone as a sissy, or gay, or even as a transvestite, none of which he wished to be known as. His fear won out, he was going to have to accept more humiliation and embarrassment at the hands of his girlfriend and his employers. 

“I’m sorry, Ms Green, you’re right. I do enjoy the alternative lifestyle. I enjoy these soft silky clothes so much more. But I’ve never worn them out of my own home before. I didn’t want to make a scene! I am studying for a play and I was encouraged to wear these things to get into character before the play!” he lied again. 

“Well, see there, it’s better to be open about things. If you’re going to wear the outfits, perhaps we can go down at lunch and get your ears pierced, because, trust me, the clip-ons are going to bring you a lot of discomfort and grief. They pinch and hurt something awful after a while!” she offered. “But, Ms Green, I don’t want to wear any earrings!” he replied. “I didn’t ask you if you wanted them, honey. I said if you’re going to wear those clothes in my office, then you’re also going to wear earrings, because they do go hand in hand. The choice I gave you was whether you wanted to wear the clip-on or get your ears pierced. There was no third option,” she told him. 

“But...” he started and was cut off. “NO buts, sweety, which will it be?” She held up the large pearl clip-ons. Don blushed deeply and held out his hand for the clip-ons. “That’s OK, honey. Here, allow me to help you. Remember, the very first time I see either one of these off of your ear lobes, we go to the closest jewelry store, and get your ears pierced,” she said Tami clipped one of the large earrings on each of his ears. The barrettes held his growing hair back off of his ears, so the large pearls clearly showed for all to see. 

“Now that we have that settled, maybe we can get some work done around here. Are you ready to take my letter? We’ve wasted a lot of time here with getting you up to dress code for your new position. You are looking more and more like a receptionist and secretary. Let’s see how well you’ve learned your new roll and how well you can do your job,” she stated. 

“Yes Ma’am, I’m ready,” he answered and began taking her letter short hand, as he’d learned recently in the Temp pool. It was a long legal brief and took almost an hour. By the time he left Ms Green’s office to start typing it out, the earrings were already becoming both tighter and heavier and causing him more and more discomfort. They were beginning to pinch his ears more as the day wore on. They were also annoying in that he’d never had anything like them attached to his ears before. So every time he looked up or turned his head, the heavy earrings pulled and moved, reminding him all over again about his embarrassing situation. As if the pain he was experiencing wasn’t reminder enough. 
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Then the day got even worse. First, Don asked if he might please remove the earrings while going to lunch in the cafeteria with others from the temp pool. Ms Green told him, “No way. You wear those clothes, you wear the earrings too!” she said, leaving little doubt she was serious. 

“But Ms Green, it would be so embarrassing to have people looking at me, like this,” he complained, pointing to the barrettes and earrings. “Oh my goodness, you’re kidding, right? Are you telling me that you don’t think everyone in this building already knows about you, honey? You don’t mind wearing all women’s clothing and lingerie. You don’t believe people notice that, yet you’ll be embarrassed to wear barrettes and earrings? That’s really quite funny, dear girl. No Donna, no compromise. The earrings stay as long as the clothes do. If you don’t want to wear the earrings it’s quite simple—start dressing like the man you’re supposed to be!” she said with authority. 

God, he realized more and more just how screwed he really was now. Everything always came back to Angie forcing him to dress like a girl and he couldn’t even use this truth as an excuse. He wished he were dead. Even that would be better than Angie’s promised threats. It still burned in his mind that she would have him sold into slavery in Africa if he turned on her and didn’t follow her orders to the letter. So there really was no choice. Plus it seemed that others were taking advantage of his situation and he couldn’t even fight back. He’d have to swallow his pride and do as his other bosses said as well. 

Don quickly got his food and found an empty corner in the courtyard to eat alone. He managed to avoid anyone he knew. 

Then after lunch, he soon realized it was all for nothing. Ms Green had him running back and forth to every department in the entire company, all afternoon. 

She made sure he had to see or talk to every person that worked there before day’s end. Every employee of C & G Inc. saw him or heard about him before the day was over. Plus, Ms Green kept him mincing throughout the entire building all day, all fifteen stories worth. His poor legs and feet were absolutely killing him by the time to go home. 

Angie greeted him back at the temp pool. She noticed the poor dear walking very gingerly; his face looked as though he was racked with pain. “Are you OK

Donnie?” Angie asked. 

“NO! You name it, and it hurts like hell. My feet and legs are killing me, my ears feel like they are on fire from the pain of these damned earrings. Can we please just go home now, Angie?” he pleaded. “Excuse me? Look here, little missy, just because you’re tired and run down, that’s no cause to completely forget your professional etiquette!” she scolded him. “I’m truly sorry Ms Dunn, please forgive me. It’s just I’ve never been so miserable in my whole entire life. I wasn’t thinking clearly, Ma’am!” he said. 

“That’s better now. I’ll let it pass just this one time. I know that you’ve been through a lot all at once here lately and I know that you’ve never really had to work as hard as you have and at the same time have to learn so many new things all at once. But don’t put me to the test a second time,” she said. “Why are you Page - 31
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wearing earrings to start with, Donnie? I didn’t think that your macho mentality would allow you to accessorize in such an obviously feminine way,” she said. (She knew full well what had happened, as it had been all set up and planned exactly this way.)

“Ang, I mean Ms Dunn, you know I didn’t ask for these God-awful things. Ms Green insisted I wear them and was very adamant about it. She said if I was going to dress in feminine clothing and act like a working girl, then I might just as well start looking more like one, too! Please Ms Dunn, I’m begging you. Please don’t make me dress like this any more. I’ll do what ever you want me to. You already know that. I’m scared to death. I promise I won’t cross you or let you down but this is just way too much. I’m the laughing stock of the whole building. If you make me continue to wear these clothes, I just know Ms Green is only going to make it worse and worse everyday. She told me I’d either have to get my ears pieced or wear these big heavy monsters all the time, if I’m dressed this way,” he whined. 

“Well, you’d better decide then, honey, because I’ve already disposed of all your old clothes. I believe you look  much  better in the clothing you’re now wearing,” she said. 

“Ms Dunn, Ma’am, if you could only see your way to let me go, I promise I’ll disappear and you’ll never see or hear from me again,” he pleaded. 

“Why Donnie Honey, I don’t want you to go away! You’re cute, you’re just the right size, I happen to truly care about you. Best of all, you’re already mine! I have put a lot of planning and effort into our relationship!” she said. He looked over at her with raised eye brows. “What? You didn’t think that our meeting was just by chance, did you? OH, that’s so sweet! No honey, I knew you were the one for me the very first day you walked into the office that morning to start your very first day. You were so cocksure and confident on the outside and so weak and insecure on the inside. You thought you were a ladies man, but most of the ladies saw you coming a mile away. Believe me, you were way too obvious! Isn’t it ironic? You wanted so badly to get into my panties and now you’re begging to get out of them! 

Ha ha ha,“ she laughed. 

“You wanted me so very much, right from the first look! Don’t even try to tell me that you didn’t! I saw that look in your eyes the very first moment you laid eyes on me. Then you set out to make contact with me, at every single opportunity. You worked so hard to get me to notice you in different ways. Then, after finally getting your chance to get to know me, you fell madly in love with me. You couldn’t do enough for me, you lusted after this very same body. You couldn’t get enough of me, you spent every waking moment trying to be with me. Now, just because of one tiny little flaw, you can just turn it off completely? NOTHING has changed on me since the day we met. I am the very same person. Look at me, Donnie...these are the same lips you wanted so desperately to kiss, the same arms you wanted to hug you and hold you. The same breasts you couldn’t wait to touch. Men are such hypocrites and pigs. You want women to not only give you oral sex, but you also expect them to love doing it! So, if that’s the case, why are you so appalled at returning the favor?” she asked him. 
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“I don’t know, Angie. I’m so confused about life right now. I honestly don’t know what to think about anything. I mean just look at you! You are one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen in my life. You’re smart and loving and sexy beyond my wildest dreams. Shoot, I knew you were really out of my league. I couldn’t believe you ever gave me a second look, let alone the time of day. But now I find out…well, you know. It’s just not right, or fair, you tricked me. You’re not a real woman at all!” he said very timidly. 

“That’s where you are wrong, Donnie my pet, I’m more woman than any woman you’ve ever known or been with. I just happen to have one little extra part and you, my dear, are going to learn to worship it before this is all said and done!” 

she warned. 

Don was made to prepare dinner again that night, which would become the normal daily routine, except when Angie treated him as a reward and took him out to eat. 

He cried and whined about his legs and feet, not to mention the earrings and the discomfort they were causing on him. A couple of days after Ms Green gave them to him, he finally broke down and begged her for relief. She told him, “You only have the two choices, Donna honey, that I gave you to start with.” 

