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Devon’s Transformation

 

By B.C.

 

Gil Davis walked into his favorite restaurant in the small town where he’d lived all his life. He’d been coming there for many years now. He sat down in his usual booth and Judy, the pretty blonde waitress, brought him his normal cup of coffee. Gil noticed a young person sitting a couple of booths away. Gil knew everyone within 50 miles of Coopersville, but he’d never seen this individual before. He wasn’t sure if the kid was a boy or a girl. The person appeared dirty and the clothes were a mess, the kid’s hair was matted and dirty. It even looked as though he or she had been in a fight and came out the loser. The kid reminded Gil of a beaten puppy, cowering down.

“Hey, Judy, what’s up with the young stranger there?” Gil said, shrugging his shoul-ders and nodding in the direction of the poor tattered youth, sitting alone and looking lost and frightened.

“I’m not sure, Gil. Been here most of the night and all morning. Been sitting right there ever since I came on duty this morning at six. Hasn’t said a word … just sits and drinks coffee!” Judy said.

“Do you know if he’s eaten anything? Poor kid, looks like he or she hasn’t eaten, slept or washed in a week.”

When Judy replied that she didn’t believe the child had eaten, Gil walked over and slid into the booth with the young person. The kid started to get up.

“Hey, please, don’t be frightened,” Gil said. “Please wait a minute; I just wanted to ask if you needed any help. I know most everybody around these parts, and I don’t believe that I’ve ever seen you before. My name is Gil Davis. I’d be happy to buy you some break-fast, if you’d let me.”

The kid shook his head no and was obviously embarrassed and started to slide out of the booth to leave.
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Gil said, “Please, don’t go away hungry, whatever the problem is. I’d like to help you. It looks to me like you could use some help and maybe a friend right now. How about it? If you’re too proud to take some help from a stranger, maybe we can work out something? I own a small farm up the road apiece, and I’m always looking for a good hand to help me out around the farm. Plus, my wife owns her own business and is always looking for help too. You see, we don’t have a lot of people in a small town like this. So there aren’t a lot of people needing jobs. Either way, if you’re interested, we could work something out. Maybe room, board and a salary of some kind?”

The youngster looked up and paused as if surveying the situation. Then with great hesitance, the kid sat down again; there was a silent pause.

Gil continued, “Well, I know you must be hungry. You want to get something to eat while you think it over? Breakfast’ll be on me. There’s no obligation either way, but most folks think better on a full stomach than an empty one. You look as if it’s been awhile since you’ve had a good meal.”

The kid nodded.

Gil called Judy over. “Judy, bring our young friend here some eggs, bacon, potatoes, some toast and some juice please. Put it on my bill.”

“How do you like your eggs, honey?” Judy asked. The kid just looked at her and didn’t answer. “Over easy OK, dear?” she asked. The kid nodded approval and Judy disap-peared.

“What’s your name?” Gil asked, but again the kid didn’t answer. “Look, if I’m going to help you, I’ve got to at least know what to call you. You can talk, can’t you?”

Finally, in a low and timid voice just loud enough to hear, the child said “Devon … sir, Devon Nichols. Did you mean what you said about the job? And a place to possibly stay for awhile?”

Devon asked with such a weak voice, Gil still wasn’t sure if the kid was a boy or a girl.

“Yep, I sure did,” Gil said. “We’ll need to get you cleaned up and find out what you are best suited for, maybe farm work, or helping Bea around the house with chores and odd jobs, or maybe even helping out in Bea’s shop? But, I’m sure that you’ll fit in nice to one of the three.” He waited for some sort of acknowledgement from Devon. Not receiving any, he continued, “Hey, one thing I’ve got to ask you though, and I promise it won’t change anything I’ve told you, but, I like to know what I’m dealing with, right up front. You aren’t in any trouble with the law, are you?”

“No… I mean no sir, Mr. Davis, I promise you that. I am not in trouble with the law. I haven’t stolen or hurt anyone and I’ve never done anything to deserve this situation. I just needed to get away from home. I guess I do owe you some kind of an explanation, seeing as how you’re going out of your way to be so kind and are trying to help me out here.

“You see, Mr. Davis, my mother died four years ago when I was 12 years old. My step dad started getting meaner and meaner all the time after that. He made me do all the housework, all the cleaning and cooking and just about everything my Mom used to do for him. Everything but sleep with him, that is. I started getting the idea that would be the
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next thing he was going to start demanding. He’d come home drunk and feeling all down and out, and crying about how much he missed my Mom.

“Then he started hitting me and beating me up if everything wasn’t done to his liking, or ‘just the way your Mom would have done it.’ Finally I couldn’t take any more when he started telling me how much I looked like my Mother; he even started making me wear her clothes. If I didn’t, he’d spank me good and hard until I put them on.

“He started laying out the outfit he wanted me to be wearing when he got home. It ac-tually got to the point where he tried to get me into bed with him. At first he just said it made him feel closer to Mom, if I was there with him, and how we needed to stick to-gether and help each other through all of this. But then he started making all sorts of de-mands. He started getting way too free with his hands on me, and wanting me to let him touch me… in my private places. That’s when I ran away and I’ve been on the run for three weeks now,” Devon said, with tears in his eyes.

Devon wiped his tears on the torn sleeve of his shirt. Very quickly he ate the breakfast that Judy sat before him. He hardly took a breath at he shoveled the food in. Between mouthfuls, he admitted it had been three full days since he’d had anything of substance to eat.

“Devon, I’d like to ask you. Do you think maybe you’ve over reacted about your step dad? Maybe you are just mad or upset with him, and you’ve stretched the truth just a lit-tle. He might be very worried about you right now.”

Devon stared at Gil with hurt in his big blue eyes. He got up from the booth and slowly pulled his shirt off his shoulders, baring part of his back. Then he turned and showed Gil the welts on his back from a whip or belt. “No, Mr. Davis. I didn’t make this up or overre-act. This has been going on now for a couple of years.” A tear formed in Devon’s eye, be-gan to dribble down his cheeks.

“Good God Almighty, son, he did that to you?” Gil said.

“Yes sir, he surely did and several times too. Most times, it would be for nothing at all; either the house was not cleaned right, his food not cooked to his liking, his clothes not washed or not ironed the way he likes them. If I pulled away from him or hid when he came home drunk. Or even if I wasn’t wearing the dress or outfit he’d laid out before he left for work.”

All this left Gil with an ugly mental picture of the poor boy’s stepfather. Imagine that, taking out his pain on Devon.

“Put your shirt back on, son. By God, Devon, Bea and I will help you. I should go and kick his sorry ass for whooping a child like that and doing all those sick things to you, be-cause he lost his wife. Didn’t it ever dawn on him that she was YOUR mother, and that you’d suffered a huge loss too? It sounds like the poor lady was more a servant than a wife.” Gil looked away for a moment, lost in thought. “That’s what I ought to do, just go kick the you-know-what out of him!”

“Oh no… please, Mr. Davis, I don’t want you to do that, it’s just that… well, I just never want to go back there or ever see him again. He never really liked me when Mom DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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was here, so I’ll be fine, as long as I don’t have to ever be with him again.” Devon said, wiping his eyes and not missing a beat with his fork.

“Okay son, I understand. Well, let’s go out to my farm. Bea will get you cleaned up and get you some clean clothes. Like I said before, you can stay with us at the farm for as long as you like. No one will find you out there, so if that bastard is still looking for you, you’ll be safe with us, I promise.”

“Trust me, sir, he’s still out there looking for me, you can count on that. I’ve ducked him twice already in the past week. He’ll continue to hunt me down. He can’t afford to just let me go. I’m like a bonded slave and servant to him, and he’ll have no one to wait on him hand and foot, washing, cooking, cleaning and taking his anger out on!” Devon said with a bit of disgust in his soft voice.

***

“Come on, son, I promise you on my word that no one will hurt you again. You can stay with us as long as you want to. We’ll work out something. You may have to earn your keep, but you won’t be mistreated and you’ll be paid for your work.”

After all he’d been through, Devon was still a little mistrustful of everyone. He hadn’t had anyone treat him with love and kindness since his Mom died. Gil really did have a kind face and nature, plus it wasn’t like he had lots of options right now. He was just go-ing to have to trust somebody to help him, as he had no money, no direction and no place to go. Maybe this would be his first break? He could save some money to get himself started. Gil did mention a salary they would put away for him.

Devon got up, thanked Gil for the food, hoping for the best and feeling somewhat se-cure with the big, kind-hearted man. They drove off.

Gil picked up his cell phone and called Bea. “Hey Bea. Hi honey, can you wait at the house for a bit? I got to talk to you. Yes, it’s important. Let one of your girls open the shop this morning, I need your help.” He listened a moment. “Great. Thanks. Yes, I’ll be home in 15 minutes.”

They pulled into the circle drive in front of the big farmhouse only minutes later. Gil and Devon walked in and Bea met them in the kitchen.

“Bea honey, this here is Devon. He’s going to be staying with us for a while. We met in town this morning. Devon needs a job and a place to stay for a while. We both need help, so I figured we can work something out to help each other.”

“Hello, Devon, is it?” Bea said. Devon nodded his head shyly. “Well, welcome to our home, Devon.”

Bea shook his hand and noticed right away her grip was firmer than his. They all sat at the kitchen table and drank fresh lemonade. Gil filled Bea in on Devon’s situation. She also felt an immediate affection for the poor sweet child; her heart went out to him as Gil told her of the terrible treatment that Devon had been subjected to since his mother passed. Gil asked Devon to remove his shirt to show Bea the proof of his abuse. She was horrified to think a grown man could do this to a child.
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“Come sweetie, the first thing we’re going to do is get you into a hot bath and get you cleaned up, and out of those awful clothes you’ve been wearing for God-only-knows how long,” Bea said.

She led Devon into the large bathroom where she ran some hot water and added some fragrant oils to the water to help remove the smell ground into Devon’s skin. She left the room. Devon, who was still a bit uneasy in this unfamiliar place, was reluctant to undress. Finally the tub was full; he turned the water off, undressed and slipped into the wonderful soothing water.

He sat there ten minutes and was just about to fall asleep, when Bea knocked on the door and came in without waiting for an answer. Devon jumped to cover himself, but there wasn’t much to hide with, only his two hands.

“That’s cute, honey,” she said with a smile. Look, you don’t need to be shy or worried about me, I’ve seen it all. I’m just here to help you with your hair, honey. I’m not inter-ested in naked young boys or girls. Just think of me as your mother or personal maid.”

Bea turned on the shower hose, and wet Devon’s long hair. “Goodness, what a tangled mess. Do you always wear your hair this long?”

“No, Ma’am, I usually keep it long but not this long. My step dad wouldn’t let me get it cut.” Devon blushed and looked away from Bea. “He said that it made me look like my Mom.”

Bea shampooed his hair, scrubbing it back and forth, rinsing it out with the spigot. Fi-nally, she put conditioners in and repeated the process. Next, she carefully washed his back, being especially careful around the welts. She rinsed him off, helped pat him dry, then applied a cooling ointment to his sores. Devon forgot about his nakedness as Bea softly spread the crème over his back. He couldn’t remember ever feeling so good having someone touching him so gently and caringly. Bea put a towel around his hair and twisted it, then flipped it up on top of his head like a turban.

“Here honey, I know these are odd, but, there’s nothing in the whole house even close to fitting you, so until we can get you your own clothing they will have to do.” Bea said, as she handed him a pair of her own silk panties.

Then she gave him a matching cami. He hesitated as he held it up by his fingertips. “Don’t be silly, dear, no one is going to see you wearing these; it’s only temporary.” She pulled it down over his head.

As the silky material slid over his skin, goose bumps the size of marbles ran up and down his body. Bea sat him down, removed the towel from his head and started brushing and blow-drying his silky hair. When she finished, she brushed it all back, gathered it high on the back of his head and put a scrunchy in it to hold it back in a ponytail.

“There, that will do for tonight,” Bea said. “I know that that just has to feel better. I want you to rest for a while now. I’ve made up the guest room for you and that is going to be your room while you’re here with us. You get yourself a little rest now and we’ll all sit down and figure out where we go from here. Like Gil, I want you to know that you’re wel-come here in our home, for as long as you care to stay with us.”
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“Thank you so much, Mrs. Davis. You’re right, it’s been awhile since I’ve felt so clean and comfortable,” Devon said.

“Please honey, call me Bea, that’s what everyone calls me. ‘Mrs. Davis’ makes me sound like an old lady,” she smiled.

Devon entered what was to become his bedroom. It looked like a storybook room of a sweet little princess. Way too feminine for his taste, but much better than the cardboard box he tried to sleep under last night in the old half-fallen-down building outside of town. The bed was one of those canopy beds with ruffles and pillows all over the place. The sheets where so cool and slippery they must be pure silk or something; he thought he would slip right off of them. Devon had never seen anything like it. He crawled in be-tween the sheets and soon his head was spinning with all that had happened. But he was so tired that he was out as soon as his head hit the pillow.

Bea took all of his old clothes and burned them in the trash after writing down his shoe size and the waist size in his tattered pants. She carefully checked on Devon. He was sleeping very soundly, so she drove into town and picked up a few things. Bea and Gil had talked about some of the potential problems that might come up if they tried to keep Devon with them. They both agreed they wanted to help him, and would do whatever it took to save him from the terrible life he had just escaped from.

“We can’t let that S.O.B. get his hands back on Devon ever again, no matter what the cost or what we have to do,” Bea said. “If we go to the law, then he’ll most likely end up in a foster home or something like. Maybe the safest thing would be to disguise him so no one would know who he was? It sure wouldn’t be that hard, because the poor dear looks more like a girl than a boy anyway. Why, with just a little help and coaching, he could pass for a teenaged daughter without any problem at all. I honestly thought that he was a girl when you first brought him into the house today? You should see him right now. The only thing in the house that would fit him was a pair of my panties and a cami.

“When I washed and dried his hair and pulled it up, to get it out of his face, I put a scrunchy in it to hold it back in a pony tail, then fanned it out some. My goodness, he looks just like the daughter I’ve always wanted. I’m not fooling Gil, without any work or makeup or fussing at all, he looks more like a girl than any young lady I’ve seen coming in my salon. We just have to do something. It would be a sin to let that beast of a step dad get his hands on the poor dear again.”

Devon slept almost all day. About 5 PM, he finally woke up. He wasn’t sure where he was or how he’d got into girls’ undies. He sat up to clear the cobwebs out of his head. His mind started to focus; he remembered where he was at, and how Gil had been so kind and caring and brought him home to his and his wife’s home. He literally slid out of the bed. He looked down at his silky cami and panties. Oh God, I can’t go anywhere looking like this, he said to himself. He started looking around the room to see if he could find something to put on. At the end of the bed, on a foot chest, was a small stack of clothes and a note:

Devon,

Here is something you can wear for now. If you need any help at all, call down and I’ll be up to help you. Dinner will be ready around 6:00.”

Bea
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No way, he thought as he held up the items to look them over. He put them back down on the footlocker and started looking in the dresser and closet. He couldn’t find anything to put on, except what Bea had left laying here for him. Finally he opened the door and yelled. “BEA!”

A few minutes later Bea came bounding down the hallway. She knocked. Again not waiting for a reply, she walked in.

“Yes, what is it, honey?” she asked.

“I can’t wear these things,” he said, holding up the feminine items. “Where are my old clothes?”

“Honey, they were so dirty and torn and smelly that I had to burn them in the trash. You can wear these clothes until we get the chance to shop for you. Would you like me to lend you a hand and help you get them on, seeing as how they must seem awkward to you?”

***

“No, no thank you, Mrs…. I mean Bea. I don’t feel very good about wearing these things. Boy, these are pretty embarrassing things for a guy to have to put on.”

“Nonsense, nobody but Gil and I will be seeing you, Honey, and we both fully under-stand the situation. Besides, at this time, I don’t see any other choices. We don’t have any clothes your size lying around, and you’d swim in any of Gil’s clothes as he is about three times your size.”

Bea handed him a pair of shorts. They looked more like a skirt to Devon, with a flap of fabric hanging down the front and rear. They zipped and buttoned on the side. Bea helped him pull them up and zip and button the catches. She noticed that Devon was a little big around the waist. She told him to keep the cami on as it was like a T-shirt to a guy. She then handed him a short, three-quarter sleeved blouse with a rounded collar. The buttons seemed backwards to him; it slid on easily over the silk cami. Next, she gave him some an-kle socks with a lace border around the top and a pair of what looked like brand new la-dies walking shoes; white leather Etonics.

Devon’s feet were already small for a guy, but these shoes were a half-size smaller, a lady's 7. He put the socks on, squeezed his feet into the shoes and tied the laces. The clothes felt very strange, as they felt tight in some places and loose in others. The bottom of the shorts rubbed on his legs both front and back when he walked and it kind of tickled. He liked the way the air would rush up the legs of the loose shorts and cool his crotch. It actually felt kind of exciting, causing a stirring in his panties.

“There you go.” She stood back to look him over from head to foot. “You look very sweet now. Come on and admit it, this wasn’t really so bad now, was it?” she asked, with a knowing smile.

“Well, I guess not, but I wouldn’t want to go out in public dressed this way I can only imagine what I would think of some boy I saw dressed like this.” Devon looked down at his shorts and feet before returning his gaze to her. “Bea, these are really girlish clothes. DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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My God, if I didn’t know me, I’d sure think that I was a girl if I happened to see me on the street someplace.”

Bea pulled him over in front of the mirror on the closet door. He examined himself, his hair, his blouse, and thought, I not only look like a girl, but actually a really cute girl. It was worse than he originally thought, it even caused him to take a double take, as he quickly realized that, with just a dab of makeup, he could pass as a teenage girl just about any-where.

