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Amanda HawkinsLook What They Done to Me: Seriously, it’s simply beyond belief!
~

To George and Evelyn Crawford, the girl looked curiously familiar.

She bore more than a passing resemblance to Evelyn’s niece on the

one hand—not to mention Evelyn herself—and to George’s younger

sister on the other, although neither of them quite fit the bill. She was

stylishly dressed, which was a bit of an oddity in itself for their small

town, and for some reason she was shocked to the core to see them.

“Oh crap. Uhm, Mom? Dad? Look what they done to me! Those so-

called friends of ours, the neighbors, the townsfolk! A couple hours

ago I was out for a walk when a whole bunch of ‘em up and grabbed

me. I think they must’a got a bad batch of that home brew they sell

down at Hamie’s Pub, or whatever, ‘cause they were outta control.”

The voice was the giveaway—not to mention that she called them

Mom and Dad. She spoke with a somewhat false-sounding raised

pitch in her voice, yet there was no doubt this was their son, Clark.

Only eight months ago, after finishing college and landing a job

with the town’s only accountancy firm, he’d left home and moved

into a tiny apartment. They didn’t see him as often as they’d like.

“You won’t believe what they did,” she cried, gasping for breath.

“They dragged me down to, uh, well—one of those beauty parlors

downtown. Dunno which one, they all look the same to me. They

stripped my clothes off and held me down, and then they got the

ladies there to glue these weird things on me—things that make it

look like I got breasts and a real vajayjay between my legs? They

got this fancy surgical glue that the vet brings in to use on horses

when they get bad cuts and stuff. Horses! Like, that’s not gonna

come off anytime soon, right? They glued these hair extensions

on me too, after dyeing my own hair, and when they were done

they said the extensions were fused on. I mean, c’mon, fusion?

Doesn’t that sound kinda permanent? It freaked me right out.”

Hesitantly, Evelyn touched the girl’s sleeve, noting in passing the

richness of the fabric. “My goodness… Clark? Is that really you?

You were such a slight boy, not much meat on those bones, but

even so… you make such a pretty girl. It—it’s just incredible.”
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“Tell me about it!” The girl drew back, stumbling a little on her four-inch 

stilettos. “They pinned me down in the chair while they shaved my arms 

and legs, and they painted my nails, and they gave me a chemical peel to 

exfoliate my face—or whatever it’s for. And then they pierced my ears 

and gave me this huge makeover—it was awful!”

“Well, you did always have such a lovely complexion, dear.”

“The whole time, all those people, wandering around drunk, talking about 

how ‘gender nonbinary’ types like myself might as well be real women. 

I can’t believe they didn’t trash the place.” She swallowed hard and kept 

going. “They dragged me outta there and over to one of the ladies wear 

shops nearby, and I guess they threatened the owner or maybe they paid 

her a lot of money—who knows? So she and her staff picked out these 

clothes for me, including a bra and panties and stuff like that, and a shoe 

store fitted me out with these fancy heels I’m wearing, and they spritzed 

me with perfume and made me wear this jewelry, and then they pushed 

me out into the street and told me to get going—and keep going, all the 

way back to the big city where so-called ‘women’ like me belong.”

Evelyn stroked the girl’s hair. “I’m so sorry you had to go through all… 

that. It must’ve been terribly frightening.”

“Oh, it was! I was gonna tell you about it, of course. That’s where I was 

going, in fact—straight home, to uhm, tell both of you all about it.”

George scratched his head. “Really? All the way out here, in this park 

clear on the opposite side of town?”

“Well, I didn’t think—” The girl’s eyes darted back and forth, as though 

taking in her surroundings. “Oh, I—I guess I got turned around, while 

being run out of town. Wearing stilettos, right? Whaddya gonna do?” 

She stumbled over to a seat somebody had left out and sat down.

George and Evelyn looked at the girl, unsure of what to say. The girl 

clutched her purse and avoided their gaze. A minute or two later a man 

in a police uniform came striding down the path. “Caroline? Is everything 

okay? What are you—?” He broke off and stared at George and Evelyn.

The girl’s eyes went wide. “Oh—hello again, sir! These are my parents. 

I was just explaining—to them—what happened to me earlier, when the 

townsfolk attacked me and got me all feminized up to look like this.”
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The man looked blank. “Oh… yeah. That was very disturbing.”

The girl—Caroline—turned to George and Evelyn. “You see, on

my way out of town I reported the crime to the police. After that I

wandered out here. I guess he, erm… needed more information?”

The man nodded briskly. “Ahhh, yes! She reported the crime and I

was juuust about to file the report when I realized I needed more

information—about the, uh, criminals.” He stuck his hand out to

George. “Deputy Hasselhoff, sir. Ma’am.” He tipped his hat. “It’s

a pleasure to meet you both.”

Caroline climbed to her feet. “I suppose I should, uhm… go back

to the station now? With you? Is that what I should do, sir?”

“Uh, yeah. Good idea. Then I can file that there report, and then

me and my boys can get on with tracking down those… dastardly

miscreants.” The girl latched onto his arm. “We’ll get to the

bottom of this asap,” he added with another brisk nod. “I’m sure

it’s all just a big misunderstanding. These things often are.”

“Does this sort of thing happen often?” Evelyn asked. “A drunken

mob forces some helpless young man to dress up as a girl? Very

convincingly too. And quite stylish; amazing attention to detail.”

The deputy nodded. “More often than you’d think, ma’am.”

Caroline looked like she might pass out. “They’ve, uh—they’ve

been keeping it quiet, right?” She gazed up at the deputy, who was

nearly a foot taller than her. “So as not to cause a panic, isn’t that

what you told me?”

He looked down at her, half-smiling. “Yes, absolutely. That’s what

I told you.” He turned to George and Evelyn. “I must ask you to

keep this to yourselves. So as not to cause a ‘panic’.”

Evelyn nodded. “Absolutely. I wouldn’t want to cause a ‘panic’.”

“Of course. Anything we can do to help the constabulary.” George

once more shook the deputy’s hand. “Thank you for your efforts,

sir. Please take good care of our… ‘daughter’.”

“On that, you have my word.” With her arm entwined in his, the

deputy led Caroline away down the garden path.

~

George and Evelyn continued their stroll. A few minutes later

George chuckled softly. “Awfully transparent, don’t you think?”

Evelyn suppressed a giggle. “They were, weren’t they? Goodness,

you’d think that if Clark wanted to turn himself into a woman and

marry that nice policeman, he could’ve just said so.”

George sighed. “Too easy, my dear. You know kids these days.

They just have to do everything the hard way.”

She took his arm. “At least now we’ll get grandkids. I was starting

to have my doubts that Clark was wired ‘that way’? But Caroline

seems like a lovely girl. A bit flighty, but nice. And so pretty.” She

peered up at her husband. “The two of them make a lovely couple,

don’t you think? They should be able to adopt.”

“Sure, why not? People are very broad-minded these days.”

She laughed. “Not everyone, dear. Some folks try their darndest to

go the other way. But I know what you mean. It’s not the dark

ages anymore. Most people are more tolerant.”

George took her in his arms. “Don’t worry, Evie. I’m sure the boy

will make a wonderful mother. We raised her right.” He kissed his

wife, they smiled at one another, and then they went home.  