“Yes Ma’am, but these are causing sores on my ears,” he whined. “So, Donna dear, what do you want me to do?” she asked him. “Please Ma’am, I need to take these off, at least for a while,” he said meekly. 

“Well, I told you what your other option was. You’re going to have to ask me, if that’s what you’re sure you want,” she told him, with a big grin. 

“Oh, all right then. Can I get the dumb pierced ones put in then?” he asked out of frustration. 

NO, you most certainly cannot with that attitude, little Missy. You can just wear the pretty clip-ons you are now wearing. I won’t take that type of attitude from any employee, let alone some new hire from the temp pool!” she scolded and walked away. 

Don tried several times during the remainder of the day to apologize to her, each time pleading, “Please Ms Green, may I get my ears pierced, Ma’am?” only to be denied. 

Finally, late in the afternoon, he tried one more time. “Ms Green, I’m truly sorry. I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful. Would you please take me and get my ears pierced, so they match my working outfits? I’d really be grateful, Ma’am,” he pleaded. 

“Well, that’s more like it, Donna! Are you sure that’s what you really want?” 

she grinned. 

He couldn’t believe he was about to say yes, but, he simply couldn’t take the pain and soreness the huge clip-ons were causing him. Dear God, were had his pride and self-respect gone? He should be trying his damnedest to escape and flee to the far ends of this world! But in his heart, he knew he wouldn’t. Angie had his Page - 33
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money, his I.D. and his credit cards all locked up somewhere in her house. He had nothing but, the feminine clothes on his back, plus Angie had already planted the seed in his mind, telling him, “How do you think a petite, feminine-looking person such as yourself, wearing very feminine looking clothes, make out on the road by himself? Maybe some big strong man would come along and claim you for his own. Wouldn’t that be special? To become some rough and tough he-man’s wife and servant?” she told him, painting a vivid picture in his already frayed and bewildered mind. It scared the hell out of him to think that something so terrible could actually come true. 

“Yes, Ma’am, I’d be very grateful, Ms Green, if we could do this as soon as possible!” he responded. 

“Well, OK then. I think we can help you out. We’re pretty well caught up here for today. I think you and I could slip away and be back by six o’clock!” she offered. 

“Ms Green, Ma’am, may I please make a phone call first to let my girl friend know I’ll be home late? I guess I could catch a bus as she’ll be gone by the time we get back,” he asked. 

“Yes, of course, that’s very thoughtful and considerate of you. As a matter of fact, I’d be happy to just drop you off at home after we are done!” she offered. 

“Thank you very much, Ma’am, that would be wonderful and I’d really appreciate that,” Don said. 

Don called Angie who was expecting the call all day long. Don told her what was going on. “I’m sorry, Angie, please don’t think badly of me. I just can’t concentrate or think for the pain and soreness in my ears. I really need to do this!” he said. 

“OK, honey, if this is what you really want. It’s just that I thought you told me only sissies and gay guys got both ears pierced? Are you now telling me that you are one of these?” she said, trying hard to hold back her laughter. 

“I don’t even know anymore, Angie...I’m sorry, I mean Ms Dunn. I guess maybe I am? I really don’t even care anymore. I just have to do something about the pain in my ears from these terrible clip-ons and the only other choice in to get them pierced,” he said, then added, “Oh yes, I almost forgot. Ms Green has offered to take me now and bring me home after we are finished. Would that be OK?” he asked meekly. 

“I can’t see any reason why not, honey. Let me speak to Tami,” she said. Donnie handed the phone to Ms Green. They spoke to each other for a couple of minutes before Angie told Tami, “Thank you, Tami, you were right. It only took a couple of days.” “Uh huh,” Tami said. “But even I’m surprised. I thought for sure he was tougher than that. I was so sure he’d make it at least a week. I owe you $50.00,” Angie told Tami. 

“Yes dear, thank you. Perhaps we can think of something else, to go double or nothing on? OK, well, Angie honey, I’ll bring Donna home when we’re through getting her pretty ears done up nicely. See you later, honey!” she said and hung up. 
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“Well, are you ready, darling? If so, let’s get going!” she ordered more than asked. 

Don had to work to keep up with Tami as he was still getting used to the high heels on the training shoes that Angie made him wear. He’d found that small steps were all that were possible. Also, he’d began to roll his hips to keep his balance and he was not aware of how that made him look to others, who might be watching as he minced along, looking very feminine in his walk. 

She opened the door for Don on the passenger side. He slid in, trying to hide the small black clutch purse he had in his hand. Angie had given it to him when he complained the slacks she’d given him to wear had no pockets in them. The only thing he had in it was a key to Angie’s home, a company I.D. badge to enter the building with it’s new security system, lunch money for the day and some tis-sues. Then there was a compact, eyebrow pencil, mascara, a tube of red lipstick and some greenish eye shadow. 

Tami smiled at his embarrassment and walked around and got into the driver’s side. 

It only took a couple of minutes to arrive at the mall which was not far from the office. As they entered, a beautiful young lady came walking right over to them. She greeted Ms Green with a big hug and a kiss. “Hello, Aunt Tami, what brings you here today? It’s so nice to see you!” the young lady said. He had a name tag that said “Jennie Green, owner”. 

“Hello, sweetheart. Please meet Donna who works for me, from our temp division. Donna, this is my niece, Jennie. She owns this nice little shop. I brought you some new business. Donna here wants to get her ears pierced today,” she said. 

“He there! Why sure, Aunt Tami, you’ve come to the right place. I’ll get my best girl on it right away, please follow me,” she said. “Aunt Tami, did you say Don or Donna?” she asked. 

“Oh, she’d like to be a Don, but just look at how he comes dressed to work! 

He’s really not very manly-looking that I have been able to detect! I told him, if he wanted to dress in feminine clothes and swish around the offices like a sweet little lady then she might just as well start looking like one. So, here we are and DONNA here wants to get her ears pierced!” Ms Green said, grinning. 

“Is this right, Donna?” Jennie asked Don. He looked up at Ms Green and saw the look on her face. “Yes Ma’am,” he blushed. 

“Well, as I said before, you’ve come to the right place. Please sit here. I’ll get our technician to help you out and make your wishes come true,” Jennie said, pointing to the chair. “Do you have anything special in mind?” Jennie asked. Don looked at Tami again, and Tami offered, “Jennie, show me what you think might make her look good and be fitting for a young lady such as Donna. I’ll pick out something with your help. The poor dear has an awful time trying to make a decision on anything lately.” As she pulled her niece away with her, she started to explain what she had in mind for the new secretary. 
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Soon Kathy the technician came over. “Hello,” she said, causing Don to jump half out of the chair. “Oh my! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I didn’t know you were a jumper!” she smiled at the poor, nervous-looking young lady. 

She put a towel around his neck like a bib and rubbed a numbing cream on each ear lobe. After a couple of minutes had passed, she pinched each ear. “Does this hurt?” she asked. “What?” Don replied. “Good, I’d say you are ready then. 

You won’t feel a thing,” she said. Ms Green had instructed them on what she wanted done. 

Kathy kept all the equipment and earrings behind Don so he couldn’t see what she was about to do to him. She tested the ear one more time. He didn’t flinch a bit. She started by crimping a small loop in gold three-quarters of the way up his left ear. Don didn’t budge. Next, she crimped a slightly bigger loop just below it, followed by three others, each a little larger than the one before until he had five gold hoops in his left ear and the same in the right ear. It took about a half an hour to complete the task. She kept dabbing each new hole with antiseptic and alcohol to prevent any infection. When she finished, Tami Green was standing right in front of Don. “Oh my! Now, that’s really beautiful. What do you think, Donna?” 

she asked, handing him the large hand mirror, watching his eyes almost pop out of his head as they focused on the reflection in the mirror. 

It took awhile before the shock passed and he regained some sense of balance. 

“Oh my God! How many did you do?” he said, almost in a panic. He was shocked and his mind raced with fear. How could he ever explain this to anyone? 

“You look just darling, Donna. Thank Kathy for the great job she has done,” 

Tami ordered him. 

“Thank you,” he heard himself say but was not even aware of saying it. All he could think was, “What in the Hell will I tell my family and friends now? This isn’t something that I’ll be able to hide. How can I even go out in public from now on?” 

Tami walked the dazed young man out of the shop. Don’s mind was spinning a hundred miles an hour, so he wasn’t even aware that Ms Green steered him right through the doors of a beauty salon. The smell of lotions, hair spray, setting solutions and perm solutions woke him from deep thoughts. “What the hell are you doing to me now?” he said before he realized what he was saying. 