He suddenly felt ashamed of himself for even thinking like this. He’d never thought of himself as a macho, he-man type, but he couldn’t believe that he could now very easily pass as a girl in his class at school, as a pretty teenage young lady. Even worse, he might be one of the best looking girls. Without even realizing it, he was picturing himself with a little makeup, his ears pierced, with a necklace and breasts. Oh dear God, what am I thinking about? He snapped back to the here and now.

His face turned red; Bea didn’t say anything but she noticed his embarrassed look and had a pretty good idea what was going on in his mind. She finally shook him from his daydream. “Well, dinner is just about ready, Honey. If you’ll help me set the table and bring it in, we’ll go have supper. I know that I’m starving, so you must be hungry too, right?” she asked.

“Yes, Bea. I’m suddenly very hungry as well,” he said, looking away, hoping his em-barrassment wasn’t that obvious.

When Gil saw them bringing dinner to the table, he couldn’t believe his eyes. Devon really did look very pretty, now that he was cleaned up and had his tangled and dirty hair washed and combed. The girlish clothes he was wearing left no doubt. If he didn’t know any better, Gil would never have thought that the child had ever been a boy at all. Even the soft way he carried himself and moved about with grace, looked very feminine.

They gathered at the table for their first meal together. Devon again found himself eat-ing everything in front of him. Bea broke the silence that was punctuated by Devon’s munching,

“Devon honey, Gil and I have been talking almost all day about you and your future here with us. Several things must happen fast if we are going to keep you safe from your step dad and the fate you’ve managed to escape from just recently. As we see it you have a few choices.

“One, you can always go back home to your step dad. Honey, please know that Gil and I do believe your story completely, and neither of us feel that this choice would be in your best interest. It’s even possible that the abuse and inhumane treatment could get worse as time goes by.

“Two, we could go to the law for help. But, unless you have a close blood relative will-ing to take you in. they would most likely put you in a foster home or a juvenile home un-til you turn eighteen. And nobody can guarantee that this situation would be any better than the first option. We’ve known people who have taken in foster children and it’s very sad that some of them only do it for the money the state pays them to keep the child. They are mean and nasty to the child and use them as free labor. Once again, I wouldn’t recom-mend this course of action to anyone.
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“Or three, you could stay here with Gil and me. We’d have to come up with a disguise, so that no one would have a clue as to your identity, because if they found out they would take you away in a heartbeat. Plus, they might also come after us for not turning you in, because you are a minor. Do you understand completely what we’re saying?”

“Yes, I think so Bea, but please don’t turn me in. I don’t ever want to go back to that awful man. I’ll do anything to keep from going back to the beatings and abuse, and I don’t want to go to a juvenile home.” He shivered for a moment.

“I’ve heard terrible things can happen to you there. The same with foster homes. I’ve had a couple of friends at school who lived in foster homes and they told horror stories about how they were treated. But, how can we hide me so that no one will be able to iden-tify me?” Devon asked, very alarmed at the thought of leaving here.

Again, Bea pulled him to his feet; she led him over to the mirror on the dining room wall. She just pointed at the reflection in the mirror. “Please meet our daughter… Debra Ann Davis.”

Devon looked into the mirror and again was completely amazed at how girlish he looked. He’d never thought of himself as anything but a guy. And yet here he was, look-ing like a sixteen-year-old girl. Plus, he thought he was really pretty.

Bea interrupted his thoughts. “We know some people who could, for a price that is, get us the legal papers we would need to validate the new you, so that no one would be able to find you out. Like a new birth certificate, a Social Security number, I.D., etc. We’d have all summer to coach you and teach you to act like a girl, but believe me honey, it will not be a difficult change. I’m not trying to be mean, Devon, but surely, in your heart and mind, you must have known that many of your habits and mannerisms are already quite femi-nine.

“I realize that you are in fact a boy, and that you don’t want to become a girl, but once again the choices are limited. Pretend you’re my daughter for awhile, or… I guess that you could just keep on running, hoping that your step dad never catches up to you? But, with no money, no clothes and no place to go or hide, I really think that your best option is staying here with us. I’ll help you change your looks so that not even your best friend would ever recognize you. Then after all of this cools down, and your step dad gives you up for good, if you want to, you’ll be able to resume your old identity and life.

“Here, you won’t be a slave, you can work around the farm or you could work at my beauty salon, whichever you are more suited to. Either way, we will pay you for your work and put the money in an account in your own name so that you can save up for your own future and get a fresh start some day when you’re ready. If you stay though, we’ll both start treating you like you really were our own daughter. Which means that you will have certain responsibilities around the house, in particular, your own room. The differ-ence will be that we’ll treat you with love and respect, you’ll never be beaten in the man-ner that, that, SOB did to you.” She paused, watching Devon’s reaction.

“Well, I realize this is a lot to think about all at once, so if you’d like to think about all this overnight, you go ahead, but the sooner we get started, the safer and better off you’ll be. The sooner we start, the less likely anyone will come around asking questions and pos-sibly figure things out on their own.”
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“You’re right, Bea, I’m not sure I could be a girl. Or that I’d ever want to be one, even pretending. On the other hand, you also made it pretty clear that I don’t have that many options. You and Gil have shown me nothing but kindness and I trust you both. So if act-ing like a girl for a while is all you’re asking me to do, then I believe that that’s what’s best for me right now.

“I don’t need to wait until tomorrow morning. Like you said, the sooner the better. So, I’m ready to start whenever you are. Besides, maybe it won’t be so bad pretending? It will be like Dustin Hoffman or one of those other movie stars, playing a role as a girl or a woman.”

“At least for awhile, honey, it will seem like more than acting as you’ll really become a girl in every way but one. Once you get into your new life on an everyday basis though, you won’t even be aware of the changes you’ve made; it will seem like the most natural thing in the world and you’ll feel as though you were born to be Debbie!” Bea told him with a new thrill in her heart about what was going to happen. She looked over at Gil who nodded back.

“Okay, then as of right this minute, you are Debra Ann. In order for you to get into character, so you don’t get found out or exposed, we must all think of you and refer to you only as Debra or Debbie. You must think like a girl, talk like a girl, walk and act like a girl at all times from this minute on. Because if anyone finds out or thinks that you are not a girl, we could all be in some real trouble, and I mean even legal trouble. Agreed?” Bea asked.

“Yes Ma’am, agreed,” Debbie said. He didn’t want to become a girl, but all of the other alternatives scared the hell out of him even more. Besides, this didn’t seem to be so bad so far, and Gil and Bea really did seem to like him and treated him very kindly.

“Then let’s get started tonight, before anyone comes along and sees you. Come with me, Debra Ann.” Bea said. She took Debbie into the master bath. “Please remove your clothing, Debbie.”

“Are you going to step out first?” Debbie asked.

“Debra honey, listen. I’m not interested in what you do or do not have in those little shorts of yours, I assure you. You’re going to have to get used to my seeing you naked. We have a lot of work to do, if we’re going to make this work. I’m going to have to help you learn a lot about being a girl. Also, because you have so much to learn and are also a little undeveloped, you are going to have to start over again as a 14-year-old girl. I will get all the paper work to verify that fact legally. For now though, just get those clothes off and let’s get started.”

Bea rubbed a depilatory cream all over Debbie, from head to toe. Fifteen minutes later, she told him to step into the tub, adjusted the water, and rinsed off the smelly cream. Deb watched as all of his body hair washed down the drain. Bea then ran the tub full of hot wa-ter, added some fragrant bath oil and had Debbie get in and soak.

After soaking for quite a while, Bea came back in and helped Debbie out of the tub and then showed him how to pat himself dry, rather than just rub himself dry. She dusted him with a fragrant powder and then brought out an odd strap-looking thing which she helped
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Deb slide his penis into. She pulled on it and it got tighter and tighter. Now, he looked flat in the front.

In the bedroom, she helped him into a figure-training corset. He yelped a couple of times as Bea pulled tighter and tighter on the drawstrings. She did it over and over until she pulled his waist in four full inches.

“This will feel strange for awhile, honey, until you get used to it. But you’re going to love what it does for your figure and how your clothes are going to fit. You’ll have to wear this at all times for awhile, except for bathing,” Bea said.

Bea had Debbie step into a new pair of new panties and Debbie noticed right away that they fit a whole lot differently this time. They really fit nicely now. Next, Bea helped Deb into a short nightie and had him sit at the make-up table.

She brushed out Deb’s long hair, combed the front straight down and with a pair of scissors, cut straight across, forming perfect bangs that lay gently down his forehead. She then started rolling a strand of his long hair in big round roller, added a setting gel and pinned it together. It took a while for all the rollers to be put in place. She took Debbie’s hand in her palm and started filing and shaping her fingernails. Then she trimmed and filed his toenails. After Bea was happy with the shape, she applied a bright red nail polish. She told Deb not to move and smear the polish. After it dried, Bea applied a coat of clear hard sealer. Debbie was somewhere in a dream by this time.

***

Bea then came around in front of Debbie and started plucking his eyebrows.

Devon started to pull away. “Do we really have to go to these lengths, Bea?”

“If we don’t, we might just as well stop right here, honey. Remember, I told you that we can’t take any chances, you must be 100% believable or it won’t work and sure as shootin’ someone with recognize your disguise and they’ll take you away!”

The plucking and pulling stung like heck and brought tears to his eyes. Bea kept it up until there were just two narrow arched lines over each eye starting thicker near the nose and tapered to a very thin line towards his temples. Bea added a little eyebrow pencil to darken them just a little. It was getting late so she didn’t do a complete makeover at this time. She did add just a little eyeliner on his upper and lower eyelids, and then she coated Debbie’s full pouty lips with a lip cream with a red dye in it that would remain for several days.

“One more thing for tonight and then we’ll stop,” Bea said. “All 14-year-old girls today have their ears pierced. You’d be a dead give away without them.

“This is a lot all at one time, Bea. Do we have to do this tonight?” Debbie asked.

“Absolutely. Everyone has them done, most when they are little girls. Even many of the boys I see today have their ears pierced at least once, if not double.”

Bea rubbed a little cream on Deb’s ear lobes. After a few minutes, she reached up and pinched his ear lobe. “Does that hurt?” she asked.
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“No, I can’t feel anything,”

Debbie replied.

Bea picked up a needle that

she had sterilized and pushed it

right through the dot she had

made on the ear lobes, first the

right and then the left ear. She

followed by marking a second

dot about a half an inch above

these holes and repeated the pro-

cess, then put small gold studs

into each hole and screwed on

their back clasps. Finally, Bea un-

pinned the hair rollers and

pulled them out. She brushed

Debbie’s hair, pulled each side

back and clipped it in back with

a butterfly clip. She turned Deb-

bie around to look into the mir-

ror. Debbie was completely

speechless.

He couldn’t believe his eyes.

Oh God, the image in the mirror

was beautiful…and HOT! Never

in his life had he ever thought

that he could look so good as he

did right this minute, he was

completely and truly stunned.

Had this been some girl he saw

in the street, he would have

melted at the sight of her. He

was completely turned-on by my

own image. Then suddenly and

[image: ]

even more alarming, he saw the

image of his Mother looking

back at him. My God, I really do look just like her, when dressed this way. Why did I not see this in myself before? This is really freaky, we could be sisters!

“You like?” Bea asked, with a smile. She knew he was shocked at how very pretty and feminine he looked right now. She was also pleased with her very convincing efforts. She had done enough makeovers to know that Debbie was very special, as he had very soft features, with high cheekbones, small nose, and very full lips. The makeup really brought out the girl in him.
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“I…I…I don’t know what to say, Bea,” Debbie said. “I’m almost numb. I can’t believe this is me. I never in a million years thought someone could be made to look so completely different just by adding makeup.”

“Well, let’s go see what Gil thinks.” Bea gave Deb some open-toe slippers.

As Debbie slipped his feet into them, he got a little chill as he saw his bright red toe-nails shining and his matching fingernails. Bea helped him up and wrapped her arm around his waist as they walked to the living room.

Gil stood up as he saw them walk in; his mouth just fell open and nothing came out as he tried to say “Wow!” This just can not be Devon, he immediately thought.

“Gil, it’s not polite to stare, and for goodness sake man, close your mouth,” Bea laughed. “Well I don’t have to ask what you think, do I? It’s written all over your face. Now remember this is our daughter, not one of my students or models.”

“My goodness, child, you’re beautiful!” he stammered. He’d never seen beauty like this. Debbie literally took his breath away. He could not even comprehend that this could be the same person that he’d found in the restaurant this morning, hungry, tired and dirty, with matted hair and torn clothing, looking like a refugee from a horrible war.

Bea interrupted his musings. “Well, it’s late and you’ve had a really big day, Missy. Go over and give Daddy a kiss and I’ll come and tuck you in. Tomorrow young lady, you and I are going shopping.”

Debbie felt very strange and embarrassed, but slowly crossed the room to do as he’d been told. It was as though he was in a fairytale dream. He stood up on his tiptoes and gave Gil a kiss on the cheek. Gil hugged him and said, “Goodnight, sweetie. I’m really glad you’re here with us. Maybe you won’t have to do this for long and I know it must be really humiliating for you to have to pretend to be a girl, but, Dev… whoops, I mean Deb-bie, I got to tell you, I’ve never met anyone on this earth that looks as good as you do right now. So at least from that perspective, you won’t have any trouble carrying this off. I can hardly believe my eyes, it’s hard to even imagine that you were not always a beautiful girl.”

Bea took him into his room. As he got into bed, Bea said, “Here honey, I want you to take this vitamin, and here’s some juice to wash it down. We need to get you healthy again.”

(She gave him one of her hormone pills, as she wanted him to be as feminine as possi-ble so no one would ever recognize him as he once was. She’d always dreamed of having a child of her own, particularly a daughter, and already she was thinking she’d stop at noth-ing to keep from having her taken away from her.) Bea pulled the covers up and gave him a big kiss and hug.

“Good night, sweetie, I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep well and rest assured that no one is ever going to hurt you again.”

Devon, although feeling very different and strange, for the first time in years, did in fact feel safe, warm and secure. With his mind full of this strange new life, he felt comfort too, and dozed off into a deep restful sleep. In his dreams, he saw himself in pretty dresses DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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and skirts and blouses, sexy lingerie, and skimpy swimwear, and finally a beautiful formal gown – a beautiful girl.

Her long flowing hair was shiny and full of curls. Her make-up was done to perfection, her body full and curvaceous. Handsome young men were standing in line to dance with her. Finally the most handsome man in the whole place glided her onto the floor and she floated round and around the room. Then he spun her around and laid her back in a dip. As he pulled her up, his lips sought hers, they met soft and tenderly at first, then he pulled her tighter and the kiss became more passionate. Then just as she was about to explode with desire, Bea shook her awake.

“Hey, sleepy head, time to get up and get started in your new happy life.”

Deb slowly opened his eyes and saw Bea’s smiling face looking down at him. Then he felt his face turn red with embarrassment, as his mind flashed back quickly to the dream he’d been having.

He rubbed his eyes, trying to focus and wake up. As he pulled his hands down, he again noticed his bright red fingernails. He sat up and felt the soft silk nightgown caress his hairless skin. The events of the day before suddenly flooded back into his mind. Gosh, had he made the right decision? Bea and Gil hadn’t forced him to make the choice, right? He remembered that this seemed like the best choice he had for the time being. Well, he’d just have to go along with it for the moment. I sure don’t want to end up with that drunken bum of a step dad, or have to go to a foster home or a juvenile home, that’s for sure. I’ll just have to play along until I figure out a way to escape.

Bea leaned over and kissed him good morning, which kind of took him by surprise. He wasn’t used to all the attention and kindness that Bea and Gil had been giving him. It really felt wonderful and it warmed him all over his body.

“Come sweetie, let’s go down and get some breakfast,” Bea said.

“Okay Bea,” Deb replied, and stretched and yawned, as he stood up and started for the door.

“Whoa there, honey, I think you’d better put a robe on or you’ll be causing quite a stir with that see-through nightie. Here are some slippers too,” Bea said pointing at the floor. “I forgot that you probably haven’t been taught a lot of modesty in your former life style, but you’ll have to learn that young ladies must maintain that at all times. We never know who might pop in and I’m sure you’d be quite embarrassed to walk into the kitchen and find visitors in the house, and you dressed like this.”

He covered himself as quickly as possible. “Sorry, Bea, I guess you’re right, I’m not used to being someone else. I wasn’t even fully awake, let alone aware of how I was dressed,” Deb said, slipping into the robe and tying it closed.

They walked into the kitchen and Debbie was greeted by her new Dad. “Well, good morning Debbie honey, I hope you slept well and were comfortable and warm. Bea says that she’s going to take you shopping, as you have nothing to wear. Then you can just kind of just get used to the place and get familiar with everything around here.”

Debbie ate a light breakfast and took his vitamins. Even knowing why he was being forced into this charade, he was still very self-conscious and embarrassed about looking
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like he did in front of other people. He felt as though there should be another way to get out of this mess. My God, after all, he was a guy, why wasn’t he acting like one? He should have fought for his manhood and not just rolled over and accepted this fate quite so easily. But, instead he accepted this role very quickly, letting someone else make all the decisions for him. How would Gil and Bea have any respect for him? He reached for the milk and couldn’t help but notice right away his bright red shiny fingernails which spar-kled in the bright morning light. He held his hands out and examined his nails more closely. It both thrilled him and made him feel like a weak little sissy at the same time. Again the inner conflict waged a battle in his mind. Bea had been watching him, and noted the confusion and doubt in his eyes.

“Bea, I’m a little bit nervous about all of this. Could we take this just a little bit slower? I don’t know if I want to go into town like this in front of strangers or even people that you and Gil know,” Debbie said shyly.