Tame slapped his face hard. “I warned you once today! Who do you think you are talking to? I take all this time out of my busy schedule to help you out and make it possible for you to fit in better, not to mention spare you from all the pain you say that you have been having from wearing your new earrings, which by the way are your accessories that complete your new work apparel. How do you thank me for this kindness? With nothing but bitching, whining and complaining. Well, I’m at the end of my patience. One more word out of you and I can assure you, you will regret it for a very long time to come, Missy!” she warned. 

The slap was firm and connected square on the cheek, but it didn’t hurt nearly as bad as it hurt his pride and it embarrassed him in front of several customers and people working in the busy salon. Never in his life had he ever felt so humiliated or small. 
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A heavyset lady looked over and said, “Good for you sister. These young girls today! It’s as if they have never heard of hard work, respect for elders, or manners when out in public. It’s no wonder the world is out of control when all our young ladies run around wanting to look and act like roughneck boys. It’s way past time that the adults take back control and get our young women to regain elegance, grace and a feminine aura about them. We women know that we are the stronger sex and we are the ones who control this world, but we don’t have to go around acting crude and boorish like dirty old men. We are to set the standard, for a softer, more gentle and civilized society. 

“If more women in this world would follow your lead, our world would be a much safer and wonderful place in which to live!” she said, and clapped her hands in approval. 

“Why, thank you. We just can’t give them enough and they give us so much grief in return for trying to make them be more than they are,” Tami said to her. 

“May I help you, Ma’am?” one of the receptionist asked. “Yes dear, I’m Ms Green. I had an appointment for 4:30 for Donna Samuels,” she said, smiling. 

“Yes Ms Green, right this way. We are expecting Donna. Right this way, please. 

We have Tina lined up and waiting for Donna now. She’s back there in the corner! 

Donna honey, step behind the screen, remove your blouse and put on one of the smocks hanging there, then have a seat in the big comfortable styling chair. Ms Green, Tina will be right with you. You mentioned that you had special instructions for her about what you want for Donna’s style and color,” she told them. 

“Yes dear, that will be just fine,” Tami responded. 

Don looked up with pleading eyes. But, as soon as he saw Ms Green narrow hers in a warning squint, he quickly did as he’d been instructed to do. 

Tina quickly put a cape around his neck and leaned him back over the big sink. Next, she adjusted the water temperature before wetting his now almost shoulder-length hair. Tina shampooed and conditioned his hair before rinsing it out a couple of times. Then she sat him up and combed his hair straight down all over his head, starting from a part down the middle of his head. She then carefully combed the front straight down over his eyes. He was still almost shaking with fear and a mix of anger, over all that had happened to him in a whirlwind of life-changing events. 

He couldn’t see what they were doing, but, had a very good idea of what they were up to. Suddenly, he felt the cold steel edge of the scissors run against the skin of his forehead. Clip Clip. Tina cut the front into perfect bangs that covered his forehead right to his eye brows. Next, she brushed out the sides and back and trimmed them to the same length all around his head. Then she took a hand drier and began to blow-dry his newly-shaped and femininely-styled hairdo! She curled all the ends under and in. As it dried, the conditioners she’d used when rinsing made his hair appear fuller and richer and shiny. After this, Tina took up a steam curling iron and curled his new bangs under, then continued to touch up the ends, again curling them under also. She took a plastic headband with comb-like fingers on one side and slipped it onto Donna’s head and moved it back. This Page - 37
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pulled the hair back and let it all down just behind each ear. She again brushed and blended the hair neatly and once more curled it under. This left his new multiple-ringed and pierced ears exposed completely for all to see. Before she turned his chair towards the mirror for him to see, she painfully plucked several hairs from his rather thick eyebrows. This really changed his facial features and overall look dramatically. He could no longer be mistaken for a male. Even without makeup, he looked totally and completely soft and feminine in every respect. 

Ms. Green tipped Tina heavily. “You are unbelievably talented, Tina honey. 

What an improvement! Donna will truly fit in now. No one will make the mistake of calling her a him. She totally looks the part of a receptionist and secretary now. 

Just a little make up and we’ll be beating all the office wolves off of her,” She said and this time, she meant every word of it. 

Poor Don was speechless, as his eyes slowly focused on the image in the mirror. “Can this be even remotely possible?” he thought. “Dear God in Heaven, what will they do next?” Big tears formed in his eyes as he thought of his parents, his brother and the few friends he had. ‘Oh God! David, my super jock brother! Well, to be fair, nothing they have done to this point is permanent. The holes will even-tually grow over and I can easily cut my hair off. I just have to figure an escape somehow and disappear until it all blows over and Angie forgets about me and moves on to some other poor guy.” His mind continued to search for answers. 

“Donna!” Tami Green said, shaking him from his thoughts. “Donna, hold still, dear. You must learn to take better care of your skin, honey. Look at your pretty lips. They are all dry and chapped. Let me put a little chapstick on them for you.” 

She rubbed her finger into the small round container, then rubbed the finger evenly across Don’s full, pouty-looking lips, coating them with what he assumed was chapstick. The creamy contents of the container was actually a new type of non-fade, penetrating lip color. She showed him how to mash his lips together and rub them back and forth to spread the “chapstick” around evenly. This left his very full, pouty lips shining in a pretty rich red, which would be almost permanent. 

“OK, all set. Let’s get you home or Angie will start thinking I’ve run off with you. And the way you look now, I’m almost tempted to do just that!” Tami said and lead Don out of the salon and through the mall court. She couldn’t help noticing all the looks from the men, young and old, as they walked out. 

Don’s mind simply couldn’t keep up with all that was happening to him and around him. Tami lead him like a child with his mother who couldn’t comprehend his situation. Things were happening so fast and furiously. Don could only stare out of the car windows on the drive home. He tried desperately to come up with a plan. Nothing came to mind or made sense as something that could actually work. 

Angie had planned well and seemed to be a step ahead of him in everything he thought up. Every time he started to think he could take the heat if she were to actually expose herself and him, he remembered the pictures she had somehow gotten of Don with her cock in his mouth and up his behind. And even if he could live through the indignities and the embarrassment of exposure, she’d managed to get all of his savings, I.D., credit cards, drivers license , the keys to his car and Page - 38
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every personal piece of important documentation that proved who Don Samuels was. There was nothing that he could do to reverse any of this at this time. (Or at least she had him truly believing this.) Soon they pulled into Angie’s drive. Angie met them at the door. She’d prepared herself for his return but even she didn’t think he could look this good in just one visit to the salon She was taken completely by surprise by the young lady standing at her front door, looking for all the world like a beautiful woman. Donna truly looked like a DONNA now. Her hair was perfectly feminine, her arched and thinned brows changed her face completely. The multiple ear piercings were very hip and feminine-looking. “Oh My God! Even a little touch of makeup! Donna honey, you look good enough to eat. You are so pretty…no, let me rephrase that. 

You are Beautiful, with a capital B. Better than I could have ever imagined. Did you thank Tami for treating you to all this special attention? I mean this goes way beyond the call of duty. She must really care about you to have done all this for you...and at the company’s expense, I understand?” Angie told him. 

“Thank you, Ms Green, it was kind of you to spend your time and money to help me to fit in better at work and I appreciate it,” He lied like never before in his life. He really wanted her to leave so he could go to his room and cry his heart out. 

“You are totally welcome, honey. It has been my pleasure and I know that you’ll continue to work hard and learn to keep yourself looking your very best at all times. It’s always nice to help someone find their true self and learn to improve their own image and confidence and self-worth. Sometimes we just need a little nudge to come out of our shell. I’ll continue to enjoy watching your transformation into a really good receptionist/secretary, both mentally and physically. You just keep up the good work and you are going to make it big with C & G. Inc. You might even make it to a personal or private secretary someday. Wouldn’t that be exciting and rewarding to serve directly for one of the big-shot VP’s? You get to travel with them, and serve them personally in every capacity. Taking complete care of their every need, and do all kinds of neat things,” she told him. 

Angie had planned for their late arrival home and had dinner ready. Ms Green stayed for dinner and she and Angie talked and laughed about work and other things Donna didn’t know much about. 

After dinner, Don was ordered to clean up the mess and bring Angie and Tami coffee in the living room. After this, Angie told Don she could finally go take a hot oil bath and get ready for bed. This was the brightest part of his whole day so far. 

He was physically and mentally exhausted from this long and traumatic day. Don excused himself and went off to do as ordered. The brightness faded quickly as he started the water in the tub and undressed. He stepped in front of the mirror to look at himself and see the damage. He couldn’t believe his deep red lips. “I should have known better! Yeah, ‘chapped lips,’ she said,” he thought to himself. 

He didn’t get too bent out of shape until he took the jar of cold cream and begin to remove the make up, especially the lipstick. He became near panicky as he rubbed and rubbed and put on more and more of the cold cream, which he knew was made to remove make up. His deep red lips didn’t change color even the slightest. They looked as though he’d just applied a new and fresh coat. His mind Page - 39
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raced. “What do I do

now?” he said, loud

enough for the two ladies

to hear. He wasn’t sure, 

but, he thought he could

hear them laughing. 
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Part III

It seemed as though he’d just gotten to sleep when the annoying sound of the alarm was buzzing in his ear. It only took pulling the covers down to remember the disturbing events of yesterday! The first thought after his consciousness began to return was the pain in his ears. He’d been laying on one of them. He reached his hand up to feel the source of discomfort and as he pulled it back down and looked at his hand, he almost jumped out of bed. At first look he thought his ear was bleeding. Then he remembered. Ms Green, bless her heart, had had them put permanent extensions on his finger nails and had them painted bright shiny red, to match his pedicure and red toe nails yesterday when he was being thoroughly humiliated at the Salon. As he swung his legs out of the bed, those very same bright red toes shined in the morning sunlight. 

He slipped on his robe and high-heeled mules, as he’d been trained to do each and every morning. It was automatic for him now. He minced his way into the bathroom and did his morning duties. He sat down to relieve himself as he’d been programmed to do. 

Next, Donnie, as he did each and every morning, went into the kitchen and got the morning coffee going. Just about the time it was ready, Angie walked in. She said good morning and gave him a kiss as she walked to the table and waited for Donnie to bring her morning coffee. 

Angie always made up the special breakfast drink the night before. Donnie just had to get it out, pour it into the blender and mix it up good. (Never knowing what it’s true contents were.) He then poured the special formula into two tall glasses, one glass for Angie and the other for himself. Now, after some 6 weeks on the special formula, Angie thought she was beginning to see some evidence of physical changes on Donnie’s body. Because the changes were so gradual, Donnie wasn’t as aware of them as other people were. His skin was now much softer and more clear. His hips and buns were rounder and more defined. His waist was at least a couple of inches smaller and his breasts were beginning to become little hard Page - 41
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pointed mounds you could see as they made his tops tent out just slightly. They were becoming fuller and firmer daily and the circle around the nipple, even he noticed, was getting larger and darker with each passing day. 

He’d been learning over the past several weeks to apply his own makeup. Ms Green pushed him along on this issue, shortly after the pierced ears and hair styling ordeal. She told him he needed to complete the illusion, as he looked so ultra-feminine in every other manner possible. Makeup was just the next natural step to take to make him look like the receptionist/secretary he had become! 

Donnie really didn’t fight her on this issue at all, after seeing himself before and after his first make over. He actually thought the makeup hid his true identity. He looked more like every other girl in the Temp pool which he felt would make him not as easy to pick out and make fun of. Actually, he really looked better than 80% of the other women in the Temp division. He worked harder on his personal care than any of them. He wanted to look perfect at all times. Slowly, it turned into a matter of pride. He worked on every aspect of his personal appear-ance like a woman possessed. Not a hair was out of place, his makeup always complimented and highlighted his best features. Those wonderful full lips and mysterious dark eyes! His short turned-up nose and soft rounded chin. He learned how to make his cheek bones look higher using a blusher and several trips to the salon had made his now over-the-shoulder-length dark brown hair look soft, full and shiny. His prefect bangs covered his forehead. Most days, he brushed his hair back, then carefully brushed each side to the back, joined each side together high on the back of his head with a leather barrette with a long straight pin, then let it cascade down his neck. This left his ears and the pretty multiple hoops clearly visible. He’d come to think they really looked cool. 

His clothing selection was also growing daily. Angie picked out most of his fashions up to this point. She was beginning to test Donna’s ability to pick out her own clothes lately, to see if she had learned which outfits suited her changing shape and style, to best compliment her features. 

Donna had all but given up on ever being able to return to being Don again. 

One night she found all of Don’s I.D.’s, credit cards, drivers license, even his birth certificate and social security card, all cut up into tiny little pieces. Beside them he found a new Company I.D. with picture. There was a new SS card and a new birth certificate, as well as a new driver’s license. They each said the same thing:

“Donna Elaine Samson”. They had even changed his last name as well! More hope of ever being able to return to any form of life as he’d known it died. 

After work one night, Angie took Donna to the DMV to renew his drivers license as the new fake one was about to expire. 

Having a friend who worked there made it easy to switch everything in the main computer at the DMV. They left there with a new valid driver’s license in Donna E. Samson’s name, complete with a new current picture. 

Donna was now adjusting quite well at work. She worked hard and applied herself to all of the menial tasks they assigned her to. She quit complaining and just did each of the tasks quickly and as well as she could. She treated each task Page - 42
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as though it were the most important job in the whole wide world. She did every job better then anyone needed or expected. She found ways to save money, cut time off the job, make the tasks easier and gave all the credit to whomever she was assigned to. After a while, everyone was asking for Donna Samson from the temp pool. She was earning a good reputation. Angie was still training her at home. She’d become a wonderful lover. Angie’s prediction came true as Donna did, in fact, learn to love Angie’s extra part (her big cock) completely. She learned to service Angie, better than Angie had ever hoped for, including making love to her cock, not just licking or sucking on it. Donna was very good at orally pleasing Angie. She could now take her fully into her mouth and deep in her throat without choking or gagging and she could also receive her in her backside. It seemed they were finally a real couple. 

Then one night, Angie told Donna they were going out. They dressed up to the nines and looked beautiful, in new dresses and shoes. They stopped for a nice dinner, then went to a club. After only minutes at their table, a good-looking young man walked over and asked Donna to dance. Before she could refuse him, Angie accepted for her and insisted she go dance with him. 

Nervous and shaking, she was led onto the dance floor, hand in hand with the handsome young man. A slow song was playing as he took Donna’s right hand in his left and put his right hand around her small waist, pulled her in very close and began to glide her around the dance floor, as though her feet were not even touching the ground. He was a very good dancer and they seemed to almost float around the room. After a while he pulled his head back slightly to look into Donna’s face. “My name is Michael, Michael Simons. You are a very beautiful woman and a great dancer!” he said. “Thank you!” Donna replied. 

“May I ask your name?” Michael said. “Sure…I’m sorry, Donna. Donna Samuels. Whoops, I mean Samson!” she said. Michael looked at her kind of funny for a minute. When she noticed this, she blushed and tried to cover up with, “I’m sorry, Michael, I really do know my own name. I was so enjoying your dancing, my mind drifted back to the last time I enjoyed a dance this much. It was at a cous-in’s wedding a couple of years ago. Her name was Diane Samuels,” she lied, blushing even more. 

Michael seemed to buy it though and they continued to dance. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Donna Samson! Are you from around this area, I hope?” Mike asked, smiling. “Yes, I am. Born and raised. Now I work and live right here in Titusville,” 

Donna told him. 

They danced two more songs and Mike took her back to her table. Once there, he asked Angie, “Would you ladies mind if my friend and I joined you for a drink?” 

Michael asked with a pleasant grin. 

Angie answered, “That depends on who your friend is.” “He’s my best friend and business partner. Not only is he good-looking but he is one of the nicest guys I know. I promise you if you don’t think he’s the greatest, you just nod your head at me and I’ll make an excuse and we will both leave,” he promised. 
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“In that case, I’ll take you at your word. I don’t think a drink can be that hard to deal with. Sure, go a bring what’s-his-name on over. I’ll let you know if your and my idea of good looking and a nice guy are alike. I like your style, I’ll have to say that for you.” Angie returned his smile. 

“Great, his name is David, I’ll get him and be right back!” Michael said excit-edly and was off like a shot. In only moments, Mike and his friend David were ap-proaching the table. 

“Ladies, please meet my friend David. David, meat Angie Dunn, is it?” he said looking directly at Angie for conformation. “Yes,” Angie replied, smiling, pleased with Mike’s very handsome friend. “And Dave, my new friend, Donna Samson,” 

Mike said proudly. 

“Hello Donna,” Dave said, putting his hand out to shake hers. Donna reached out and took his hand. As she looked up into his face, their eyes met. As her mind focused on him, her heart almost stopped. She turned beet red and she felt as though she would faint any second. She turned away to catch her breath. She tried to gain her composure. “Hello, nice to meet you,” she managed to barely get out, then sat back before she lost it. “Dear God in Heaven, this can’t be happening to me!” she thought to herself, her mind racing with a million thoughts at once. 

Sitting across from her was Michael’s friend, David. David Samuels, Donna’s one and only brother. 

David turned to Angie. “Angie, what a pretty name and on an even prettier woman! Angie, I’m David. I’m very glad to meet you. I almost always feel awkward and end up hating myself any time a friend asks me to join him to meet a lady I’ve never met. It usually turns out to be a disaster, But I’m very glad I let Dave talk me into coming over to meet YOU. Would you like to dance, please?” Dave asked. 