“Let’s revisit your options, Debbie. I’m sure your step dad would love to have you back. The police would most likely put you in a nice juvenile home where you would live and work until you’re eighteen-years-old, and where the other rough and tough thugs and mean boys would fight you at every turn for your money and food and clothes and just about everything, including sexual favors? Or you can pretend to be a girl and our daugh-ter for a couple of years, where you will be loved and nurtured and cared for, and taught responsibility, etiquette and charm, and manners, so that someday you can have a normal life and pass these values on to your offspring.

You know that we will treat you like our own. I’ve already told you we will set up a trust for you. But it must start today and, it’s all the way or nothing at all, because there’s too much at stake. We don’t want to see you get hurt. Also, we can’t take the chance of get-ting in trouble with the authorities for not turning you over as a minor and a run away. We can only help you if we are sure that you are committed to being our full-time daugh-ter, so that no one ever suspects you are anything else. But, again you must decide now, there can be no letting down.

“It’s important for people in town and around here to see you and know that we have adopted a girl and that you’re living with us. Otherwise there will be all sorts of rumors and doubts about who you are and what we’re up to out here. So, my dear, you are just going to have to begin dealing with the fact that people are going to be seeing you here and in town, as the sweet little lady that you’re becoming. We don’t want to just hide you in a cellar for three years. That would not be any kind of life for you at all.”

Sure enough, the memory of the beatings and unimaginable treatment under his step dad, or the possibility of a juvenile home or foster home scared the hell out of him. He was not experienced enough to know of any other options. The pressure was on to decide right now and… Oh dear God, he just couldn’t think. So he chose the only option he felt he had, the one that offered him a peaceful home and protection and security. “OK. Yes, I do want to be your daughter, Mother,” The poor scared and confused boy said, thinking it was his only real option.

“Then let’s get ready and go get my little girl some decent clothes of her very own. You have a lot to learn and catch up on, honey. Today is the first day of your brand new life! DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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Bea took Debbie back into her bedroom and helped him undress. Then, she took out a tape and started measuring and writing down his sizes. Deb was 5 feet, 6 inches tall and weighed 101 pounds; his measurements were 28-26-28, and his shoe size was a women’s 6 ½. She then found Debbie some clean underclothes and a skirt and blouse she could wear into town to go shopping. Bea brushed Deb’s long sandy brown hair and put it into a pony tail high on the back of his head. She used a hair band and a scrunchy, then fanned her hair out across the back. She was amazed how pretty Deb’s hair was. It appeared so thick and full. With her hair pulled back, you could see clearly her new pierced ears with the four gold studs.

Bea sat Deb down at the vanity and did her makeup to perfection. She explained each item she applied and told her what it was and how to use it herself. She used a brown eye-brow pencil to darken Deb’s eyebrows, then she used a dark eyeliner on the top and bot-tom eyelids, which really made her blue eyes stand out. Then a very light brown almost pinkish eye shadow, blended and tapered lighter to the outside of the eyes. She added a little blusher to highlight the cheeks and finished with a lip pencil to outline his full lips and finally a strawberry lip cream, again with the red dye in it, so that with every applica-tion, his lips would slowly become permanently colored red. The last step was shiny lip-gloss, which made his lips look wet and shiny.

They drove the 18 miles into town. Bea used the driving time to instruct Debbie on how to sit in a car or on a chair, while wearing skirts or dresses. She said, “You must al-ways keep your legs together. Knees touching and hands folded in your lap. Otherwise the young men will be looking up your legs every chance they get. Just talk softly and not try to use a fake high voice. Your voice is really not that deep anyway, so it won’t be any problem at all. Just talk soft and natural, as you already have a feminine sounding voice.”

Bea went on, “Honey, you just need to relax and be yourself. You look sweet and femi-nine and no one will ever know that you are not 100% girl. You look better than most of the young girls that I take care of in my salon already, and they pay me big bucks to make them look great. This trip will also help your self-confidence and self esteem. You just fol-low my lead and everything is going to be just fine. Trust me, I won’t do anything to hurt you or embarrass you. After all, you’re my little girl now!”

“Life sure can take some strange turns. I never in my life dreamed or thought about wearing girls clothes, let alone try to imitate being a girl and living as a girl. My step dad kept making remarks all the time about how I looked like a girl and acted like a girl. He kept telling me I looked like my Mother more each day, but I always thought it was just the booze talking. But really, Bea, all you did was comb my hair and add a little makeup and I have to admit, even I didn’t recognize myself when I first looked in the mirror. So ei-ther you are really good at what you do, or maybe I really was kind of girlish already?” Deb said shyly.

“Well, let’s just say it’s a little bit of both. It’s true, honey, the makeup highlights and brings out those beautiful features in your face, but you already were a very pretty child to start with. It’s just that no one ever helped you to clean and take care of your soft beautiful skin. Being a beautician, I do know a little about bringing out the best of a person’s fea-tures. I’ll tell you this much, if you look anything like your Mother looked, she was a very beautiful lady,” Bea told Debbie, smiling.
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This made Deb blush and smile at the same time. “You are a very kind person, Bea,” Debbie said as they pulled into the big parking lot of the mall.

“Now, Debbie darling, please just relax and enjoy. You look great and we’re going to have fun and get you some much-needed clothing.”

Debbie was still very nervous as they walked into store after store. They bought linge-rie, all silks and laces, nighties and every frilly undergarment possible. Then they bought shorts, blouses, tops, sweaters, skirts, dresses, jumpers, nylons, slips, foundations, shoes, boots, flats and high heels. Deb told Bea that this was more clothes at one time than he had ever had in his whole lifetime.

Next they went to a jewelry store where Bea bought Deb her own ladies watch, a cou-ple of different necklaces, a ring and a bracelet with her name on it: ‘Debra Davis.’ They picked her out a several pairs of earrings for her newly pierced ears. Bea picked out some dangle types and a pair of diamond studs as well. They tried on some gold hoops of al-most 2” in diameter, but Bea knew that only having her ears pierced for a little more than one day, Deb needed to leave the studs in until the holes healed properly.

They stopped and had a nice lunch at a very fancy restaurant and it was a nice change for Debbie. As Devon, he’d never got to go out and eat much at all, let alone in such a fancy place as this was. Their waiter was a young, very attractive boy. He knocked himself out trying to please Debbie. Both she and Bea couldn’t help but notice his obvious at-tempts to impress Debbie. As time passed, Deb was embarrassed at his attempts to flatter her.

She tried with all her might not to let it show but deep in her soul, she was flattered be-yond belief that anyone would go to so much trouble to please and impress her. It was kind of a kick, and she finally gave the young man a big smile and a wink when their eyes met as he cleared the plates away and showed her the desert tray. She blushed deeply when she turned and saw that Bea was watching this flirting between them. Bea actually got a kick out of it.

They got back home and took lots of time, trying on different outfits and putting every-thing away. It was late when they finally put the clothes in drawers or hung them up in the closet. Bea had also bought Debbie her own makeup, creams and cleaners. She took Deb into her own bathroom and showed her how to remove the makeup and use the cleansing cream to soften and care for her skin. Debbie was a little concerned when she noted that the lipstick didn’t seem to come off at all. In fact, her lips were still very red. Also they appeared to be almost swollen as she looked closer into the mirror. Her lips were never this thick or puffy before. “What in the world could be causing this?” she won-dered out loud. Bea just smiled and watched, knowing that the reason for the puffy lips was that the special lip cream she’d given Debbie was laced with a collagen that would penetrate the lips and make them full and puffy looking. Many women in her salon paid big dollars for this treatment, either by the cream or by injections if they wanted fast re-sults.

Gil was in the living room watching TV when they finally came in. Deb walked over to him and kissed him on the cheek. “I want to thank both you and Bea for all the beautiful clothes and the care and kindness you’ve shown me,” she said “You are two very special DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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people to take in a stranger and care that much for him.” She leaned down to hug and kiss him again.

Bea undid her ponytail and started brushing out Deb’s long hair. She brushed over and over until all the tangles were out and it began to shine. Deb just sat there feeling like she’d gone to heaven, as the gentle touching and brushing felt so wonderful. He’d never been treated so kind. He thought, ‘I’m going to do everything I can to repay and make them happy and proud of me. I want so much to please them and return the kindness that they have shown me. I didn’t know that people could really live like this, with tenderness and love and caring.

Finally it was bedtime. After only a couple of days here, Deb already felt much at home with his new family. She got up and hugged Gil goodnight and thanked him again, then kissed him on the cheek, before going over and doing the same to Bea. Bea said, “You are very welcome, honey. Come on, I’ll walk you to your room and tuck you in.”

The next couple of weeks were very full. Bea worked hard at teaching Deb to be more feminine and graceful in her mannerisms and poise. She also worked on her hair and makeup as well as her skin care. The feeling of being a guest in their home ended and Deb was starting to be treated like a regular daughter. She was given chores to do that were ex-pected to be done, and done well. The first couple of weeks they didn’t push too much, as they mostly wanted her to just get used to being Debbie. They just let her feel her way around. When Bea was not giving her one of her feminine training lessons, Deb was usu-ally out riding on the tractor with Gil. They had come to enjoy each other’s company very much. Gil told Debbie that she had to work hard and learn all of her lessons from Bea, or Bea wouldn’t let her ride on the tractor.

In the morning and again in the evenings, Deb put on her bibs and rubber boots and helped feed the animals. They had 14 cows and 22 pigs. Both Gil and Bea were very sur-prised at how fast Debbie could learn. She picked up everything quickly and did all of her lessons and chores completely and very well. She was a wonderful child and hardly ever had to be scolded in any way. She also learned even more about domestic duties in the house. Marie the cook quickly came to love the girl and really liked having her around in the kitchen. She let Deb help her with the baking and cooking, until one night she sur-prised everyone by preparing the whole meal by herself. Marie was quick to inform every one that yes indeed, Miss Debbie did make the whole dinner by herself, with Marie watch-ing over her shoulder.

The days turned into weeks and the weeks turned into months quickly. Bea had started using Debbie at the Salon for a couple of days a week, feeling that it would be good for her to be around women and the softer and more feminine activities for awhile. She had her start shampooing clients’ hair and was learning several of the other jobs in the Salon that other girls had to go to school for and pay big bucks to learn. Things like waxing, manicur-ing and hair coloring, putting in perm rollers and rods and solution. She was learning to style and set clients’ hair as well as do light trims. Plus she also had to do the more mun-dane things such as cleaning up and caring for the equipment.

Bea had kept her busy most of the time, she made sure that Debbie got her special vita-mins every day too. Carla, the beautiful Cosmetologist also began to work with Debbie. She started with the basics and taught her to recognize different skin tones, colors and
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shades. Carla gave her examples and lessons on which colors and shades complimented which skin tones. She also showed her how makeup and colors could bring out the best features in a person’s face and turn the ordinary into something really special and spec-tacular. It took Debbie time to develop these new skills, but both Carla and Bea began to tell Debbie that she had passed them up in her skill level, and even they couldn’t make Debbie more beautiful than she was doing on her own now.

Debbie became more feminine every single day. Her body continued to change, as the hormones that she didn’t even know that she was taking, systematically started her meta-morphosis from head to toe. Her curves continued to develop; she walked and moved with more grace, her gestures and actions were decidedly more feminine. Her skin became more soft and flawless, her waist shrunk to almost nothing from the boned corset she wore everyday.

Now in the eighth week, the mental and physical changes were really starting to show. Debbie didn’t appear to be even remotely aware of any of these changes, as most had taken place slowly, a little at a time. However she did start complaining about her chest being sore and itching a lot lately. She came out one morning in a tank top and shorts and started climbing up on the tractor to ride with Gil. He reached down and took her hand to pull her up and noticed immediately the small protruding mounds on her chest pushing the material out quite substantially. The nipples were erect where the material had been rubbing across them as she moved. Gil pulled her up into the cab of the tractor. He heard her moan just a little.

“What’s wrong, honey, are you alright?” Gil asked.

“Yeah…I guess so. It’s really weird. All of a sudden, I’m kind of sore and swelled up right here,” Deb said, pointing to her chest, turning a little red and embarrassed. Gil had also noticed that her voice was really different lately too, it seemed to be much higher and softer lately. He’d better get hold of Bea and see what’s going on here. He hoped that she wasn’t getting sick from something Bea was giving her.

They went in for lunch and while Deb went in to wash up, Gil told Bea about the things that were happening that morning. Bea had been noticing the small changes but wasn’t completely sure yet. She walked into the bathroom where Deb was just finishing up. “Debbie honey, Gil says you have been having some pain in your chest?” she asked.

Debbie turned around to tell her and Bea couldn’t believe it. Secretly she was very pleased at this sudden change in Deb’s physical appearance. It seemed nearly impossible that they appeared almost over night. They were not huge, but there was no denying that she now had breasts. They were firm and perky. Bea asked Deb to pull her top off, then she felt them. “Does it hurt when you walk?” she asked.

“Well, yes sometimes, but, it’s really bad if I try to run or jump. My whole chest hurts when I do that,” Deb said.

Bea told her to wait there. She returned with a brand new bra that she’d bought for Deb weeks ago, waiting for this to happen. She told her that she’d have to start wearing this bra at all times for a while, except for sleeping. She explained that it would make the pain stop by supporting and lifting her breasts and holding them in place. She helped Debbie slip into the bra and then fastened it in back and adjusted the straps.
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Debbie couldn’t believe it, Bea was right, the pain stopped almost immediately. It felt sooo much better instantly. As Deb put her top back on, she noticed right away that her breasts now looked very visible. It finally hit her. “Oh! My! God! I’ve got Tits!” she imme-diately thought out loud.

“I was wondering how I was going to pass as a 14 or 15-year-old girl with a flat chest but how on earth did this happen to me? I knew I shouldn’t have messed around pretend-ing to be a girl. Now I’ve really screwed up my system somehow and I’m turning into a freak,” she said.

“Oh no, Debbie honey, nothing could be farther from the truth. You, my child, are very beautiful. Honey, really, you would have looked sillier without breasts. Now you look much more natural. God honey, literally 100’s of girls would give anything to look just half as good as you do right now!” Bea tried reassuring her.

With a tear in her eye, Debbie said, “But Bea, that’s just it. I am a boy; I don’t want to become a girl for real for the rest of my life. It was one thing to pretend to be a girl so I could stay with you and Gil, but to think about being a girl forever is something else all to-gether. I don’t know how this happened. Is it something that you are doing to me to make me become a real girl somehow? Please, I don’t want to do this any more!” Debbie said.

“Why, Debbie darling, you know that I wouldn’t do anything in this whole world to hurt you. Surely you know that by now. Haven’t we treated you with nothing but love and kindness? We have not beaten you or whipped you like your step dad did. We ha-ven’t locked you up in a room or dorm with rough-necked hoodlums, like the police would in a juvenile home. The physical and mental changes are from within you some how. I have only helped you with the outside changes, like makeup and hair and clothes.

“I’ve worked hard to help you, young lady, because we have come to love you very much and don’t ever want someone to come along and take you from us or put you back into a life of pain and suffering. I can’t answer all of your questions about these physical changes, but just look at yourself.” She pulled Debbie in front of the mirror. “You may not want to be a girl long-term, but, I’d say that you not only look like a girl, honey, but, you are 100% feminine except for one little defect,” she said.

“Now, give me a kiss and let’s go eat some lunch,” said Bea. She opened her arms and Debbie moved slowly into them. As she tipped her head up and rose up onto her tiptoes to kiss Bea, Bea turned her face to Debbie and kissed her on the lips.

“Here is another little tip for you, Debbie honey. You are such a beautiful little pixie, honey and you’re so tiny, that you will always be a much more believable woman than a man, no matter what you do or how hard you try.”

They went in and had a very nice lunch together. Marie, Bea’s housekeeper and cook, always made very good meals. She always made such good food that you never wanted to miss a meal. Over lunch, Bea asked Debbie what she might like to start taking up for a hobby? She asked if Deb would prefer dance lessons or maybe piano lessons?

“I want you to take both eventually, but, which would you like to do first? We’ll start with those to round out your refinement. I’ve already taken the liberty of asking Dale, one of our young farmhands, to help you learn to ride horseback.
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Three weeks went by with Debbie becoming used to the change in clothes and life style. It still felt weird to wear such soft, lightweight clothing, but with each passing day, he looked and felt more natural in them.

Bea continued helping Debbie and teaching her to do her own makeup everyday now. “A lady never leaves the house with out her makeup in perfect order!” Bea told her.

Debbie was learning quickly that it took a lot of work to be pretty. She had never even given a second thought as a boy to all that was involved to applying makeup. His Mother seemed to just put it on so effortlessly it didn’t seem like a big deal until now. With the help and training of Bea and then Carla, Debbie could now probably get a job as a consult-ant or a cosmetologist just about anywhere she wanted to.

“Gosh, Bea, boys sure never have to do this much work just to get ready to go out. They just dash through the shower, dab some deodorant on, splash on some aftershave or cologne, jump into some slacks and a shirt, put on shoes and out the door you go! Simple as can be,” Deb said.

“Yes, well honey, those days are over. I think you’d feel pretty foolish if that’s the ap-proach to getting ready you followed from now on. But I’m not worried honey, you’re beautiful, and you’ve learned very well. You are now an expert at applying cosmetics and you take great pride in your appearance! I wouldn’t accept anything less!” Bea said with a chuckle.

That afternoon, Bea gave Debbie a vitamin (he thought) and within an hour, Debbie was out cold. Bea feared Debbie would be found out and she and Gil would be charged with harboring an underage runaway without reporting it, a kidnapping, or who-knows-what. She was also afraid Debbie might get second thoughts and change her mind and leave, wanting to return to being a male again. She didn’t want that to happen at any cost. So she planned this little scheme to keep Debbie feminine in the extreme.