“Why, yes Sir. I think I would like that very much, thank you,” Angie said, liking what she saw before her. 

Mike took Donna’s hand and pulled her back onto the dance floor. Donna was almost shaking and Mike sensed it. “Are you alright, Donna? My goodness, you are trembling. Is something wrong?” he asked. 

Donna’s mind was spinning. She wasn’t sure what to say or do. She felt the need to run out of the building. She couldn’t believe her own brother didn’t recognize her. What was she going to do? She just couldn’t allow him to find her out. 

All she could think about was how David hated any guy who wasn’t “all man”. He would just go off on any guy who was soft or feminine, or showed the slightest gay tendencies. She prayed he wouldn’t recognize her. 

“Donna, are you OK?” Mike asked again. She wasn’t sure what to say to him. 

Then without knowing why, she heard herself saying, “Yes, I’m sorry. I just got a chill all of a sudden! Really, I’ll be just fine,” she said. 

Mike pulled her close and enveloped her in his strong arms. He held her tight and moved about the dance floor. After a little while, she quit trembling. As the dance ended, Mike took off his jacket and draped it over Donna’s shoulders, 

“There, maybe that will help?” he said as they returned to their table. “Can I get Page - 44
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you another drink?” Mike offered. “Yes please, a margarita would be great,” she told him. David and Angie stayed on the dance floor and Mike brought back two margaritas, one for Angie and one for Donna. Before Angie and Dave returned to the table, Donna had downed both drinks. Now, two margaritas along with the couple of drinks they had before Mike and Dave got there and Donna was feeling no pain. She’d not had any alcohol in over a year now and these drinks really got to her quickly. 

Angie looked at Donna when they sat back down. She saw right away that Donna was getting blitzed. “Excuse us a moment, gentlemen. We need to go pow-der our noses! Come on Donna, come with me!” she said calmly. Angie held Donna’s arm to steady her as they walked to the ladies room. Once there, she said, 

“OK, sweety, what the Hell is going on? You look like you saw a ghost the moment those guys came over to our table. What’s up? I know you’re not still feeling awkward being Donna. You’ve been living as Donna now for long enough that you have been behaving as though you’d been born Donna! Is it David? What is it about him that’s had you acting weird ever since Michael brought him around tonight? Do you know him from somewhere else?” Angie asked. Donna could only shake her head Yes. “Really? How so? How do you know David and from where?” 

she asked. 

“He’s…he’s…he’s my brother!” Donna finally got out, just barely loud enough for Angie to hear. 

“HE’S YOUR WHAT?” Angie said. You are kidding me, right? Oh my God, this is really too much. What are the chances? Well, tell me Donna, are you absolutely sure?” Angie asked. Donna just looked at her and raised her eyebrows high. “This is just so cool…and he’s really a nice guy. I really liked him right off. He didn’t even have an inkling who you were. See, I’ve been trying to tell you, you don’t have to worry, even your own brother doesn’t recognize you. Here, fix your face up and let’s go back out there. We don’t want them to think we ran off!” Angie said. 

“Angie, please! I can’t do this. Can we get out of here before he figures this all out and recognizes me. God, he’d probably have a complete mind-blowing fit. He hate fags and gays!” Donna pleaded with Angie. 

“Well relax, baby, because we are not either one of those things. Plus, I think he likes me. So he is not going to be paying you a whole lot of attention anyway. 

Looks to me like you are going to have your hands full with Michael. I know I sure like David so far, so fix your face and let’s get back out there.” 

Somehow they managed to get through the night without Donna having a nervous breakdown. The two young men walked them to their car when it came time to leave. Donna’s head was just then beginning to clear up a little bit. Without warning, Mike pulled her close and kissed her long and passionately. The kiss took her completely by surprise, but she suddenly realized her arms were around his strong neck and she was fully returning his kiss. They hugged and squeezed and their tongues began a dancing duel in each other’s mouth. When Mike set her back down on the ground, she was dizzy and short of breath. 
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David also gave Angie a hug and a kiss but, it appeared they were much more in control of their emotions than were Mike and Donna. “Good night Angie and thanks for a nice evening. I’d like to get to know you better. Maybe the four of us could do this again soon?” David said. 

“Yes, we’d like that very much, wouldn’t we Donna?” Angie said, looking to Donna for confirmation. “Yes...sure,” Donna said. David reached out his hand to Donna. “Well, it was really nice meeting you, Donna,” Dave said. She reached out her hand nervously to shake and Dave pulled her to him, bent down and kissed her on the cheek. Mike followed suit and did the same to Angie, then returned to hug Donna again. 

Angie opened her purse and took out a business card. “Here is my number, David. Call me and we can get together again sometime. I think I’d like to get to know you better, too,” she said. 

“Hey that’s great, thank you. I will, you can count on it. Maybe this coming weekend we could get together and do something. Do you two ski? I’ve got a great little cabin up in the mountains. If it’s not too short notice, we, Michael and I, would love to have you join us up there for the whole weekend!” David offered, looking at Angie with hope-filled eyes. 

“I don’t ski,” Donna said, hoping this would get him out of this unbelievable situation. 

Mike jumped right in here. “I’ll teach you. I was an instructor and also a ski patrol aide all last winter. We have some really great hills to learn on, very safe and easy for beginners,” he told her. 

“Well, it sounds great then. I think our schedules can be modified enough to go with you guys this weekend. But what about equipment? Do we need to have our own skis and boots and stuff?” Angie asked, sounding a little excited about the trip. 

“No. If you love it as much as we do, then down the road you may want to buy your own equipment, but for this weekend, I think I have everything we will need right there. My younger brother Don has all his equipment there and he never seems to be around anymore. I haven’t even spoken to him in over a year now. 

Plus we have some other boots, skis, poles, et cetera. You might want to buy a ski outfit to wear as we do not have much of that kind of gear laying around, and I know for a fact my little brother Donnie’s outfits won’t fit either of your beautiful bodies. At least they wouldn’t do them much justice!” he laughed. 

“You know what I mean, don’t you? Like leggings and ski jackets, stocking caps, sun glasses and some good warm socks,” he said. 

The next week flew by. Work was uneventful. Donna was getting better and better all the time at typing, filing, dictation and all the other duties and tasks a good secretary needed to succeed. She was becoming more familiar with all the re-sponsibilities of a topnotch secretary. She began to feel as if secretaries were really the heart and soul of any major business and it was they who really made any successful business run smoothly and function as a well-oiled machine. Not Page - 46
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the loudmouthed egotistical, self-absorbed males who took all the credit for every success and accomplishment the company enjoyed. It was the secretaries or unnoticed female assistants who really did all the hard work to make it all come together and happen. 

Donna’s mind constantly focused on the upcoming weekend. She begged Angie to call and gracefully decline the weekend trip. Her nerves were taxed to their limits. She was terrified of being around her brother David for a whole weekend! She was sure he’d discover her secret and she didn’t even want to think of what he might do! Plus, how in God’s name did Angie think they could keep their secrets from either of these handsome, healthy, and probably horny young men. After all, even though Don never had the greatest degree of success with women he was born and lived as a male until just a year ago. He knew if the woman agreed to go to such a place for the weekend that they were as much as saying, “Come and get it!” He’d been around long enough to know what was on the young men’s minds, and he didn’t want to be on the receiving end of what it was they wanted. He knew that’s all young men thought about. He also knew the reputation his brother had. 

He was a ladies man. So Don was certain that nothing good could come out of this little romantic weekend getaway. 

After work on Wednesday, Angie took Donna to the big mall. She’d called to confirm they did have a ski and spots shop there. The salesman drooled over the two beauties as he helped them pick out the latest fashions in ski clothing. He had them try several items on and model them until they found what Angie felt complimented their bodies and personalities. The outfits were outrageous in price but she was so pleased with the way each of them looked that she went ahead and purchased everything they had on. 

They had just put things away. Donna thought it strange the Angie had her change into something sexy and redo her make up, when there was a knock on the door. Donna answered it and was shocked to see a handsome man she’d never seen before say, “Hello Donna, I’m Tim. I believe Angie is expecting me.” 

Donna tried to cover herself with her arms, but she opened the door wider and said, “Come in, I’ll let Angie know you are here.” 

Angie came in and hugged the stranger. “Hi Tim, thanks for coming by on such short notice. I really appreciate it. Hopefully you will too before the night is over.” 

She smiled. 

“Donna, Tim is an old friend of mine. He has come over to help you learn a little about dating a man. Tim has agreed to help you learn how to orally satisfy a man, so that in the event the situation should arise this coming weekend, you will know not only what to do but have some idea of how to do it well. That way you won’t feel like a complete fool with your date,” Angie said as if she were casually talking about what they were going to have for breakfast in the morning. 

Embarrassed and shocked didn’t begin to cover how Donna felt at this unbelievable news. She was paralyzed to the very spot she stood on. She immediately got big tears in her eyes and fear gripped her mind and body. “Now just relax, I’m Page - 47
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going to be right here with you. And if you’ll only let yourself, this can be very, very exciting and oh so much fun.” 

Donna turned fire engine red. The stranger grinned, then started removing his clothes. In seconds, he stood before her completely naked. Angie took her by the arm and pulled her over to stand nose to chest with Tim. “Start by giving Tim a big hug and a kiss. This will break the ice and should get both of your juices flow-ing a little.” 

Angie walked and talked her through the hole ordeal as though Donna was in a dream and only imagining all of this. Angie told her, step-by-step how to do each little pleasing act. From kissing and nibbling, to licking and sucking and teasing and finally even how to take him into her mouth and down her throat without choking or losing consciousness. “One of the things I want you to always remember is, eye contact. Never, ever, take your eyes off of your lovers eyes. And smile, for goodness sakes. Your lover won’t truly enjoy the act if he thinks that you aren’t. So you had better either learn to love giving head or learn how to fake it so well he  thinks  you love doing it, starting right now. Lick them, take it in your mouth and, as you let it slip out, with your eyes on his, give him a ‘Ummmm,’

then lick and take his balls into your mouth,” she instructed. 

Donna remained numb throughout the lesson, but seemed to function well enough to pass the test, at least as far as Tim was concerned, for he finally let out a loud, ‘Ohhh YES!’ and gave Donna her very first ever mouthful of hot man seed. 

It hit the back of her throat like it had been shot out of a fire hose. She had no warning or time to even think. Reflexes caused her to start swallowing as fast as possible to get air back into her empty lungs. It spilled out her lips and ran down her chin. Without even thinking about it, she licked it up clean. 

“Wow, that was unbelievable for your first time. You’re a real natural at this. 

Somebody is going to be really happy to have you for a friend or lover, my little hottie!” Angie told her. 

Finally the week ended. They took the afternoon off and hurried home to get ready. They’d packed everything the night before. When Donna finally couldn’t take anymore, she cried and asked Angie, “What are we supposed to do if things get out of hand with either of the guys? Romantically, that is?” She meant if they got to the point where the guys wanted SEX. Angie told her how to handle things in a gentle and respectful way. Step by step, she told her just how to handle things. Then she shocked her by telling her to give him oral satisfaction if it got that far and there was no other way out! “They are not going to expect sex on the first date, so just don’t give him the feeling that he can get that far. It’s time you learned to please you lover. That’s exactly why I went to all the trouble of having Tim come over and teach you the art of pleasing, which, I might add, you took to like a fish in water. You were great, so just relax and have fun this weekend.” 

The guys picked them up at 5:00 PM sharp, just like they had agreed to. David was driving his new Cadillac SUV. Donna and Angie locked up while the guys loaded the suitcases in the back. Mike and Donna climbed into the back. Angie Page - 48
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got in the front after David opened the door for her. Donna said a little prayer as they pulled away and the adventure began. 

The drive was about two hours. David made reservations at a really classy restaurant about halfway up to the cabin. They had a couple of drinks followed by a wonderful dinner, before getting back on the road. Donna was much more at ease now with a couple of cocktails to take the edge off. She didn’t object when Mike moved over and put his arm around her. She had a little twinge of jealousy when Angie moved over next to David, and put her head on his shoulder as he slipped his arm around her and pulled her closer. They talked and filled each other in about jobs and lives. Donna had a hard time remembering the make-believe life Angie had made up for her and had several lapses with times and dates unac-counted for. She kept turning the focus back on Michael. She asked question after question and kept him talking about himself as much as possible. 

It turned out Michael and David were business partners and ran a sizable in-vestment firm. They employed some 40 people in all. The strangest thing of all turned out to be that after he finally learned where Angie and Donna worked, he said, “I can’t believe that. We get girls all the time from the temp service at C & G. 

We have ever since we started our business. They always prove to be the very best in the business. We have even hired a couple of them on a permanent basis,” he said. “What do you do there? Do you train temps or what?” he asked. Donna again froze and as she sat there with her mind racing, searching for an answer, she didn’t know what to tell him. Angie jumped in, “Donna works for me. I am the new Supervisor of the temp division. She is one of our most indispensable girls. 

She also works with several other of our department heads. Donna spends time in several different divisions of our company,” Angie said, taking the heat off of her for the time being and somewhat surprising Donna, as she wasn’t used to anyone being so kind to her lately. 

Just then, they reached the cabin; it was now around 8:30 PM. It only took moments to get their things inside, then get a warm fire going in the fireplace and get changed to sit by the fire and enjoy a nice class of Champagne. Each couple cuddled up on the floor in front of the fire. Both of the girls slipped into ski pants and turtleneck sweaters. A couple of drinks and the kissing and petting started again. When suddenly Angie and David got up hand-in-hand and walked out of the room, Angie looked back over her shoulder and softly said, “Good night kids. 

Be good and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” She laughed as she walked away with David. 

Even though a little tipsy from the drinks, Donna felt herself become nervous and frightened about what she knew was surely about to come. She tried to calm herself down. “Michael is a nice guy, he won’t become abusive. I’ll just excuse myself and tell him I need to sleep,” she told herself. 

As soon as David and Angie went into his room and closed the door, Michael took Donna’s hand and pulled her over to the big picture window. “Isn’t this the most beautiful view? Just look at the mountains and the falling snow. It looks like a picture!” he said. He moved around behind her, putting his arms around her, hugging her. He bent his head down and began kissing her neck. She tried to fight Page - 49
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the immediate feelings surging throughout her body. She knew she was close to treading on dangerous ground. Donna was just about to tell him to stop when she felt him softly bite on her earlobe. His hot breath filled her ear, sending chills throughout her whole body. And then her whole body shook, as Michael’s tongue entered her ear. 

Suddenly she forgot everything. She turned, putting her arms around his neck and pulling herself up to meet his lips with her own. They continued to kiss. Each of them was breathing harder and harder and growing more excited by the minute! “Come. let’s go to my room, honey,” Michael said to Donna. “Michael, I like you but I’m not ready to have intercourse this fast in a relationship, if that is what we are entering into. A relationship, that is. We just met and really just barely know each other. That is something I believe is very special and should be saved for love and a permanent commitment between two people. I’m sorry but I just can’t take intercourse lightly!” Donna said. 

“Donna, I really like you too, but, good God, woman, you make me crazy with desire. We’re both healthy normal young adults! What did you think was going to happen coming with a guy to spend the whole weekend in a private mountain re-sort?” he asked. 

“Well, first of all, I thought a really nice sensitive young man asked me to go skiing. I guess I’m still just an old-fashioned naive young lady who still tries to see the best in people!” she said. “OK Donna, I’m sorry. We can take it slower if you’d like. I really do like you and I’m willing to give us a chance. We’ll take some time and get to know each other better!” he said and got up to walk to his room! 

“Hey, where are you going?” she asked. “I thought you just told me you were not ready to go that far?” Mike replied. 

“I said I wouldn’t have intercourse with you yet! Believe me, Michael darling, I enjoyed those hot passionate kisses just as much as you did and I’m every bit as horny as you are now! I didn’t say I wouldn’t try to relieve that growing pressure in your scrotum.” She smiled sexily. “I might just be willing, with the proper per-suasion, to try and satisfy you orally! That is, if you think you might like that sort of thing?” She smiled another sexy seductive smile and gave him a big wink of her eye. 

“Are you teasing me, Donna? That’s not very nice you know. You are, aren’t you? You’re just making fun of me, right?” Mike asked. Donna’s answer was to start undoing his belt buckle. Then his button and zipper were opened and his slacks fell down around his knees. She reached up, getting hold of his underpants and slowly pulled them down to join his slacks, down around his ankles. She then pushed him back onto the couch. Before he could say a word, she knelt before him and begin to kiss his knees, then the insides of his thighs. She moved slowly closer to his manhood. Her eyes fixed on his, as she’d been trained to do. She kissed and flicked her tongue out, teasingly. She reached up with her soft hand and held his cock. Pulling it forward, she leaned over and kissed its head. She licked it, then stopped. She looked up at Mike with a twinkle in her eye, “Do you want me to do this? You never answered, Michael!” she teased him. 
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Mike could barely answer. He simply shook his head yes. “That’s not good enough. Michael, tell me you want me to suck your cock!” Donna said. 