After she was sure Debbie was out, she helped her into her bedroom and undressed her. She put a robe around her and took her to a small clinic. Dr Connie Smith was a life-long friend. The doctor administered an I.V. to keep Debbie out while she performed a mi-nor alteration on Debbie’s budding breasts. Two tiny slits were made under each nipple and a small pouch was inserted into each breast, then slowly filled with a gel solution which when finished and molded into shape, left Debbie with a perfect pair of firm and full breasts; perfectly symmetrical and slightly turned up at the nipples. Even Dr. Smith thought they were the best she had ever done.

Debbie was kept in a restful sleep for the next three days. This left her sleeping right through the worst of the pain while her body adjusted and began to heal.

On the fourth day following the surgery, Debbie woke in her own bed. To say she was shocked was a gross understatement. The new weight on her chest was noted as soon as she tried to sit up. She cried out for Bea, wondering what in the world could have hap-pened and why had these wonderful people whom she’d come to love and trust done this to him.

When Bea came in, Debbie was crying and afraid of what would happen next. Once again, Bea comforted her as best as she could and told her, “Honey, we had to make sure no one would find you out. We’ve gone over the options several times already, and you DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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said yourself that being our daughter was the best choice under the circumstances. Well, we were afraid if you weren’t totally believable, we might all get into serious trouble. Gil and I might even be arrested for harboring an underage run away, or possibly even kid-napping or something like that. So you see now you look complete and believable. No one will question you now and, honey, they look fantastic on you.

“I promise baby, we won’t do anything else without your permission but you’ll be able to live and act feminine naturally now. You’ll pass anyone’s inspection, and you’ll be able to wear virtually anything you want, including swimwear and little sexy tops. Plus, I promise you, when you heal and get used to them, you’ll grow to love the joy you can de-rive from them in the hands of the right person!”

“But Bea, these… these… are permanent! This was supposed to be a disguise, not a full life-changing conversion to a real girl. Bea, I’m a BOY! Or at least I was. I’ve come to love you and Gil very much, but but this… well, this is really more than I ever bargained for. How can I ever go back to my own life now? Not only do I not feel like a boy anymore, but now I really won’t ever look like one again either,” a very stunned and confused Deb said, wiping tears from her eyes.

“Honey, you know Gil and I love you very much and won’t let anyone ever hurt you ever again. We felt this was really the best thing for you at this time. Now you won’t have a hard time pretending to be a girl. It will all be natural now. You won’t have to worry about anyone questioning who you are, and you won’t have to worry about slipping up and being discovered. I realize it must have been an awful shock for you to wake and find this huge change to your body, but, Debbie, you look more natural this way than you ever did as a boy, when Gil first brought you home here to stay with us. You may not believe me, honey, but you are eventually going to be so much happier and fulfilled with this life change than would ever have been possible as Devon. Please honey, just try and give it a little time and you’ll see that I’m right and we’re all going to be much better off,” Bea told the confused youth.

“But Bea, now I’m going to really be dependant on you, because I’ve so much to learn about acting like a girl to go along with my looks now. I don’t know anything about being a real girl! I thought I was only going to have to fake it for a while so I could stay here with you and Gil. I even thought it would be kind of fun pretending to be a girl. Kind of like be-ing an actor and playing a role or something,” Debbie said.

“Debbie honey, that’s OK, it’s wonderful that you’ll need me. Baby, we need each other, and to be there for each other. You have no idea how much I’ve always wanted a child and, even more so, a daughter. Honey, you can be assured I’ll be there for you any time you need me. Besides, my little angel, without even realizing it, you already have the mannerisms, the mentality and behavioral patterns, not to mention the looks and body of a beautiful young lady. All you need now is the self-confidence to go along with it, and that will come with time and work. So really honey, all you have to do is be yourself and you’ll do just fine,” she said and gave Deb a big hug.

Several weeks passed with Debbie trying to adjust to her new breasts. It was quite an adjustment to have to work with these large mounds now that they were a permanent part of her body. It was strange and awkward to have to work over or around them all the time. She was constantly bumping into them with her arms, trying to complete even the
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simplest of tasks. The soreness was now gone and even Debbie had to admit that there were some pretty great side effects. Like whenever she slipped into a nightie or soft shirt, without her bra – oh, the sensation she got as the material rubbed across her sensitive nip-ples. It was simply indescribable and it left her temporarily weak in the knees.

Debbie returned to her old self in no time at all. She just made a room come to life when she walked in. She was seemingly always in a great mood. She woke every morning with a song on her lips, and went around singing, humming, or whistling all the time. Her genuinely sweet, bubbly personality was so contagious she would have everyone singing or smiling or just feeling on top of the world. Whenever Debbie was around, she made you feel better about yourself, as she always gave everyone around compliments and praise.

Deb had started her piano lessons now and was getting by the roughest part, learning the basics, the scales, and hand positioning. Now, she was beginning to learn some simple songs. She’d just finished her lesson one day, when Bea called her for lunch.

“It sounds like you’re starting to get the hang of it, honey, it’s starting to sound like music,” Bea told her. “Deb, I mentioned several weeks ago that I wanted Dale to teach you to ride a horse. I think it helps to round out your activities. You need a good variety in your life to make you the best person you can be. Well, I’ve asked Dale, one of our young farm hands, to help you learn to ride. He’ll be waiting for you right after lunch, honey. You’ll find some new jeans and a pair of boots in your room,” she said. “I say that Dale is special, because he is just like our own son. He is a nice young man and I know that you’ll like him. He’ll take good care of you.”

“You’ve given me so much already, Bea, piano, now horse back riding, and you men-tioned I’d start dance lessons soon. I never really gave any of those things much thought, as we were never in a position financially for those types of activities to be an option. I’m not sure that I’ll ever be very good at any of these things,” Debbie replied.

“Nonsense, you’ll eventually do all of these things, and more, very well. You’re a smart girl and I know you’ll be able to do anything you put your mind to. So I guess I’ll be get-ting you the best instructors money can buy. Now, come along and let’s get you changed. Dale is waiting out in the stables for you. He’s a very nice young man and you’ll have a good time. He is excellent around horses, and really has a way with animals. You will have fun, and maybe make a new friend in the process?” she winked.

Debbie had been wearing the full body training corset all the time since arriving sev-eral months ago. She was at least 2” shorter now at 5’5” tall, and now weighed a mere 105 lbs. with her measurements being 34-23-35. Bea had been slowly and constantly lightening her long hair to a light blonde color. The months of practicing on her own make-up as well as helping out at the salon had taught her the art of make-up to perfection. She also was getting quite proficient at doing her own hair. This, too, came from lots of practice at the Salon. Bea had her best girls teaching and helping Debbie to learn to trim, set, style and perm. So Debbie brushed her long curly blonde hair back and put a scrunchy in it to hold it back and in place. She pulled on the tight jeans and sat down on a stool. Then, over a pair of white socks, she pulled on the western boots. Bea helped her into a leather vest and buttoned it up.
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“Umm… Bea, aren’t I supposed to wear a shirt under this vest?” Debbie asked, a little alarmed at the tight fit of the leather vest and the fact that it did little to hide her new charms.

“Well, honey, you can, but I think that you look very sexy that way. Besides, it’s hot out today; leaving it open will keep you cooler!” Bea went to the closet and returned with a western hat. She put it on Deb’s head and let the strings hang down under her chin.

They walked to the stable and Bea introduced Debbie to Dale. Dale couldn’t turn his head or take his eyes off of her. She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen in his life. She literally took his breath away.

“Dale Stillwell, this is our daughter, Debra Anne. I trust that you will treat her with re-spect and care while teaching her to ride!” Bea said to the young man, who was still trying to get his mind back on the task. Bea had told him that Debbie was a pretty young lady, but he thought she was just being motherly. He couldn’t get over this goddess of a young woman.

“Yes yes, Ma’am, you can count on me, Ma’am. I’ll take good care of Debra Anne, Ma’am, she’ll be in good hands,” Dale finally responded.

“Good, then I’ll leave you two to get started. Dale honey, make sure that Debra gets a gentle mare, as she has no previous experience with horses. I’ll be expecting her back for dinner by 5:00 sharp. If you would like to join us, Dale, you’re welcome to do so,” Bea of-fered.

“Yes, Ma’am, I’d like that very much, Ma’am, and I’ll have Debra Anne back in plenty of time to wash up for dinner Ma’am,” he said with a big grin. Bea walked out of the stable and back to the house. She knew the young stud was pumping pure testosterone. She’d have to keep an eye on the two of them.

“So, you have never ridden a horse before?” he asked Debbie.

“No, I never had the chance until now. We didn’t have many horses in the city,” she smiled.

Dale looked up and smiled back at her quick reply. “Well, don’t be afraid of the horse, just follow my lead and you’ll get the hang of it real soon.”

Dale had the horses saddled and ready to go, so he brought Deb’s horse around and lifted her up into the saddle. He handed her the reins and mounted his own horse. He showed Debbie carefully and slowly how to hold the reins in her left hand, then how to steer right or left, how to halt and how to go again. They left the corral and started down the horse path. As Deb became a little more comfortable and used to the horse, Dale got her into a cantor and finally into a full gallop. After an hour and a half of riding, Deb was a little sore and tired. This being her first time, she could really feel the pain in her bottom from bouncing in the saddle and her breasts, as they had also gotten a workout from bouncing up and down. She thought several times that she’d need a tighter bra if she were to continue to go horseback riding.

They finally came to a stop down by the lake and Dale helped her down from the large horse. Deb was like a child in his hands. He gently set her to the ground. It felt good to be
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standing on the ground again. Dale tied the horses to a tree limb, and they walked over and sat on a stump. “So, how many acres are here on the farm Dale?” she asked.

“Well… let’s see now. The last time Mr. Davis and I talked about that, I believe he told me there are 1580 acres, plus the lake here.” Dale answered. “You know, little lady, the Davis’s must really love you a lot. You are a mighty lucky little girl to be included in their family. There ain’t no finer people in the whole state. I’ve known them most of my life and they kind of took me in after my folks died. Shoot, I don’t know where I’d be today with-out them two. So what happened to your own family, that you came to live with the Dav-is’s?” Dale asked.

“I don’t know if Bea wants me to be talking to anyone about it just yet?” Deb answered him truthfully.

“Hey shoot, girl, I ain’t like, just anyone. Bea and Gil are just like parents to me too, so that almost makes us like brother and sister now… don’t it?” he told her with a big grin.

“Well, my Mom died four or five

years ago, and I don’t know where

my father is. I never really even met

him. Gil is the closest thing to a real

father that I’ve ever known. My step

dad was beating me and abusing me,

after my mother passed away, and it

just kept getting worse and worse

until I ran away. I’d been on the run

for over two weeks when Gil found

me and brought me here three and a

half months ago. So now, Mr. Cow-

boy Brother, you know my life

story,” she grinned. “So if you live

with them, why don’t I see you in the

house?”

“Well let’s see, that’s a fair

enough question,” he said. “I was

away at school until just a couple of

weeks ago. When school ended, I

went straight to Gil’s brother’s farm

to help get the cattle in. I’ve been

there four weeks. I go each spring to

help out with the cattle. Actually, my

room is right next to the room you

are now staying in, right there in the

big house. So now little girl, you

know my life story.” He bowed

down to her. “So, little sister, are you

ready to start back?”

[image: ]
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Deb couldn’t help herself from laughing. “Yes, I guess it’s about time we did start back.”

Dale cupped his two big hands for her to step into. Then, just as she went to boost up to the saddle, the horse spooked and raised up on its hind legs. It scared the hell out of her and she yelled and grabbed Dale’s neck with both arms and locked her legs around his waist. She hugged tightly and mashed her cheek to his.

“It’s okay, calm down Deb… it’s really okay,” Dale said as tried to set her down on the ground. She didn’t let go however and clung to Dale for all she was worth. “Deb… really, it’s okay, the horse just got a little spooked.”

He got both of them calmed down and Deb finally let go of the death grip she had on Dale. As she relaxed and started to pull away, she turned her head, feeling a little embar-rassed. At that same moment, Dale looked down to see if she was okay, and their lips touched ever so softly. As Deb realized what was happening, she jumped to the ground. Both blushed a little red but neither said a word. Dale helped Deb get mounted back on the horse and they slowly rode on back to the stable.

As they rode back home, Deb thought about the day with Dale. It had been a good day and she really liked him. It was nice being around someone her own age for a change. She felt a little foolish over jumping into his arms at the lake, although a little chill ran through her as she thought of his strong arms easily holding her as if she were a doll. Oh well, the horse made me do that, she told herself. But the image of her being so effortlessly held by him played over and over in her mind and she began to wonder what it might feel like to have him kiss her tenderly.

They went in and washed up for dinner. Debra jumped in the shower and was ashamed of herself now, as no matter how hard she tried she just couldn’t get Dale off her mind. She kept seeing him in her minds eye as he held her, then she remembered how their lips briefly brushed each other, so tenderly and innocently; this caused another wave of goose bumps to run throughout her body. Her mind began to dream on. She wondered what it would be like to kiss him full out and passionately, to be held tight in his embrace and have him kissing her all over her lips and face and neck.

Debbie hurried to her room. She pulled out some of her best new lacy lingerie. She pulled on the French-cut thong panties and a matching pink bra. She pulled out a short an-gora sweater, which only covered her top to midriff, leaving just a hint of her small flat tummy and belly button. Next, she pulled out a short flared miniskirt, which came only to mid thigh. She sat down and rolled on a pair of dark stockings with lace control tops, which came up to the bottom of the short skirt.

She then pulled the miniskirt into place and buttoned and zipped it on the side. She sat down at her vanity, brushed her hair and pulled it into a ponytail, high on the back of her head and banded it there. Next, she fanned it out some and let it cascade down her back. She did her makeup with skill and perfection and, just as she was finishing up, Bea knocked on the door. She walked in and whistled as she saw Debbie, sitting at her vanity.

“My, my, aren’t we dressing to the nines tonight? I have a feeling that this is not for Gil or my benefit. So a certain young man must have made an impression on you today?” Bea said with a huge knowing smile on her face.
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Debbie immediately blushed the deepest red you could ever imagine. “Oh Bea… that’s just not true. I just felt like getting cleaned up a little and trying on something a little dif-ferent. You have bought me so many different clothes, I’ll never be able to wear them all,” she said, blushing again.

“Oh sure you do. I’ve been trying to get this out of you for weeks and weeks now, but you just couldn’t bring yourself to get all gussied up and wear such ‘girly’ things, as you called them. Then a handsome young man comes out of nowhere, takes you horseback rid-ing and visiting down by a romantic spot at the lake and voila… you become a princess,” she teased.

“Hey honey, I’m not complaining. Whatever it takes to get you motivated is simply great with me. The point is, you look like a million dollars, honey, and something or some-one touched you inside in a way that made you feel pride in yourself and made you want to look your very best. You’ve learned to do that better than anyone I’ve ever tried to teach. You are one very beautiful and classy young lady, Debbie,” Bea said as she handed Deb an envelope, marked Official Business, and had the State emblem on the outside. “This came for you today.”

Debbie opened the envelope and took out the papers inside. It was a new copy of her birth certificate, which read Debra Anne Davis, born September 10, 1985. That would make her eighteen years old. That was something of a surprise as they had all thought that Debbie was younger. Still recovering from the shock of discovering her true age, she looked in the envelope again. There was a social security card, a bank passbook with $1000 in it; this also was in the name of Debra Ann Davis. Finally, there was a passport with her current picture on it.

She paused and looked at Bea. “So, it’s official now?” she asked.

“Yes honey, it is,” Bea said smiling and handed her one more paper, which read Debra Anne Davis, adopted parents, Gil and Bea Davis.

Debbie jumped up and ran into Bea’s arms. “Oh thank you, Bea, I love you,” she cried, with tears suddenly flowing. She was overcome with happiness at this news, as now she need not worry about having to leave.

“Hey now, don’t go crying on me now and messing up that beautiful face you just got ready to drive that young man wild with. Come child, let’s go before you get me balling too.” She hugged her and smiled. “We love you too, honey, more than you could ever know. You have brought such joy to Gil and me and filled a void we’ve had for a very long time.” Bea squeezed her tight.

They walked into the dining room; Marie had a meal to die for all prepared. Both of the gentlemen at the table got up and swallowed hard when they saw the two women enter the room. Dale held the chair for Debbie, and Gil did the same for Bea. But neither guy could take their eyes off Debbie. The meal was out of this world and the conversation was very happy. Bea noticed that Dale had an awful hard time trying to keep his eyes off of Debbie. She also noticed that Debbie was just eating this up. Her little face just glowed to-night. She lit up the room from the twinkle in her eyes.

Debbie couldn’t figure out why it gave her such a thrill to know she was getting to this great-looking, young, muscular man. She actually started to feel a little guilty and stopped DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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flaunting and teasing; even she knew that that was not nice and all of a sudden she felt really bad for making Dale so obviously uncomfortable. Oh my God, she thought, even if he loves me more than anything in this whole crazy world, there is nothing we can do about it. I’m not a real girl and I can’t satisfy him or take care of him or his male needs, and when he finds out he is going to hate me and never want to see me ever again. This brought her back down to reality. They all noticed the complete mood change in Deb almost immediately.

After dinner, they all sat out on the porch for a while and talked about the events of the day. The kids talked about the fun they had horseback riding and talking down at the lake.

“Next time, you two can take a picnic lunch to the lake with you and go swimming while you are there, and make a day out of it,” Bea offered.

“Sure,” Deb said half-heartedly, but, secretly, in her heart she couldn’t wait.