“Yes, yes! Please Donna, suck me. Please such me now!” he begged. And she did, using all of the skills Angie had been teaching her. She did things Mike had never even heard of or even knew you could do with a mouth and tongue! He didn’t last very long. Donna gave him the best blow job he’d ever had or even dreamed about. 

The rest of the weekend was spent skiing and petting. Both Donna and Angie gave their respective men plenty of oral satisfaction and happiness. They sent them home extremely happy men by the end of the weekend, with the two young men promising to call them during the coming week. 

The two guys did call several times over the course of the week They also sent flowers and candy. The guys wanted to get together again that weekend. Angie told them they couldn’t this weekend as they already had plans for Sunday, but if they wanted to, she and Donna could go out to dinner and a dance on Friday night. The guys were all for that and readily agreed. When Friday night came, the two ladies were dressed to perfection and drove to meet them at a club. 

David and Mike were there waiting and they hugged and kissed in a warm greeting as soon as they met. They had a great dinner along with a few drinks and then went dancing the night away! They ended up at Michael’s apartment after that and another round of oral pleasure was given by the girls and happily received by the two young men. 

The next weekend found the four new friends back at the ski slopes, followed by brandy and a warm fire place. Shortly thereafter they went to the guys’ rooms to repeat the weekend they’d enjoyed before. The guys asked if they could return the oral lovemaking but the ladies refused and just kept smiles on the guys’ faces all weekend. 

Then, after 4 weeks of this same wild weekend fantasy, Angie told them they were tied up with family that next weekend. 

Angie had Donna get up early that Saturday morning. They exercised to a tape work out. They showered and Donna cleaned the house, at Angie’s close supervision. Angie noticed, as Donna busied herself with cleaning, that the morning drink formulas were really changing Donna’s figure at last. The changes were big. 

Her hips were wider, her buns were rounded and firm. Her waist was now tiny and her breasts were full and firm and stood proudly erect. Her large nipples clearly showed through the tank top she was wearing to clean house in. 

At noon, Angie had her get dressed and they left for town. “Are we seeing the guys this weekend Angie?” she asked. “No honey, not this week. I have other plans for us this weekend!” she said. Donna recognized the beauty salon that she now visited frequently as they pulled in. They each got the full treatment: wash, rinse, condition and set, pedicures and manicures, a make over, and eyebrow waxing. They were there for almost three hours. They both looked like fashion models as they left. 
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At home, Donna was ordered to prepare a special meal. She asked why? Angie said, “It’s a surprise for your birthday, honey!” Now Donna just assumed that the guys were coming over for a party. 

The meal was well underway when Donna slipped in to shower and get dressed for the evening. She was horny and really looking forward to seeing Michael. She spent extra time and effort on her makeup and clothes. She used the expensive perfume Angie had bought for her and applied it liberally. 

Donna looked absolutely incredible. She was now a beautiful full-figured woman! Any red-blooded male who saw her would be turned on instantly. She could really turn heads and steal hearts when she entered a room. 

She put on a frilly

apron and finished set-

ting the table and put-

ting the final touches on

the meal. She was just

about done when she

heard the knock on the

door. Her heartbeat

quickened. She was hap-

pily anticipating Mi-

chael’s lips on hers

again. She wasn’t sure

where all this would end

up, but at least for now

she had really begun to

like him a lot. She

wished she were a real

woman so she could

have him completely and

she even found herself

daydreaming about be-

coming his wife. She

looked in the mirror and

touched up her shiny red

lips and headed for the

door. 

Angie had already an-

swered the door. As she

came through the

kitchen door and into the

living room her heart lit-

erally stopped for a mo-

ment! There in the living

room with Angie stood

her Father, her Mother
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and, oh Dear God, her brother David. Even Angie was in shock, as she had arranged this special little get-together with Donna’s parents, but even she had no idea David was going to show up with them. It seems they told David they had gotten in touch with Don’s girlfriend and she had invited them over for a surprise birthday dinner. David, having not heard from or seen his little brother in well over a year now, said he’d like to come along if that was OK with them and they couldn’t see why not. Mother actually thought it would be a “wonderful surprise for Donnie,” as she put it. 

Well, he sure as hell did surprise him and Angie too. Donna fainted right there and fell to the floor! David couldn’t believe his eyes as he saw Angie. He was very confused as to why she was here. Innocently, he thought she must have been invited as his date. He rushed to her side, picked her up and carried over to the couch. Angie handed him a wet wash cloth to hold on Donna’s head. 

“Is the poor dear alright?” Mrs. Samuels asked. “Yes. It appears she’ll be just fine, Mother,” Dave replied. 

“Angie, what are you and Donna doing here?” David asked. 

“We were invited to a birthday dinner for my little brother. Do you two know Don?” he asked. 

“Well, yes, you might say that, David!” she answered. 

“Where is Don?” his Father asked. Donna could hear them but he kept his eyes closed, hoping this was a bad dream. Then he heard Angie say, “Why, Mr. Samuels, you are looking at him! This is your former Son Donnie, who is now your daughter Donna!” she said. The color completely drained from David’s face. 

“Very funny, Angie. Donna is a girl. Come on now, the four of us have been dating for over a month and a half now and Mike has told me all about what the two of them have been doing. So where is my brother?” he asked her. 

“Do you want to tell him, Donna honey, or should I? And quit pretending to be asleep. I know that you are listening to every word,” Angie said. 

Don’s Father said, “OK, what’s going on here? I don’t see the humor in this confusing little game, young lady. You’ve had your fun. I have two sons and no daughters and I can assure you both MY boys are all man!” he said, a little annoyed by all of this. 

“Well Sir, it would appear that you are wrong now, wouldn’t it? No disrespect to you, but Donna here is, in fact, your very own flesh and blood child. The fact is, she sure looks like a girl to me!” Angie said, grinning. 

“OK, Angie, what the hell is going on here? Is my brother OK? You are scarring the hell out of my Mother and Father. What do you know about all of this and where is Donnie?” David asked her with worry written all over his face. 

Donna tried to sit up. She looked a little pale still, but even feeling sick to her stomach, she was a picture of complete feminine beauty. Both men, even in their confusion and anger, could barely take their eyes off of the abundant cleavage bulging out of the top of Donna’s tight sweater. Her shapely legs were plainly visi-Page - 53
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ble all the way to the lacy tops of her nylons, where they met the hem of the tight little miniskirt she was wearing. Her bright red toenails showed through the open-toed spiked heels she was wearing and they matched the professionally manicured fingernails. Her perfectly styled hair was pulled back behind her ears, showing off the five hooped earrings in each ear. Her thin, highly-arched eyebrows brought attention to her beautiful dark and mysterious eyes, outlined by a dark eyeliner, both on top and bottom. Her eyes looked larger and the soft mauve eye shadow highlighted with white softened her look and made her eyes simply spar-kle. High cheekbones had been shaded with blush. Finally, her full pouty red lips made you want to hold her and press your lips to her and kiss her long and passionately. 

“OK, it time to end all of this nonsense!” Angie said. She walked over to Donna and saw the panic in her face. She leaned down and said out loud, “OK, Donna, you tell them right now!” Then under her breath so only Donna could hear, she said, “Your choice, honey. Have your Father and brother upset for a little while, or have me break our story to the eleven o’clock news and the front page of tomorrow’s paper. Surely you haven’t forgotten my promise to you. And I still can call my friend and arrange for your one way trip to Africa.” 

Poor Donna’s mind raced wildly. She didn’t know which fate was worse. She knew in her heart this day dad to come sooner or later. But she kept hoping against hope it would come a long way down the road. Finally, she realized she was way too far down this path, both mentally and physically, to turn back now. 

“YES, Daddy, Mother and you too, David…it’s really me, Donnie. I’m so sorry you all had to find out this way! But, believe me, it’s true. I am your former son. Don Samuels!” she said in her new soft feminine voice. 

“NO Fucking Way!” David said in disgust. “Now, wait just a minute. David Samuels, you watch your mouth in front of your Mother!” Mrs. Samuels ordered. 

This was the first sound out of her since walking into the house. She walked over to Donna and looked into her eyes. It was as if she could see into the depths of his soul. All she did was softly squeeze his arm and nod her head knowingly. 

“Mother, surely you are not fooled by this act?” Dave said. 

Then to end all of the doubt and mystery about who she really was, Donna stood and undid the back button and zipper on her tight mini skirt, then pulled it down. She hooked her long red-nailed thumbs into the sides of her panties and pulled them down. Next, she reached in and pulled her now small penis from between her legs. Both the men gasped out loud. They could not believe their own eyes. After what seemed like an hour, Donna turned to face them all and pointed at the bunny-like birthmark just above her penis and below her belly button! 

“HOW COULD YOU, you pervert? How could you do this to your Mother and Father and me, your only brother? You sick homo queer!” David said in disgust. 

“OK, that’s quite enough, David. She is still your flesh and blood and a very good person. As a matter of fact, she is one of the best-liked employees in the entire temp service. Everyone loves her and wants her to work for them. Donna is asked for everyday, she is always in demand by many people who think she is Page - 54
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something really special. She is, without doubt, not only beautiful, but the best damned temp in our whole company. Not to mention what a sweet, loving and caring person she is! As a matter of fact, I promise you, she’s a better human being today than she was a year ago as a male chauvinist pig of a guy, who only cared about himself and used everyone around him to get what ever he wanted,” 

Angie said. 

“Keep out of this Angie, please. This doesn’t concern you. He is a freak, plain and simple. Wait until Mike finds out. Do you think he’s going to still love him when he finds out the truth? No man could really enjoy kissing another man! No matter what you think. Even one who looks like a pretty woman!” David said. 

“Is that right? Are you absolutely positive that you really know what you’re talking about, David honey? You sure seemed to enjoy our weekends together at the ski lodge, kissing and you know what else!” Angie said, somewhat mockingly. 

“Well sure, that’s different, Angie. You are a woman. He is...or should I say was, my brother!” Dave said. 

“See, there you go again. Are you positive you know what you’re talking about? 

Are you sure I’m a woman?” she smiled. 

“Come on, Angie, quit fooling around and trying to protect him. This isn’t funny to me! You and I kissed and I felt your breasts, for God’s sake. You even did…well, you know what, to me, several times over the past month!” he said. 

“And in all that time, did you even once see me or feel me down there?” she smiled, pointing down between her legs! 

“Angie, don’t even tease about this. You...you…you couldn’t be one of those…!” 

He stopped and looked at the big smile on her face. His mind almost exploded. 

“NO! It couldn’t be. NO Way! I would have known!” God damn her, why does she just keep smiling that shit eating grin? “You can’t be! You aren’t?“ he said Angie started nodding her head yes. Then she pulled up the front of her dress and pulled her own silk panties down, exposing herself to all. David’s eyes almost popped right out of his head. He felt sick. Sure enough, there it was: a Big Cock, longer than David’s own. Bigger around then David’s and hairless as a new born baby’s butt. 

Angie looked at David. He stood there shaking, with tears in his eyes. He looked as though he was about to attack. 

Angie quickly spoke up. “Listen up, David, you poor macho jerk, I’m only going to say this once! Two nights ago you actually told me you Loved me! You said it ten times that night! You are looking at the very same person right now. I haven’t changed one bit. How in God’s name can you feel so completely different two days later about me? I haven’t grown horns or two heads. Well, not on my shoulders anyway. I’m fairly sure I looked very nice when you came in tonight. I didn’t exactly hold a gun to your head and make you kiss me over and over and over again these past many weeks. You couldn’t do enough for me! You sent candy and flowers and called me every day for the past month and a half. It just pisses me off to no end! Now. could one tiny little piece of skin and muscle change your mind and Page - 55
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be such a big deal. One tiny little penis made your mind turn to mush? Well, you know what, Mr. Macho? You’ve hurt me and I’m tired of jerks like you. The sad thing is, I really started to love you too. So, you know what? You are going to be my MAN until I say it’s over. Either that or I’ll plaster our little love pictures all over town. The papers, the TV, the news, the Internet. I’ll make it so you can’t show your face or get a minute’s peace without a reporter or tabloid tracking you down, taking your picture and telling your story!” she said triumphantly. 

“Now, you get your macho ass over there and tell your beautiful sister Donna that you’re sorry for breaking her heart and making her cry!” she ordered. 

David didn’t make a move. “Maybe you need a little encouragement?” Angie said, handing him not only pictures of them holding hands or walking arm in arm, kissing, or sitting on the couch kissing and petting. Again, as with Donnie, she’d done her homework, knowing the day would come when she’d need an ace in the hole. She handed him several pictures of him naked with his cock in her moth and his hand holding her big hard cock, both faces clearly visible. He knew these were not real, because he never even knew she had a damned cock until moments ago. But even he thought the pictures looked authentic. So who the hell would believe him if he said they were not? After all, a picture is worth a thousand words, or so they say. 

“You had better do as you have been told, David darling. None of this information needs to ever leave this room. This can all be just our own little family’s secret. IF you cooperate and do as I tell you. Of course, Michael will have to be told. 

But that won’t be a problem, I’m sure under these circumstances he’ll come around just fine and be a part of our little family. After all, he does seem to be head over heels in love with your baby sister Donna! So, are we clear on all of this?” she asked. 

“Father Samuels, this includes you too. I’m sure you don’t want to have to constantly answer why both of your strapping he-man sons live such different life styles. You know the old saying, ‘like father, like son’,” she warned him, smiling. 

“Mother, I can see you still love both of your kids, your daughter as well as your son who loves me, but just can’t make himself say it right now! I apologize only to you! I never wanted to use force to get either of them to be as they are now. But sometimes it takes a firm hand, a kick in the pants, or a strong woman in charge to get people to do the things that are best for best for themselves and those around them!” Angie said. 

“David, I’m still waiting, honey. I told you what to do. This is the last time I’ll tell you, darling. You have sixty seconds to get over there, give your sister a big hug and tell her you’re sorry and you love her just the way she is!” Angie said, holding her watch out for him to see. 

David moved across the room and did as he’d been told. “Now, kiss her and tell her she’s beautiful and you love her just as she is,” Angie ordered. Donna blushed as David, his macho gay-hating brother, bent down, kissed her on the lips and said, “Donna, you really are beautiful and I’m proud that you are my sister!” 
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“Now, that wasn’t so bad. Now you, Daddy Samuels! We might just as well get this over all at once so we can get on with our lives. Because we are going to be one big happy family from now on! Please Dad, give your daughter a hug and a kiss and tell her you love her and accept her just as she is. I know your buddies at the lodge and your golf and bowling buddies would have a field day with all of this juicy information. We’d all be the talk of the town,” Angie warned. 

“OK, young Lady, I get your drift. You don’t have to threaten me. You see, I do love my children. The truth be known, I always thought Don would have been better off a girl. It hurt to watch him spend his life growing up, trying to prove he was a man, when he would have been much better off being the girl he more closely resembled,” Said Dad shocking them all, Mom and David included. 

He walked over and hugged Donna, kissed her and said, “Are you happy like this, honey?” 

“I wasn’t at first, Daddy, but, yes, yes I really think I am. Angie really does seem to know more about what I want and need and love than I ever allowed myself to admit. Even to myself! She really is a good person. She has made me be the best I can be at work and at home. I’ve learned a lot under her guidance and, yes, I like me now. I’m proud of the things I can do well now. I’d also be lying if I said I didn’t like the way it makes me feel when people look at me. Daddy. for the first time in my life I feel pretty and I like that.” Donna said. 

Angie looked over at David and wiggled her finger in a “come here” movement! 

He walked slowly over to her. She held her arms out. He walked into her arms and put his arms around her in return. They pulled apart enough for Angie to look up into his face. Slowly, they came together lip-to-lip, in a wonderfully passionate kiss. As he looked into her face, there was just no way he could help himself, he couldn’t resist those lips. “You can’t help yourself, can you, you big oaf,” she said, then whispered, “be a good boy and, after dinner, when Mom and Dad leave, I’ll be very, very good to my big strong Man. If you know what I mean,” she teased. 

“I brought Mom and Dad with me,” he said. “You play your cards right and I’ll drive you home in the morning, to get your car at Mom and Dad’s. What do you think of that?” she said. David pulled her close and hugged her. “You’re wicked!” 

he grinned at her and kissed her beautiful full cherry red lips again. 

Dinner was just a little bit anticlimactic after this most unbelievable family meeting. Mom and Dad Samuels did drive the Cadillac SUV home after dinner and more talking and getting to know each other. Angie kept her promise to David. 

Dave was absolutely drained by morning. With all the news and first times for new things, another first took place for Dave that night as Angie taught him how to return the favor of giving great head. He couldn’t believe that it really wasn’t such a big deal. It wasn’t much different the sucking your thumb? Deep down, he secretly loved pleasing Angie, after all the times she had pleased him to the ultimate and would not let him please her. 

About noon the next day, Angie told Donna what to wear and it was sexy beyond belief. She knew better than to ask, but, couldn’t resist. “Where are we going dressed like this?” she asked
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“Well honey, first we are going to pick up your brother’s car at Mom and Dad’s house. Then, the three of us are going over to Michael’s house and I have a very strong feeling that you are going to be getting engaged to the man you love today,” 

Angie told her with a big confident smile. 

Now it was Donna’s turn as she couldn’t hide or keep the smile from off of her face. David hugged her and said, “You really look beautiful, sis. Michael is a lucky man.” 
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