Bea and Gil finally said good night. Dale and Debbie sat side-by-side on the porch swing. As the evening breeze picked up, Debbie got a little chill and shivered. Dale asked if she was all right. When she told him it was just from the cool breeze, he slid over and put his arm around her and squeezed firmly. Debbie started to get up, but Dale said, “Please don’t go in yet. It’s still early and I’m really enjoying your company and getting to know you. I only put my arm around you to keep you warm. This has really been a great day for me. I really am glad that you are here with us.”

“Thank you, Dale. I’m the lucky one, though. Gil and Bea are wonderful people and they’ve been so great to me. I enjoyed the day, too. I’m afraid I wasn’t much of a horseback rider, but it was fun, and I hope you won’t give up on me. I’m sorry that I almost choked you to death when the horse spooked.” She blushed.

“Hey, don’t be silly, that was the best part of the whole day.” He grinned. Deb got his meaning and looked up at him playfully. Dale took this as a green light to kiss her, and he did just that. They shared their first real kiss at that moment. Dale was gentle but firm. Deb was startled and tried to pull away, but this time Dale held her and pressed against his lips; she only pushed for a moment, and then got caught up in the warmth and passion she’d thought about all day. Slowly, her arms went around his neck and she returned the kiss. Both young hearts were racing.

Finally, Debbie came to her senses. “Please, Dale, thank you for a wonderful day. I really do need to go in now,” she said softly, fearing she was going to soil her best panties if she didn’t go in immediately.

“Is something wrong? Are you mad that I kissed you?” Dale asked.

“No, no… not at all, I liked your kiss, and I’ve wanted you to do that from the moment I walked into the corral this afternoon. It’s just been a very long day and I need to go to the ladies room badly.” Deb got up and turned to leave, then turned back quickly, pulled her-self up with her arms around Dale’s neck again and kissed him once more. “Thank you and good night, big brother!” she smiled. “Think of me in your dreams, I know I’ll be thinking of you.” She walked into the house, letting the old screen door bang behind her.

Dale sat back down on the swing, with a huge grin from ear to ear. He had to move himself around in his pants to get comfortable, where she’d left him hard as a rock. Be still


Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

my heart; what a girl! he said to himself and sat thinking about her face up close to his. There was no doubt he’d just been robbed. Debbie just stole his heart.

That night as Deb was getting ready for bed. Bea came in and asked what had hap-pened to change her feelings and mood so greatly. Debbie tried to fluff it off, but Bea would have none of that. “Come on baby, I know you too well. Something is really bother-ing you; I can’t help you if you won’t confide in me.”

“Okay, but I feel really stupid though telling you this,” Deb said. “First of all, I know I’m young, but, well… it hit me tonight at dinner, when Dale was looking at me. I know that he kind of likes me, but… what if he finds out about my… you know, my secret? He might hate me, or worse yet, beat me up, because I deceived him. I started thinking about what I was feeling for him, and it hit me, Bea. I’m not a real girl. I’ll never be able to please a man or take care of him in the way he’d want me to or need a wife to do.” Deb had a tear forming in her eye.

Bea hugged Debbie. “Now now, sure you can. If two people are really in love, they can figure out ways to please each other in all sorts of different ways. Besides, there are things that can be done to correct your little problem very easily. I happen to personally know a doctor who can change that for you if you get to the point where you are sure that’s what you want to do.”

“Bea, are you just saying that, or can I really be helped, so that I could one day be a real wife to someone if I got to the point that I wanted to be a real full time woman?” Deb quickly added, “I’m so mixed up Bea, I don’t really truly know just where I fit in just now. I mean, I look like a girl, I act like a girl, I even feel like one. But, deep down, I know I’m a male, it’s hard not to remember that when I undress and get in the shower or go to the bathroom. I’m just so torn between the two.

“I mean, on the one hand I’ve never been so happy as I’ve been since I became your daughter and I’ve started feeling very good about myself. Right or wrong or vain; I’m proud of how I look now, when I get dressed up. I sure never felt that way when I was just plain Devon. Most people didn’t even know that I existed, even if I bumped into them. But as Debra, people sure notice and look and smile and open doors. It’s just nice to feel good about yourself, and know that others think you are pretty or whatever.”

“Debbie, honey, there is absolutely nothing wrong with feeling pride in yourself and your appearance. Everyone should feel these things. You are beautiful, and it’s nice to be noticed and admired. It’s a good feeling and a good thing. Honey, in regards to your ques-tion of help, I wouldn’t kid you about something as serious as that. Of course I meant it. I’d never lie to you about anything. When the time is right and you decide what you want your future to be, I’ll make the call and we can get your little problem all taken care of. You and me and Gil, and the doctor plus Dale if you want him to, would be the only ones to ever know.

“The doctor friend of mine tells me that with the new techniques, it’s impossible to tell that there was even the slightest change in your given sex.” Bea leaned down and kissed Debbie on her forehead and told her not to worry, that things always have a way of work-ing themselves out. She had time to figure out what she wanted to do with her life and body, and she didn’t need to rush to any quick decisions. She told her that she should just DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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enjoy being herself for now, and in time she’d know what the right choice would be for her life down the road.

“Now,” Bea said, “good night for now, my little beauty. I love you; don’t you worry that pretty little head of yours over anything. Just enjoy being you, and enjoy the attention you draw from others. After all, that’s one of the kicks we get from being women! Why do you think we work so hard to make ourselves beautiful and sexy looking? Why, it’s to drive the men wild and make other women envious. If everyone was as beautiful as you, then it wouldn’t be special anymore. Now, get some beauty sleep and leave the worrying to the old folks.”

Bea felt that she’d better deal with Dale right now, before things went too far between the two kids. She’d seen the look in his eyes whenever he looked at Debbie. She knocked on his door and entered when he answered. She sat on the edge of his bed and started slowly telling him Debbie’s story and the reason she and Gil went to so much trouble to keep her with them and keep her identity a secret. Carefully, she explained the circum-stances surrounding Debbie’s plight. Finally when she thought he’d understand, she told him of Debbie’s secret. She explained that it was really her idea, as it was the only way she could think of so that no one would find her and take her away from them and return her to a life of abuse and pain. She told of the awful scars on Deb’s back and the inhumane treatment he was forced to live with before running away.

“So I’m telling you all this now, before things go too far between you two. I saw that look in your eyes when you look at her. Therefore, if you can’t deal with her secret at this time, don’t lead her on or cause her any more pain. I know that she is really struggling with all of this herself. She didn’t ask for any of it, and you have no idea just how fragile her whole mental state is right now, being asked to not only be someone else but, to com-pletely change sex and everything.

“So, if you can’t deal with it, then please just go your own way. I won’t blame you or ask you to spend any personal time with her from this point on. But I say this too you now. Just as Gil and I took you in and loved you, we feel the same way about Debbie. We’ve never asked anything of you in return for our kindness to you. I ask you now, you must never say anything to anyone about Debbie’s secret!” she said to Dale with her hand on his arm, looking straight into his eyes.

At first, Dale thought that Bea was pulling his leg. Then he couldn’t believe his own ears. He had touched Debbie and held her. Surely his own eyes couldn’t lie to him, but he noticed the sincerity in Bea’s voice and found himself very confused. “Then why… why didn’t you tell me all this up front?” Dale asked.

“Because I wanted you to meet and know the person without preconceived opinions. She’s had a hard life and deserves a new start with a chance to be cared about and happy,” Bea said.

Dale felt a little betrayed and hurt and confused, but he promised Bea on his word of honor that he would never share what she’d just told him with anyone.

As the next several days passed, Deb and Dale seemed to pull back just a little from each other, not sure of how to feel or what to say to each other. Neither one was aware ex-actly what the other one knew. They were not rude or unfriendly by any means. It’s just


Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

that the fire that had started on that first wonderful afternoon together was now just a sim-mer.

About the middle of the week, Bea asked Deb to help Dale in the barn, cleaning up and storing new supplies. She was hard at work, when all of a sudden she walked out of the barn and ran right into a man walking towards the open barn door.

“Oh please excuse me, I’m so sorry,” she said, looking up into the man’s face.

“Oh no, it’s my fault. Are you OK there, young lady?” the man said putting his hand out to help her back on her feet. As Deb looked up, she almost swallowed her tongue. She was looking right into the face of her step dad. It was all she could do to not panic and run.

“Are you sure that you’re OK, young lady?” he asked again.

“Yes, I’m fine. It was clumsy of me not to watch where I was going. Living around a farm all this time, I ought to know better. That’s how accidents happen.”

“My name is Jed Grimes; I’m looking for a boy. He’s about eighteen years old and goes by the name of Devon. He’s been missing now of about 4 months or so,” Jed said, handing her a picture of the missing boy. “Have you seen anyone looking like him around here in that time frame? A guy at the restaurant said he came out here with the owner of this here farm. Said the man bought him food and took him home with him. Do you know anything about this at all?”

“No, er, no sir, no one around here like that, that I know about and I live here,” she said, trying to steel her nerves and not tremble.

“Are you sure about that little girl, because he’s my boy and I’m going to find him sooner or later. He’s still a minor and the law’s on my side. I’m going to get him and take him back to his own home where he belongs,” he said, scaring her as he raised his voice to the level that Devon remembered well.

“Yes sir, I’m very sure,” she said. “I have never seen that boy before. I’m sorry that you can’t find your son, but there is no one around this area that looks like that person that I know about. Like I told you mister, I live here and know just about every one for miles in each direction,” she said, trying to sound convincing.

Just then, Dale came around the corner. “Can I help you with something, mister?” he asked.

“No,” Debbie said, “the man was just leaving, Dale. Seems that he is looking for his lost son. I’ve already told him that there has been nobody around here like that in a long time. There was that boy that Gil gave a ride to about four months ago. He came here and Gil gave him food and bus fare and he left the following day. He wouldn’t even tell Gil where he was headed.”

“She’s right, mister. There’s nobody around her like that. Look around if it pleases you, but you won’t find anybody but us on this farm. We got plenty of chores to do, so, if you’ll excuse us, we got work to do,” Dale told Jed.

“I could bring the Sheriff out here to ask these questions, if you like!” Jed warned them. DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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“Hey, mister, we’ve both tried to be civil to you and answer your questions. You can bring the president out if you can get him but it is not going to change the fact that your boy ain’t here. I’m sorry for your loss, but I’ll say it for the last time. He’s not here and we have work to do. Farms don’t run themselves.

“Now, if you’ll be so kind as to excuse us, we’ve got plenty to do before night. I already told you, if it makes you feel better, look around some, then see yourself out. But you’re wasting your time here. Me and Debbie are the only ones here. Her Dad’s out in the field and her Mom is over in the salon with customers.”

Jed finally looked all around the place and left. As he drove away, Dale put his arm around Deb’s shoulder and said, “Hey, you okay, honey?”

“Yeah sure, why wouldn’t I be? That guy’s nothing to me. He’s looking for a son, and I don’t know any boys that fit the description around here anywhere.”

“Me neither,” Dale said and walked back into the barn, thinking she was a pretty tough cookie, with the way she handled that situation.

Jed Grimes drove over to a couple of different neighbors and asked around about the missing boy, showing them pictures and acting like the heartbroken father who longed for his missing son.

The widow Smith, not knowing any better and trusting the poor man, said, “Only new child I heard about is the Davis’s. They adopted a pretty little girl, a real little beauty too, about three or four months ago. That’s the only child I know about that wasn’t born right here in Olsonville.”

“Well, thank you, Ma’am,” Jed said with a knowing smile, thinking he had it all now. That damned little sissy, dressing up like a girl!

He got back in his car and went right back to the Davis’s farm. It was now just about lunch time and Gil was in, washing up for lunch. He heard the car pull up and came out to see who it was. He noticed a stranger walking into the barn. Gil started out to the barn also. Just as he got there, he heard the stranger talking to Debbie in a loud obnoxious voice.

“So, you little sissy, you thought you could dress up and fool your old man, Devon…or Debbie, or whatever the hell you call yourself. I knew you were a sissy boy, but even I never thought you’d take it this far just to run away from home and hide like a little queer from your dear old dad and home. Well, you’re going back home now! You can’t just get up and run away from them that loves ya and need ya back home.”

“Look mister, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I can tell you this. You are making a big mistake. I’m sorry about your son, but, like I already told you, he is not here. My name is Debra Ann Davis. I live here and the Davis’s are my parents. Now, if you don’t leave, I’ll call my Dad,” she warned him.

Before Gil could open the door, Jed said, “Well I think that he is here. I think he is hid-ing like a sissy boy in girl’s clothing, right before my eyes.” With that, he reached out and grabbed the front of Deb’s blouse and yanked down hard. He tore the front of the blouse and her bra right off of her chest which completely exposed her naked torso. Deb’s large, firm and perky breasts stood out in plain view for all to see. Jed’s eyes bugged out. “Oh
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my God! I’m so, so sorry. I’ve obviously made a terrible mistake. I was sure that you were my son disguising yourself as a girl to hide from me and keep me from taking you back home.”

Just then, Gil’s big fist crashed into the face of the stranger and dropped him with one punch. Like a cat, he was on the guy; he picked him up and punched him a second time. “Don’t you ever touch my daughter again, you pervert,” Gil hollered at the slumped over man.

Dale, in the meantime, heard the commotion and came running into the barn, just as Gil hit the stranger again. He ran to Debbie and held her tight. “Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes, I think so,” she said.

Dale looked at her torn clothes and suddenly realized her whole top was naked and bare. As his eyes took in the view of her huge breasts, it was all he could do to stop from staring at them. He suddenly felt stupid, not being able to close his mouth or tear his eyes from the sight of her beautiful, firm young breasts. He couldn’t believe what he was see-ing.

“Oh God, I’m sorry. Here, put this on, honey,” Dale said as he quickly took his own shirt off and put it around Deb’s shoulders.

Deb turned around and put her arms into the sleeves and buttoned the shirt up. It did little to hide the size of her new charms to Dale. As she finished, Dale again pulled Deb to himself and hugged her tight. It felt so good to be in his arms again. She couldn’t help her-self; she stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you, Dale,” she whis-pered softly and continued to stay right there in his arms where she felt safe.

Gil in the meantime had picked up the man and started pushing him towards the door.

“Look,” Jed said. “I’m really sorry, mister, I’ve made a terrible mistake. The old lady Smith… she told me you had adopted a girl 4 months ago and the guy in the restaurant, he said you helped a boy that looked just like my boy out. He thought that you brought him out here to live with you and your wife. Everything that happened pointed at the girl be-ing him in disguise.

“I just had to know for myself; the boy is the only living relative I have left after his mother died. I wanted him back. But when I tore her shirt, I knew that I was completely wrong about my theory. I’m really sorry. I’ll leave here now and you won’t have any more trouble from me.”

“What I ought to do is call the Sheriff myself and have you arrested, you bully. Better yet, I ought to just turn her boyfriend there loose on your nasty ass. Let him kick the shit out of you good. That’s what you really deserve. I’ll tell you something, mister. I did pick up your boy several months ago now. I fed him and talked to him and saw the welts on his back from your belt. I did try to get him to stay with us and let us take care of him, but he was afraid you’d find him here. You don’t deserve a son or any child for that matter. I gave him bus fare to any place he wanted do go and I doubt if you will ever see him again. But just in case, I gave him my phone number and I told him, if you ever laid a finger on him again, he should call me. No matter where in the world you are, I’ll come. Trust me, I won’t stop beating until you are bloody from head to toe. And that’s a promise.”
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“Look, I’m truly sorry. It will never happen again. I’ll pay for any damage to your daughter or her clothes.”

“You’ll pay all right, but, not in money. You’ll pay the rest of your miserable life, being lonely, when you could have enjoyed a really great son. I didn’t know him long, but I knew he had a great heart and that he was someone you should have loved and cherished and looked after, instead of beating him. Now get out and I’d better never see you back here again,” Gil told the man.

When Bea came home from the salon that afternoon, Gil filled her in on the entire story. As bad as it seemed, they both agreed that maybe this was the best thing that could have happened. Jed seeing her highly developed breasts convinced him that she couldn’t have been his son. Maybe now her life would be safe.

Bea walked out on to the big back porch and found Dale and Debbie sitting on the porch swing. She was all cuddled up in his arms and he was keeping her warm and safe. Bea and Deb’s eyes met. Not a word was said, but they each knew what the other was thinking and they both just smiled. Bea walked over and gave Deb a kiss and a hug. With-out a word, she walked back into the house.

Debbie sat swinging, neither was speaking but both were feeling somewhat awkward and trying to imagine what the other was thinking. Debbie still wasn’t sure if Dale knew about her secret, and Dale was so mixed up he wasn’t sure what to think right then. First of all he was shocked, as he’d seen Debbie’s very full breasts. Was Bea just kidding him for some reason to keep him away from Debbie? Or could it be that he’d hadn’t heard Bea cor-rectly? If he had, did the feelings he had for Debbie mean that he might be… gay? He couldn’t help himself at all. She made him feel alive, happy, complete. He didn’t fully un-derstand anything right now.

When Bea had that talk with him about Debbie’s secret and her past life, it made him feel sick and a little mad. He went through several different emotions. It can’t be true! was his first thought. She’s far too feminine and soft to have ever been a boy! How could she look so natural and feminine? I saw her breasts, they sure were not fake. If it were true, there is no way any guy would let someone do that to him. Then he thought, what would people think of me if they ever found out about Deb’s secret? Will they think I’m gay? One thought after the other raced through his tortured mind.

He thought how miserable and unhappy he had been over the past three weeks, ever since he and Bea had talked. He’d stayed away from Debbie and tried to sort things out in his mind. He’d told himself over and over that if Debbie was really a guy, there was no way on earth he was going to have anything else to do with her/him/whatever! That was his promise to himself. But doing that was going to be a lot harder than he thought. She was under his skin and in his heart in a big way by now.

He missed her so badly, it was hard to sleep at night, because she’d become such a good friend first and he missed her cute little voice, her bright smile, and the crazy things she came up with to say. Then he got a mental picture of her body standing there before him, umm, he sighed.

Bea had continued to cause them to be around each other several times during the day, then again at meals, or doing chores. She’d arranged a couple more riding lessons and ar-
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ranged for a couple of evenings with them being in the same room with her and Gil watch-ing TV.

So when Dale was working all day out in the fields, he’d find himself grinning, think-ing of something she’d said or done. He’d see her face in his mind’s eye. He felt warm and weak from her smile; it always seemed to make him melt. He’d think of her sweet spirit and her kindness. She always seemed to be happy and smiling and she brightened every thing and everyone around her. He just didn’t know what to think anymore.

He’d never known anyone like her before; no one had ever made him feel the way she did, just being around him. He never hesitated, when he thought she was in trouble. His need to protect her was instantly aroused. Even now, nothing he could imagine felt more relaxing or natural than sitting with her in the swing, his arm around her, holding her close, smelling her sweet fragrance, and making her feel safe!

Debbie’s mind was spinning also. She knew she shouldn’t be having the feelings she was feeling towards Dale. She’d never ever thought about dressing in or wearing girls’ clothes before in her life; except for the times that her step dad tried to make her wear her mother’s clothes. She’d never had even the slightest thought about being intimate with an-other boy, except being a buddy or a friend. She remembered how her life began to change when her mother got sick. Up until then, her family was as normal as any family she’d ever known. She never realized what her Mom had to put up with from her step dad. She thought they were an average all American family. Despite her small 5’5” frame, she had been active in sports and other school activities.

How completely ironic! Debbie thought. I left home to escape being turned into a woman and wife only to be rescued and turned into a woman anyway so that I would not be found by my ma-niac stepfather or end up in a juvenile home. Maybe this was her destiny, to end up in dresses and skirts?

Just then, she looked up to see if Dale was still awake. He had not moved a muscle in quite awhile now. As Dale felt Debbie move, he looked down to see what she was doing; their lips were practically touching. Dale could smell her wonderful sweet perfume and her strawberry lipstick. It nearly drove him wild with desire again. Debbie could smell his manly cologne and feel his breath on her lips. Both became lost in a dream-like state and slowly and teasingly meshed their lips together. It was soft and tender at first. Slowly, the fire began to rage within each of them and the kiss became more passionate and firm. Fi-nally, Debbie turned and put her arms around Dale’s neck and pulled herself to him. She felt something wet and warm on her lips, as Dale’s tongue began to slowly and deliber-ately trace her lips. A chill of excitement and warmth spread throughout her body.

Not having any experience with this sort of thing, Debbie just melted in Dale’s embrace and his passionate kiss. She lost all rational thought and lost herself in his wonderful em-brace. They held each other for what seemed like hours. Then the porch door opened and Bea stepped out, breaking the trance they were in. Dale sat up quickly.

“It’s time to come in now, Debbie honey!” Bea said.

Both of the young teenagers were embarrassed and confused. Bea turned and went back into the house. Dale one last time took Debbie into his arms, pulled her to him and DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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tenderly kissed her sweet red lips. “Good night, Debbie Davis,” he said and stood while reaching down to help her to her feet.

“Good night Dale and thanks for being there for me.” Debbie stood on her toes, reached her arms up and around his neck, pulled herself up and kissed him on his mouth long and tender. She let go and turned and walked into the house.

Debbie felt as though she was in a long full color dream. “Debbie Davis.” How strange it felt to have someone call her by another name, stranger that it was a feminine name. Then she laughed at this thought, as she noted her bright red fingernails, her bright red toenails, the breeze under her skirt, the weight pulling on her chest from these two strange and foreign mounds that seemed to have materialized from nowhere and permanently at-tach themselves to her body. Every time she moved she became more aware of their pres-ence. She could taste the lipstick, smeared on her lips and chin from the recent kissing. Plus she could smell that unmistakably sweet and flowery odor of perfume on her own wrists and neck. Debbie laughed to herself again. What else could they call me but Debbie? She has completely consumed and taken over Devon’s body from the top of my head to the tip of my painted toes.

Debbie slowly walked down the hall to her room, still glowing from the passionate kisses she’d just shared with Dale. Bea was waiting in her bedroom for her. “How are you doing now, honey? It’s been quite a day. I know you’ve been through a lot and your mind must be filled with questions and doubts, strong and even strange emotions. I’ll help you undress and get ready for bed, but I’ve also prepared a nice hot bubble bath for you. It will help you to relax and unwind from this very trying and traumatic experience you’ve had to endure today.”

“Yeah, thanks Bea. You’re right; it’s been a day to remember. But you know what, Bea? Maybe not the way that you think. The experience with my step dad, although it certainly did scare me when he tore my top off… I actually think that we’ve fooled him completely and I don’t think that he’ll be back here anytime soon. Gil and Dale put the fear into him. Plus the look on his face when he saw my… well, you know… my chest!” Debbie said, pointing at herself.

Bea interrupted, “They are called breasts or tits, Debbie honey, there’s nothing to be ashamed of. Especially when they look as good as yours do!”

“Yes, I know that, Bea, but, it’s still very embarrassing. I still can’t believe they are mine. I mean I never dreamed in a million years that I’d have these growing on me,” he said, putting her hands under her new breasts and cupping them.

“Back to my step dad, though. When he got a look at what was under my blouse, you could just see it in his eyes. He was sure then that he’d made a big mistake. I almost felt sorry for him, as I thought between Gil and Dale would beat him to death. I’m sure he doesn’t think I am the son that he is looking for any longer.

“The tough thing now is where do I go from here? I think Dale is starting to really like me… a lot, if you know what I mean,” she said. Bea just looked at her cute little face and smiled. “But, worse yet, and believe me when I say this because I never in a million years thought I could ever be gay or feel this way about another guy, I think I’m in love with him.” She paused and Bea just kept grinning.
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“Bea, this isn’t right because I want Dale to love and want me, but the poor guy doesn’t know about my… well, you know… my secret. When he finds out, he might be so angry with me for deceiving him that he may even hate me. I can’t even imagine what he might do. I don’t know what to do, Bea? I’m so mixed up right now.

“I want to be Devon, but I also want to be Debbie. For the first time in my life, I like be-ing me. I like looking pretty and the feelings I get from looking that way. I don’t know Bea; maybe I should leave, now that my step dad isn’t looking for me anymore. Maybe I should just return to being myself as Devon again? You’ve all been so wonderful to me; I don’t know what I would have done without you all. I already don’t know how I could ever re-pay you for your kindness and help!” Debbie went on.

“Whoa there girl, slowdown!

Listen to me, honey and listen

good. You need to understand a

couple of things. First of all, you

are now legally Debra Ann

Davis, with your own birth cer-

tificate, social security card, driv-

er’s permit, and all are registered

in a court of law. Plus, baby,

those breasts on your pretty little

chest are 100% real; they are not

just a disguise. Not to mention

the fact that your whole body has

changed almost from head to toe,

in some pretty dramatic ways.

Your shapely legs have been de-

veloping over the past several

months from aerobics and wear-

ing high heels, plus your now

widened hips, flat tummy, and

very small waist.

“No honey, your current

hourglass figure will no longer

look natural in Devon’s clothes,

or any male clothing. And as for

Dale, I’ll let you in on a little se-

cret. Dale has known about your

so-called ‘secret’ for six weeks or

more. He did take it hard at first.

Seems it made him question his

own sexuality. But, I’m sure after

looking at the way you two were

[image: ]

carrying on out there on the

swing, that his feelings for you

have won out over what he was DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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afraid others might think of him if they knew your secret. I’m sure he had his doubts and struggled for answers just like you, but I don’t believe there is a single doubt about how he feels about you at this time.

“I don’t have to remind you how Dale came a running to you this afternoon when he thought you were in trouble. He never blinked and he was there holding you tight, com-forting you. He literally gave you the shirt off of his own back to cover you from that creep’s prying eyes. Or how about out there on the swing just moments ago? He didn’t have to sit there holding you so close. There was no danger that time. Only the danger he felt within himself, that he wouldn’t be able to hold you without wanting to kiss your sweet lips over and over again, and we both know how that turned out now, don’t we?” She grinned.

“No honey I’m afraid we’ve come too far to turn back now, you are going to have to come to grips with the fact that you are now Debra Ann. I know that I can’t ever truly take the place of your Mother, your real Mother that is, but, I would like to start by being your substitute Mom and your friend. Plus, what about Dale? What would happen to him and his poor heart if you left now, or tried to be someone you’re not and maybe never really were? It’s almost as if it was destiny that you two were brought together.”

Debbie sat in the hot bubble bath with her mind trying to sort through all the things Bea had been telling her. She knew Bea was right about almost everything. She remem-bered all too well how hurt and empty she felt a few weeks back when it seemed Dale had pulled back from her. He was busy working all the time or had errands to run. She’d be-gun to miss his company and attention in the worst way. At the time she wouldn’t even admit it to herself but there was little doubt Dale had stolen her heart and soul after that very first kiss.

Bea could see the little sparkle in Debbie’s eye and read the grin on Deb’s face; she knew in an instant that Deb was daydreaming about Dale. Bea slowly moved the soapy sponge down across Debbie’s chest. She let the sponge fall into the water. Bea moved her warm, soapy hand over first one breast, then the other, tickling the sides of the mounds with her fingertips as lightly as she could. Debbie lay back with a long sigh.

“Honey you haven’t even began to dream of how wonderful and pleasurable the ad-vantages of having these, will be!” Bea said, squeezing each nipple, causing Debbie to shiver and moan out loud. Bea kept this up until Debbie felt herself coming to a climax that shook her soul. It was like a volcano within her body, and without even getting com-pletely hard, her semi-erect penis shot out a milky white stream of cum.

“Oh!” she moaned. How can this be happening? she wondered. No one even touched my pe-nis, she thought to herself. All she could do was lay back in the still hot water, basking in the after glow of her orgasm, for several more minutes.

Finally Bea said, “Okay, my little princess, time to get out. Let’s get you dried off and into bed for tonight. I’d say you’ve had enough excitement for one day.”

Debbie got out of the tub and felt like a little girl or a princess as Bea helped pat her skin dry. Little shivers continued to run up her spine as Bea touched her sensitive breasts with the soft, fluffy, warm towel. Bea had Debbie rub a soft silky moisturizing lotion all over her arms and legs. Then she dusted Deb with a fragrant powder, before handing her
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a new set of sleepwear. It was a matching set of silky satin panties and baby doll top, in a soft pink.

Then she opened a new box and gave her some soft fluffy slippers with open toes, so her beautifully painted red toenails could be seen through the ends. Next came a nice robe to cover up all of her new, sensitive charms which appeared to be constantly stimulated by the touch of the silky material that rubbed teasingly across her highly sensitive nipples.

As they walked into the family room to watch TV for a while before bed, Gil and Dale both looked at Debbie in awe. They couldn’t believe how soft, feminine and downright beautiful she had become; the outfit Bea had given her to wear did very little to hide her charms and ample curves. It left very little to their imagination. Gil, especially, couldn’t get over how much Debbie had changed both mentally and physically since that first day when he found Devon as a hungry and dirty runaway boy at the diner in town. He still had no idea exactly what Bea was doing to her to make her change so drastically right bef-ore their very eyes, but he also wasn’t sure he really wanted to know either. When Bea made up her mind, there was no stopping the woman.

What he was sure of, though, was the fact he’d never been so happy or proud. Debbie had become the daughter he and Bea could never have. It was a double bonus, having one who was so absolutely beautiful and had such a soft and sweet personality to boot. Debbie brightened and warmed a room the moment she entered it. Her warmth drew everyone to her immediately. Gil actually found himself feeling a little sorry for Debbie’s dumb, drunken step dad. He started to feel just slightly guilty for having the pleasure of enjoying someone as special and wonderful as Debbie, when she should have been his child. But then he remembered how the man had treated Debbie and why she ran away in the first place.

As they watched Debbie move across the room with that cute little wiggle and those swaying hips, it was impossible to think that just a few short months ago Debbie had been Devon. For there was no trace of anything masculine about her now, every move and every action just screamed “feminine!”

Debbie walked over to Gil, leaned over and gave him a kiss and a hug. “Thank you so much for all you’ve done for me… Daddy!” she said.

With a lump in his throat and a tear welling up in his eye, he realized what she’d just called him. He said, “You’re welcome honey, but it’s Bea and me who thank you for com-ing into our lives and making us a family, We couldn’t be any happier and we couldn’t love any child anymore than we love you. We couldn’t love you any more than if you’d been born of us. I guess in a way maybe you were really, just not in the conventional way.

“Plus I guess I shouldn’t forget young Dale here; seems that he is the luckiest and hap-piest of all of us. You’ve surely made a different person out of him just by your presence here. I don’t believe I’ve ever seen the boy this happy before, ever.”

“Quit it,” Debbie said, “You guys, you’re going to give me a big head and make me start crying again. I love you all so very much. I can’t imagine life without you all in it with me.” She let out a little laugh as she wiped a tear from her eye. Then she walked over and sat right down on Dale’s lap and put both arms around his neck.
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“Is this all right, young Mr. Davis? Do I make you happy and do I make you get ex-cited when you see me?” she teased. Then she pulled her self up to his head and teasingly nibbled and kissed his ear. She bit on it softly, before letting her tongue lightly touch the inside of his ear, sending chills and goose bumps up and down his entire body.

Dale started to pull away and said, “Debbie, not in front of…” Before he could finish, she pulled him to her and covered his lips with her own, shiny red full lips. She held him tight and mashed her lips to his. She finally pulled back and let the poor boy breathe.

“Don’t you try and be shy with me, lover boy,” Debbie said. “Bea told me all about how you feel for me, and how you tried not to love me, but couldn’t eat or sleep or get your work around here done without me. And let me tell you, for the first time in my en-tire life, I don’t care what anyone thinks or says about me. I love you Dale and it’s the greatest feeling I’ve ever experienced in my whole life. I love you.

“It feels wonderful to say it, and now I want to live it, every day for as long as we have on this earth together. I want to tell you over and over so you’ll know I mean it. I love you, Mr. Dale Davis, and you’re not ever going to be able to get rid of me because I’m going to love you and please you and care for you until the end of time!” she said and kissed him again, very passionately.

Dale turned red with embarrassment, but it took all he had to keep from yelling out, Yes, I love you too, Debra Ann.

“Well sir… how about you? Don’t you want to tell me how you feel?” Debbie teased and licked his ear again.

“Yeah, me too!” Dale said softly.

“You too what?” Debbie prodded him.

“You know what!” Dale blushed.

“No, no I don’t believe I do know what ‘you too’ means. Can’t you say it? I mean a big strong man like you that almost punched another man’s head off for exposing me in the yard today, and you can’t say those three little words? You’re not ashamed to say it in front of Mom and Dad, are you? Because if you are, then you must also be ashamed of me, and ashamed to say it in front of others too.”

“Debbie… come on, you know how I feel about you. No way am I ashamed of you. In fact, just the opposite; I couldn’t be prouder of you than I already am. Nobody I ever knew could go through all you’ve been through and still be such a loving and caring person,” Dale said.

“Good… then tell me!” she teased, nibbling on his ear again making him shiver with goose bumps. Then she moved onto his lap, again putting her arms around his neck again and looking straight into his eyes. “Well, come on, big boy, I’m waiting. Say it. Tell me what you know I want to hear.” She batted her beautiful eyelashes at him and smiled in a childlike manner.

“For the love of God, boy, tell the girl you love her so we can watch the show!” Gil and Bea said at the same time and started laughing.

“I love you, Debra Ann,” Dale said softly.
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“What? Come on now, honey, a big strong guy like you… surely you can do better than that?” Deb teased.

“I love you!” Dale said, a little bit louder.

“No… no… no… Come on, speak up. I want you to say it like you really mean it,” she told him, squirming around on his lap, arousing him even more.

“Oh good grief, girl. II love you, Debra Ann! There, are you happy now that the neigh-bors five miles down the road know now too?” Dale hollered.

Deb gave him a smile and batted her eyes in little girl fashion again and said, “There, that’s all I wanted to hear. Thank you, Mr. Davis. Now tell me, don’t you just feel so much better getting that off your chest? I know I do. Now we don’t have to play all those silly teenage games. We both know where we stand and we can now get on with living and loving each other in the open.”

“You are really something, Debra Ann Davis. I don’t know how you had the courage to change the way you have. Not only just change but, to become a completely different sex and a new person, both mentally and physically. Then to become so beautiful on top of it! I never truly knew you before, but I can’t believe that you were ever really anything but what you appear to be right now. That being the most wonderful, thoughtful, kind and sweet girl I’ve ever known.” Dale said to her. “Plus I might add, you’ve become a little tease lately,” he added, poking her playfully.

“I never really gave it a lot of thought but it appeared that my choices were somewhat limited, then I woke up one morning with these,” she said, cupping her full, firm breasts. “I don’t think there remained any choice at all after these little additions to my body. I no longer looked good in a T-shirt and boy’s shorts, at least not without a bra. I am no longer a good candidate to join the Boy Scouts!” she joked.

“I wouldn’t say that. I’d pay to see you in a T-shirt and shorts anytime,” Dale laughed teasingly. Debbie punched him playfully in the arm. He grabbed her and held her tight to himself and kissed her on the mouth. “You know, I believe that I am now the luckiest guy in the whole world to have you as my girl, Debra Ann.”

“Oh yeah… and who said I’m your girl now Mr. Davis?” Deb teased, playfully.

“Unless I’m just plain crazy, you told me so. Not only that, but I was hounded by you relentlessly only moments ago to not accept that fact and to openly confess my love for you in return!” Dale replied.

“Yes, that’s true and don’t you ever forget that or you’ll regret it, mister, for the rest of your days,” Deb threatened and gave him a long tender kiss.

They snuggled up and watched TV for a while before going to bed. Debbie had a hard time concentrating on the show as she became aware of some very strange feelings going on inside of her body. It was like she suddenly had an itch she couldn’t scratch. Then all of a sudden she realized that she was very sexually aroused. Everywhere that Dale and her bodies were touching, she felt that place tingling and begging to be caressed. She wanted desperately for Dale’s hands to caress her new breasts, which made her shiver at the thought. What’s up with me tonight? My goodness, I’ve never even had thoughts like these bef-ore, as a boy or a girl, she thought to herself.
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Next, her legs tickled where Dale’s legs touched hers and she wanted to reach out and rub his thighs. OH MY God, I want to touch his… his penis and balls. She couldn’t help it, she felt this overwhelming need to bring him pleasure and she couldn’t stop these strange and new feelings from growing stronger and stronger. It was as if she was suddenly consumed with this building desire. She longed to scratch this erotic new itch which consumed her thoughts.

Debbie was puzzled and shocked at the thoughts running through her mind and the feelings that were also running through her body. She wasn’t aware that the hormones were mostly the root cause of these strange new feelings and desires that were flooding her body. She had no idea that the body she was now living in had changed so dramati-cally. Her mind, emotions and thought processes were now radically different from any-thing she’d ever experienced or knew.

As Devon, she never had any feelings or thoughts like the ones now consuming her mind and desires. She’d certainly never felt lust or desire for another boy. She really didn’t even have very strong sexual feeling towards girls. So what all of a sudden had caused these strong emotions, feelings and desires to take over her mind and body?

Suddenly Debbie sat up and said, “I’m really bushed, I think I’ll turn in for the night now.” She kissed each of them and gave them a hug. She felt that if she didn’t get up and go to her room, she wouldn’t be able to control this strong urge to touch Dale and she’d not be able to stop once she started; she didn’t want to embarrass either Dale or herself in front of Gil and Bea.

Debbie turned and walked from the room. Dale and Gil couldn’t tear their eyes away from Debbie’s behind. The men watched as Debbie’s shapely rear moved from side to side with a sexy little wiggle as she left the room. This was not something Debbie was doing consciously, but was the results of the paces that Bea had been putting her through with great repetition. The aerobics, an hour each day, the posture training, walking throughout the house up and down stairs in four-inch heels with a book atop her head. Bea had taped a long piece of yarn in a single line, the full length of the long hallway and had Debbie practice walking down the hall and back again, constantly coaching her to put the right foot, then the left foot right on the line on the floor.

Debbie now walked this way at all times and was no longer even aware that she was doing so. It had become second nature from months of practice and conditioning. Plus, as a result of this cute little wiggle, her other new assets, her now perky breasts, moved in harmony with the hips and behind, giving her the overall presence of a very sexy young lady.

Bea looked at the faces of her two men and knew exactly what thoughts filled their lit-tle minds. She smiled, knowing that she had created this beautiful young lady who was the object of their manly desires. She also knew that she had complete control over both of these over-sexed males, and in time she would see that both got what they hoped for.

Bea got up and followed Debbie into her bedroom. Debbie had just removed her clothes and was slipping into a soft sheer silk nightie when Bea entered her room. Bea stopped and stood in the doorway and watched. It was even hard for her to believe the dramatic physical changes that Devon’s body had taken. Debbie now surpassed even Bea’s
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wildest dreams in how this young body would change from the hormones, the exercise, diet and those wonderful small implants she’d had done on her breasts. With the excep-tion of those three little body parts still intact between her legs, Debbie was more feminine and womanly that most of the genetic women she’d ever met in her whole life, and she’d seen some very beautiful and sexy women come through her salon over the years.

For Debbie, even though she’d been putting on and removing make-up now for several months, every once in a while it would hit her how odd it felt to be applying makeup to her own face, eyes and lips. Each evening before bed, she’d reverse the process and re-move those same cosmetics. She began to note over the past several weeks that even after removing her makeup, her lips still looked as though she was wearing lipstick, and her eyes still looked as though he was wearing eye liner which enhanced the beauty of her green eyes and made them really sparkle and stand out!

Debbie was not aware that Bea had been supplying her with cosmetics with a strong dye in them. Both the strawberry/plum lipstick and gloss and the eyeliner were new prod-ucts that Bea had special-ordered to test on Debbie. She had hoped each would do exactly what they seemed to be doing. With each daily application, Debbie’s make-up was becom-ing more and more permanent; Bea hoped to make sure that Debbie became more femi-nine with each passing day. She didn’t want to take any chances of Debbie trying to revert back to being Devon and eventually leaving her and Gil. Her logic was that if Deb had to remain feminine, she’d also be more prone to depend on Bea and need her help to get by each day. Bea had been waiting all her life for a daughter of her own and she wasn’t about to chance losing Deb now! She’d do almost anything to keep Debbie soft, sweet and femi-nine and keep her living as her daughter. Gil felt just as strongly, but had no idea Bea was doing all these things permanently changing Devon into Debra Ann.

Deb finished up her nightly grooming rituals, wiping away the cleansing skin condi-tioner, then adding a moisturizing cream. She brushed her teeth, then brushed out her long sandy blonde hair and pulled it back into a loose ponytail. As she did this, she ex-posed her ears, which were now adorned with three piercings in each one. The lower holes had one-inch gold hoops hanging from them; just above these were half-karat diamond studs, and a quarter-karat diamond stud in the uppermost hole. She wondered what Bea might have her get pierced next but was afraid to ask. She still couldn’t get over her own reflection in the mirror. It still seemed as though she was seeing someone else. Several times she felt as though she was looking at her Mother when Mom was younger.

She looked again in awe at the multiple pierced ears, the dark outlined eyes, the full red pouty lips, her long blonde hair and her now hairless body from top to bottom, touched off by her well-manicured and brightly painted finger nails and toenails, along with her now narrow waist and full hips. Strangest of all by far, and the hardest to get used to, were these large mounds on her chest. They seemed to have a life of their own. They were always in the way when she tried to do even the simplest of tasks.

She had to learn how to work around them and leave room between herself and the ob-ject she was working on to keep from mashing them into things, pinching them, or just bumping her arms into them. This was the biggest of all the changes that she had under-gone to date. Plus something that she was becoming more and more aware of was the fact that, just as Bea had predicted, they were becoming more and more sensitive to the touch DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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of almost anything brushing up against them. Even her own hands, lightly touching and massaging them, felt wonderful and exciting.

It had gotten so she couldn’t wait to get her bra off at night and slip into one of her many new night gowns or baby doll tops. It was almost more than she could stand as the silky cool and soft material rubbed across her very sensitive nipples. It caused them to be-come almost instantly erect and sent waves of goose bumps throughout her chest and whole body.

Things continued to settle in for all of the Davis’s. Everyone adjusted to the changes in their lives since Debbie came to join them. Debbie did start her dance lessons and contin-ued with the piano lessons. She was getting quite good at both endeavors. She also had be-come an accomplished equestrian, thanks to Dale’s expert teaching and coaching. She continued to become well rounded, as any young lady from an advantaged family would be expected to be. Plus she had humility, grace and a very sweet spirit and disposition most all of the time. She got up every morning with a smile and a song on her lips.

Just when things seemed like they couldn’t be any better, all hell broke loose one day. Two officers appeared at the house one morning. Gil was out in the fields, getting the hay in. Dale was on the other tractor picking the bails up. Bea had gone to the salon to get things going that morning. Debbie had been up and dressed for a couple of hours. She was in the kitchen making lunch to take out to the men.

The officers knocked on the door. Debbie opened the door and said, “Good morning, how can I help you?”

“Hello young lady, are your parents home? I’m Lt. Sanders and this is Miss Jan Benson; we’re private investigators. We’d like to ask a few questions. Do you live here, and may I ask your name, miss?”

“Yes, I do live here with my Mother and Father, and my name is Debra Ann Davis. My Dad is out there in the field along with my fiancé; they are putting up hay. And my Mother is over at her salon. Is there something wrong, officer?” Deb asked, trying not to look nervous.

The officer produced a picture of Devon Nichols. “Could you take a look at this pic-ture, please, young lady?” he said, handing the picture over to Debbie.

“Have you ever seen this boy or do you recognize him from this picture?” asked Miss Benson.

Debbie felt sick inside. She tried her very best to remain calm as she looked at the pic-ture of Devon. “No… no, I’m sorry I don’t know him and I’ve never seen him, to the best of my knowledge. If you’d like to come in and have a seat, I’ll go over to the salon and get my Mother for you.”

“That would be fine but first we would like to ask you a few questions,” Miss Benson said. “You see, this boy’s father has reported him missing for almost a year now. Mr. Grimes had tracked the boy’s path to this neighborhood at one time, as a matter of fact to this very farm, according to the records. But he came up empty when following through on the leads he had received from people in town and a neighbor. The boy’s dad is under-
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standably very upset. And now an aunt has stepped forward and put up some money to find the boy, and make sure there has been no foul play.

“The aunt, Ms. Wilson, is a sister to the boy’s mother who passed away about a year ago or so. Seems she had lost touch with the family many years ago. Mr. Grimes tracked her down and asked for her help in finding the boy, who is her only living blood relative. Ms. Wilson is quite well to do financially. After reviewing all of the facts and information, she agreed to help. She has put up a lot of money and a reward for the safe return of her long lost nephew.

“Now, our records show you’ve been adopted by the Davis’s. Is that right?” Ms. Ben-son asked Debbie.

“Yes, Ma’am, that is correct, but what could that possibly have to do with that poor missing boy?”

“Well, that’s what we hope to find out, young lady. Maybe it’s nothing at all, but we can’t afford to overlook any possibility. There are just way too many coincidences that just happen to point right back here to the Davis’s. So we just need to ask some questions, hop-ing that your answers can clear up a few things so can look elsewhere,” Lt. Sanders told the frightened youth.

“You know, I think I’m going to go over and get my Mom, from the salon. She would better be able to answer your questions than me,” Debbie said to them.

“We’d really rather ask you our questions, Debra,” Ms Brown stepped back in. “All the leads that we’ve been able to put together seem to lead us right back to you,” she said, looking up at Debbie for some sort of reaction or response, a sign of panic or something that might indicate Debbie was lying or trying to hide something from them.

“We hate to make any trouble for you, Debra, but may we see your birth certificate or some other picture identification, like a drivers license or permit?” The Lt. asked.

Without missing a beat, Debbie handed them her I.D. and driver’s permit. “I’ll have to get my Mom to get you my birth certificate; she keeps it locked up in a safe place. But you people are wasting your time. Do you really think that I could possibly be the boy you are looking for?” Debbie asked.

“Again honey, we do not wish you any ill will or trouble, but would you object to hav-ing a doctor examine you?” Ms Benson asked her.

“No, I wouldn’t object at all, but that’s just plain silly. There’s nothing wrong with me. But I can tell you this. My Mom and Dad are not going to be very happy about all of this. I’m not going to do anything until I talk to them. If they agree, you can have ten doctors examine me. I just don’t know what gives you the right to come here and demand things from me of this nature. I haven’t done anything wrong. And even that boy’s father came here several months ago and he thought that I was his son in disguise as a girl.

“In a fit of uncontrolled rage, in an effort to prove he was right, he actually ripped my blouse and bra right off of me, exposing my bare breasts to God and the whole world. He was shocked and very apologetic after that. Now I would have thought that that man would have reported all that information to you people before you came back here.” DEVON’S TRANSFORMATION BY BC
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“As a matter of fact, Mr. Grimes did mention that unfortunate episode to us in the meetings we had before taking this case. He also noted that he was indeed in shock at the time. So much so that he wasn’t able to get the picture of you out of his mind for months afterwards. After he calmed down, he couldn’t get over the fact that there was such a strong resemblance between you and his deceased wife,” Ms Benson said. She then pro-duced two pictures, side-by-side, of Debbie and her birth mother.

Debbie turned scarlet red. They looked almost like the same person. To her great relief, at that moment, Bea walked through the door, and heard the end of the conversation. “What are you people doing in my home? What’s this all about? Do you have a warrant? I’m asking you to leave my home right now. Leave my daughter alone. She’s been through enough and she doesn’t need all of this torment in her life. You have no right coming her and bothering us,” Bea said.

Lt. Sanders replied, “Actually Ma’am, we do. We’ve been hired by Devon Grime’s aunt to try to find the boy. He is her only living relative and stands to inherit a substantial por-tion of her wealth.” He handed her a card. “We have a warrant to be here. As a matter of fact, a doctor and the sheriff are on their way here as we speak.”

“What gives you the right to interfere in people’s lives like this? Can’t you see we’re a family here? And our daughter has been through enough in her life. This is the only happy home she has ever known. She doesn’t need all of this disruption and upheaval in her life!” Bea said while trying to call Gil’s pager.

“Well Ma’am… if Debra here is who she says she is, there won’t be any trouble. It should only take a moment or two of your time, and we’ll be gone. If, on the other hand, she is who we believe that she is, then that’s going to be a very different story. There are legal family members who want their child returned to them,” Lt. Sanders explained calmly to her.

Just at that moment, the front door opened and Gil and Dale walked in, with the sheriff and the local doctor. Bea ran up to Gil. “These people are here to try and take Debbie away from us. They think she might be that missing boy we heard about a year ago or so. They believe that Debbie is only masquerading as a young lady to keep from going back to her step dad,” Bea said with fear and uncertainty in her voice.

“It’s okay Bea honey, calm down, there is no sense getting hysterical, we can’t do the child any good if we’re out of control now. We’ll work this out and everything will turn out. You’ll see,” Gil said, trying to calm Bea.

“We mean no one any harm, Mr. and Mrs. Davis. We’re just trying to do our job. We only want to do what’s right for the parents and relatives of the missing child as well as the child himself. So if Debra is who she says she is, this will only take a few minutes and we’ll be out of here,” Lt. Sanders said.

“Well, there’s no boy here, anyone can see that. Debbie is our daughter!” Bea said.

“Okay, Bea and Gil, let’s not get all worked up here,” Sheriff Bill said. “We’ve got no choice but to cooperate. They have a warrant to have her checked her out by a doctor, and there is nothing we can do to stop them. So let’s just let the doctor run his tests and it will all be over with and we can all get on with our lives.”
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Doctor Sandra Baskin asked Debbie to step into the bedroom with her and then asked Jan Benson to join them as a witness. Debbie said, “Do I have to, Dad?”

The Sheriff spoke up, “Yes Debra, you do… please don’t make it harder for yourself, honey. You’d be in contempt if you refused to cooperate with them, so just get it over with and they will be on their way. Tell her Gil, it’s not an option.”

“I’m afraid he is right, Debbie honey. You’ll have to go with the doctor,” Gil said sadly.

The doctor examined Debbie’s breasts and was amazed and virtually certain these peo-ple had made a mistake.

“Doctor, please continue!” Ms Benson asked.

Slowly, Debbie removed her skirt and panties. Both the doctor and Ms. Benson looked on in complete awe and shock, as, slowly, Debbie’s penis unfolded itself from between her legs! As it came fully into view, the doctor asked, “Debbie, you can tell us the truth about your identity or we can continue with fingerprints and blood tests. Are you or were you Devon Grimes?”

Debbie looked up at Bea who had entered the room with them and she knew it was useless to keep up the lie any longer. They were not going to stop until they got what they came here for. The doctor had all but spelled it out for her. There would be no way to fool the blood test or fingerprint test. She simply lowered her pretty face and said, “Yes Ma’am… I was Devon, but I am no longer that person. As you can see for yourself, my life and my body have changed and I am now Debra Ann Davis, legally, and I wish to remain that way.”

“Well honey, you are a very beautiful looking young lady, there is no denying that. But the problem is you went missing while you were underage. Your step dad is still responsi-ble for you and has legal custody of you until you sort all this out. Plus now we find that you have a blood relative who is still alive, a Mrs. Kathy Wilson who claims that she was your mother’s only sister,” Ms. Benson told the frightened youth.

“I don’t know anyone by that name, and my so-called step dad had been abusing me for months and months which is why I ran away in the first place. Now Gil and Bea are my family, and that’s the way I want it to stay!” Debbie told them.

“Well honey, Mr. and Mrs. Davis may have thought that they were doing what’s best for you, but what they have done was against the law. They could be in serious trouble. However, your Aunt says if you will return home at this time, she will not press charges against them that could possibly put them both in jail. If you do not return with us, she will press charges, You’ll be returned anyway and the Davis’s will be prosecuted for sev-eral infractions of the law including kidnapping and obstructing justice which could end up costing them thousands of dollars and even jail time,” Ms. Benson said.

“But we love her; we’ve only been good to her and cared for her. Please don’t take her from us!” Bea cried out.

“I’m sure you do care for the child, Mrs. Davis, but I’m also sure that you know what you have done was wrong! If it’s found that you were responsible for changing Devon into Debbie, it’s possible that even the child’s aunt can’t prevent your having to answer for what you’ve done,” Lt. Sanders told her.
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“Gil and Bea had nothing at all

to do with my decision to become

Debbie. It was completely my do-

ing. They didn’t even know that I

was changing until it was too late.

I got into Bea’s pills and I stole

money from them and had the

implants done all on my own, and

I would have had the other sur-

gery soon to complete my change.

I’d have done anything in the

world to keep from going back to

Jed Grimes and the disgusting,

and perverted things he was do-

ing to me.

“Would you like to see the

welts I still have on my back from

his belt because dinner wasn’t hot

enough for him, when he came

home drunk, four hours late from

work? Jed Grimes is a child

abuser, a molester and a drunken

mean old man! If you return me

to him, I can promise you I’ll only

run away again!” Deb told them

with tears in her eyes.

Just then Dale walked in.

“What’s going on here Gil, why

all the cars and people? Some-

body sick or something?”

Debbie went running into his

arms. “Oh Dale, these awful peo-

ple are here to take me back to my

[image: ]

step dad. They say if I don’t go

back with them right now with-

out a fuss, my step dad and an aunt I never even knew existed say that they will prosecute Gil and Bea, and put them in jail. Oh Dale! I don’t want to leave Gil and Bea… and what will I do without you? I don’t even want to live without you!” she cried out and hugged him with all her might.

Dale put his arms around her and pulled her close. “Gil, Bea… is this for real? Can they really do this? he asked.

“Yes, I’m afraid it is. We’ll fight for her, but for now we’ll have to do as the law dic-tates. The sheriff says Debbie has to go with them now and be returned to her legal guard-
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ian, even if he is a drunk, a child abuser and unfit to raise a child,” Gil said while walking over and hugging Debbie.

It took a couple of hours to get everything checked out and settled down. Bea, crying her eyes out, tried to help Debbie pack some clothes into a couple of suitcases. When all was finally ready, the sheriff told them all, “It would be best until Debbie calls you not to try and get in touch with her. When the time is right, she’ll be allowed to contact you folks. Believe me Gil, Bea; I hope you know that you two are getting off very easy. This was a se-rious matter, and you aided and contributed to a runaway. What were you thinking?

“I know you both thought you were helping the child, but you know the law better than that. This might have cost you your farm and everything you own plus possibly even jail time. Now I know that you love the child and treated her well, I’ve seen you around with her. But you should have turned her in.”

Debbie hugged and kissed Dale over and over, sobbing tears of sorrow. “I’ll come back to you just as soon as I possibly can, I promise. The minute I can get free, I’ll be on a bus, or a train, or a plane. So please wait for me if you can,” she said squeezing him for all she was worth. “I’ll never love any one but you. And that goes for you, Gil and Bea, as well. I’ll come back as soon as I can.”

They all hugged and cried and loaded up the van. The sheriff drove Lt. Sanders, Ms. Benson, and Debbie to the airport. Debbie sat silently with tears for the entire flight.

As they landed and exited the plane, the first face Debbie saw was her step dad Jed. He had a smirk on his face, but was trying hard not to let the others see. He was putting on a great act, Debbie thought, as she noted that he was wearing a nice suit and tie, clean shoes, he’d had his hair cut, and was clean shaven. Debbie could imagine what he was thinking. Something like “Ha… I got your little ass back here now, just like I told you I would!” Then suddenly as she got closer, she saw her! This Aunt Kathy, the mystery aunt who come out of nowhere. She was standing next to Jed. Debbie froze in her tracks. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Kathy was a carbon copy of her own Mother. More than that, though, seeing Kathy standing there was like looking in the mirror at her own face. The likeness was really unbelievable.

Kathy was also seeing Devon/Debra for the first time as well. She, too, was taken com-pletely by surprise. It was like seeing herself from 15 years ago!

Jed tried to behave like he was a concerned parent, relieved to get his child back. Lt. Sanders turned Debbie over to her step dad.

“Look at you,” Jed said. “You look so much like your mother, child. What on earth were you thinking, boy? You really gave me a scare; I’ve been so worried, wondering if you were dead or alive. Then to find you out there staying with them Davis’s on their farm. I was sure it was you, but you threw me off with them jugs you got there now. When I got back home and I got to thinking everything through, I figured out it really was you. That’s when I looked up your Mom’s sister Kathy! She helped me find you and bring you back home where you belong. Oh Yeah… I forgot you two have never even met. Devon, meet your Aunt Kath!” Jed said, gesturing towards the well-dressed lady who looked like her mother, and herself.
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“Hello honey,” Kathy said, holding out her hand. Both could hardly take their eyes off the other. It was weird, looking at someone so much like yourself.

“It’s nice to meet you!” Deb said, offering her own hand. “I can’t believe how much you resemble my mother. I wasn’t even aware that Mom had a sister!”

Kathy noticed the very feminine hand, perfectly manicured, shaped and painted bright red. She noted the feminine rings on her fingers. She couldn’t take her eyes off that soft sweet, model-looking face. The eyes, the nose, those wonderful full red lips. Then she no-ticed the multiple pierced ears and the perfect hairdo. Kathy thought to herself, maybe there is something to what the report said about Jed being an abuser. She couldn’t believe the lengths Debbie had gone to so as not to be found.

It was somewhat strained but they all talked and visited for a while before Kathy drove them home. She stayed for a while, trying to get to know Debbie better. Finally she said goodnight and left, after giving Debra her home and cell phone number, and telling her to call if she needed anything.

As soon as she was out the door, Jed told Debbie he was sorry about before and he was glad she was back. “I got to tell you, though, I’m really grateful to them Davis people. It’s kind of ironic, don’t you think? I bought you ladies clothes and asked you to clean your-self up and you ran away so you wouldn’t have to wear them. Then you run to some folks to stay away from me and from having to wear the pretty clothes, and look at you now! You are more feminine and ladylike than I ever dreamed you could be.”

“Jed, why have you done this? You never liked me from the very beginning. I was truly happy for the first time. You have to know that just as soon as I possibly can, I’ll be head-ing back out to ‘those people,’ as you call them, because they really do love me and want me, and I’ve grown to love them too. That young man Dale is my boyfriend, we are going to be married someday!”

“Why you little fairy… you’re a boy, and the law won’t let you marry another boy!” Jed’s temper began to rear its ugly head. “You’re not going anywhere now, princess, you’re going to learn to live with me, and take your mother’s place,” he said, and then sur-prised Debbie by slapping her face and grabbing her arms while the tears instantly fell from her eyes. Before she knew what was happening, she felt something wide and stiff close around her neck, and then heard a click.

Jed had put a leather collar around her neck and locked if tight. Next he quickly locked a chain to the collar. The chain was anchored to a bolt in the floor. This chain only allowed Debbie to move in an eight-foot circle, as the length of the tether was only four feet. She couldn’t get to a door, or a window, or the phone.

“There, now you won’t be running off anywhere until I can get you trained proper, to serve your master. You sure are a pretty one, I got to give you that. I do believe you are even prettier than your mom. Now that’s not something most young boys aspire to hear, but you’ve earned it, sweetie. Now here is the deal, my little darling. I expect you to keep yourself looking pretty all of the time. You’ll take care of the house and me. That means you’ll be a-sharin’ my bed, pumpkin! But, until you’re ready to comply with them rules and become my missus, you’ll remain chained right there where you are now.
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“Just to make it more fun and give you some motivation, you’ll get nothing but a cup of water and two of these here crackers each day until you agree. Plus, each and every day you refuse, I’m going to take away one more item of your clothing, until you are plum na-ked, and it’s going to be getting pretty damned cold very soon now.”

“You can’t be serious! Why would you do this? How can you treat another human this way? People treat dogs better than this,” Debbie said.

“Hey, now don’t go giving me ideas,” Jed laughed.

“Well, you just do what you have to, Jed. I’d rather die than do any of those disgusting things with you. So go ahead. If I die, you’ll have to deal with the police, and when they put you in prison, maybe you’ll get a taste of your own medicine.”

“We’ll see, honey, people do things they never thought they would when they get hun-gry and cold enough, and if I remember right, you’re not exactly the strongest kid on the block. You’ll come around soon enough, is my bet!”

Each day, Jed asked Debbie if she was ready to give in to his terms. Four days had passed and she would not give in at all. Jed by then had cut off her blouse, her skirt, her shoes and her slip. Debbie was now chained to the ring in the floor by the collar around her neck, in only her bra, panties, a garter belt and nylons. She was hungry, thirsty and cold. She had made up her mind to die if necessary, rather than give in to her disgusting, dirty step dad.

It was about noon of the fifth day. Jed walked over and put a ball gag in Deb’s mouth. “Now, you be a good girl. I’m going out to get us some groceries. When I get back, you can decide what comes off next.”

Jed had only been gone about ten minutes when Debbie’s newfound Aunt Kathy came looking for her to check up and see how things were going. She knocked on the door and waited.

Debbie tried to scream, but couldn’t get loud enough with the ball gag in her mouth to be heard across the room. Aunt Kathy knocked again. Still nothing. Debbie was in a panic; unable to reach anything she could throw or bang to make noise with, she began to slap her open hand on the bare floor in an effort to draw attention to whoever it was out side the door.

Kathy Wilson didn’t pick up on it in time and started to walk away. Halfway down the sidewalk, Jed returned home and rushed up to meet her. He wasn’t sure if she’d found out about Debbie or not and played it cool. “Good morning, Kathy!”

“Good morning to you, Mr. Grimes. Where is my niece? I’ve called several times with no answer,” she said.

“Oh, Debbie is off with a girlfriend. She said they was going shopping or some thing and would be back this afternoon. Do you want to come in and wait for her?” he gambled, thinking he was clever.

“No, I’ve got things to do, Mr. Grimes. I’ll call her later tonight,” she said and turned down the walk to her waiting car. The driver opened the door for her.
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Jed waited until the car began to pull away. He turned and hurried into the house to find Deb, just as he’d left her. “That was close, my little pet. Your aunt almost came in and spoiled our little game here,” he said. Debbie’s heart dropped. “You getting ready to give up there, little girl? You had better, pretty soon because you are hungry, tired and cold and you are not getting loose until you agree to be my woman and mate.”

In the meantime, Kathy had returned. She was seconds away from knocking on the door to leave a message for Debbie that she wanted her to spend the weekend with her to catch up on family matters and get a chance to know each other, when she overheard the end of Jed’s little speech. Next she heard Debbie, as Jed removed the ball gag, yell at him. “You bastard, you’ll have to kill me before I’ll share your bed or your miserable life!” Then it got still again.

Kathy silently moved to the window just in time to see Jed put the ball gag back into Deb’s mouth. She wanted to burst through the door and save Debbie, but at the last minute she thought better of it. She quietly went back to her car and had the driver pull up several houses down from Jed’s place. She immediately called the police and briefly ex-plained what was going on.

It was only eight minutes before the police pulled up and met Kathy Wilson outside the Grimes’ home. The police broke the door and rushed in to find Jed sitting in his chair, drinking beer and eating a TV dinner. In the center of the room sat a pretty young girl bare breasted with a leather collar around her neck and a four-foot chain connecting her to a metal ring in the floor. She wore only panties, a garter and nylons. Two saltine crackers and a half-cup of water sat untouched before her on the floor.

Kathy Wilson ran to Debbie and unhooked the gag. The police rushed over and grabbed Jed before he could get the leg rest of his La-Z-Boy down. They pulled him to his feet and cuffed his hands behind his back, with him hollering for them to get out of his “fucking house and mind your own damned business.” This was his kid and he was teach-ing her a lesson, damn it!

One of the officers grabbed the ring full of keys from Mr. Grimes’ waist and unlocked the chain and leather collar from around Debbie’s sore neck.

Aunt Kathy had already picked up a blanket and put it around Debbie’s shoulders to cover her nakedness. “Are you okay, child?” Kathy asked with concern.

Deb’s jaws were sore and stiff from the ball gag. The straps left marks around her cheeks from being so tight. She finally got her mouth to work. “Yes Ma’am… I think so,” she replied.

“Did this beast hurt you, child, or do anything disgusting to you?” Katherine asked.

“Other than humiliate, embarrass and scare me beyond belief, no Ma’am, he didn’t do anything physical. He wanted to, though, and he told me he would keep me bound like this until I agreed. I am very hungry and thirsty Ma’am. I’ve had nothing but the water and crackers you see before you on the floor for almost two weeks now. He wasn’t going to feed me or give me any rest until I agreed to be his wife and sleep with him. He also took another item of my clothing away each day that I refused him!” Debbie told them, “I told him he could go ahead and kill me, I was never, ever, going to give in to him!” she said with pride.
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“You poor dear!” Aunt Katherine said while putting her arms around the child, hug-ging her tight, making her feel safe again for the first time in a week.

The police took Jed Grimes away in their patrol car, and Katherine took Debbie to her own family doctor to be checked out, before taking her home with her to the Wilson estate. She gave her only enough time to pick out a few items of clothing and a couple of pictures and items that had belonged to her mother.

Katherine filed paperwork, providing proof she was the only living blood relative. In short order, thanks to her wealth and connections, she received legal custody of young Debbie.

Debbie asked if she could go back to the Davis’s and Katherine made her a deal. “I’m asking you to give me a couple of months. I’ve only just found my only living relative, my sister’s only child. Let’s try to get to know each other a little first. I’ll allow you to call and talk to them and your young man, any time you’d like to. Then, after two months, I’ll fly you out there for a couple of weeks to visit. I’d like to think that I can give you not only the love of a family member, and the friendship of a lonely old woman, but also some of the advantages that wealth and position can offer, plus a rounding out of your social skills, that perhaps the country setting might not ultimately provide a young lady.

“Please dear; don’t misunderstand what I’m saying. I saw the way Gil and Bea Davis looked at you. I know they love you and that you love them too, I would never try to take that from you, so please know that I always keep my word and my promises. You can go back and live with them full-time, after you and I get a chance to make up for years of lost time. Finish the school year here with me, and I’ll fly you out on holidays and even a weekend or two whenever you feel you can’t stand being away. Now, do we have a deal?” Aunt Katherine asked sincerely, taking Debbie’s hands in hers and looking into her eyes with a big smile that made Debbie believe her word was good.

Debbie almost couldn’t believe her ears. “Do you really mean it, Ma’am?” she asked.

“Yes dear, and only if you quit calling me Ma’am. It makes me feel even older than I am. Please call me Aunt Katherine or even Kathy!” she told her, grinning from ear to ear.

Debbie jumped up and hugged her with all her feminine might. “Oh thank you, Ma’am… whoops, I mean Aunt Katherine. Yes, yes, a hundred times yes. We do have a deal!” She hugged her again, noticing for the first time that her Aunt smelled just like she remembered her mother. A true and calming peace came over Debbie at that moment. “Aunt Katherine, may I call the Davis’s and tell them what’s happened please?” she asked, unable to wait to tell them the great news.

“Of course, child, you go ahead. I’m going to ask Sarah to get us a nice dinner going so we can celebrate our happy reunion,” Aunt Katherine said.

Debbie was on the phone like a cat on a mouse. She couldn’t dial the numbers fast enough. Bea answered and cried tears of happiness at the news. They yakked for thirty minutes before Gil and Dale came in; each got a chance to talk while Bea filled the other in on all that had taken place with Deb. Everyone was excited about the news of Debbie be-ing able to come back. She explained the deal she’d made with her Aunt. They would have liked her back full time and right away. But after believing they had lost her entirely, they were grateful for this turn of events.
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That evening, Aunt Katherine and Debbie sat down in the living room and caught up on each other’s lives up to this point. Katherine was sorry she’d turned from her only sis-ter to travel and seek her fortune. It wasn’t that they had fought or didn’t care for each other; the years and miles simply caused them to drift apart and they simply lost touch.

“What about you, honey? Why are you putting yourself through all of this pain and trouble?” Katherine said, pointing at Deb’s very shapely and feminine body. “Were you really that unhappy as a boy?” she asked.

“I’d be lying if I didn’t say it was quite a thrill to make guys stare open-mouthed. Even girls seemed to be jealous of my shapely figure and looks. It was a real kick after years of people not even knowing you were in the same room with them, to suddenly have people fawning over you and paying attention.”

It was something else completely when she realized for the first time in her life she was in love with someone. The fact that that someone happened to be a boy both confused and scared the hell out of her. She’d never before in her life had feelings for anyone of the same sex. She didn’t feel gay and didn’t want to be gay, yet there was nothing she could do to stop these overwhelming feeling she felt for Dale. Plus she was scared to death what he might do when he found out her secret!

“How did the young man respond when he finally found out?” Aunt Katherine asked.

“At first he didn’t believe it. Then like you’d probably expect, he went through a whole range of emotions. Hurt-mad-didn’t believe it-then disgust-confused- denial and finally acceptance. He said it took him a while to sort it all out, but it was the person he’d come to know and feel so good with that he loved. The kindness, the understanding, the warm personality, the humor and how I always brightened him up, just with my smile or touch.

“We had much in common and he could talk with me about anything and feel as thought we connected. Plus it didn’t hurt that all but three little tiny parts of my body drove him completely nuts, he told me. It took some time to digest but he finally knew in his heart that I was the one who made his heart race,” Deb told her.

“Well, it sounds to me like if the Davis’s can spare that young man from the farm, maybe we ought to just fly the poor dear up here to the big city for a week, before we get you started in your finishing school? What do you think?” she smiled.

“Oh, Aunt Katherine, please don’t kid about this!” Deb said.

“Honey, I’m not kidding one little bit. If you’ll live up to your end of our deal, I’ll keep every promise I made to you. I know this sounds strange because we’ve only just started to know one another, but I loved your mother and I want to makeup to both her and you, for all the lost time. I feel as though you were my own, and I already love you and want you to be happy.”

Again Debbie jumped up and hugged her with all her feminine might. “Thank you, Aunt Katherine, I love you too!”

“First thing tomorrow, I’m taking you to my personal doctor for a check-up. Bea needs to tell us in writing what you’ve taking so that we can get you on the proper doses and get you regulated,” she told her.

“Can we call them now and tell them?” Deb asked.
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“Yes, you go ahead, and when you are through, I’d like to speak to Bea,” Aunt Kather-ine said.

Debbie couldn’t dial the phone fast enough. She spoke to each and told them of the wonderful news. The deal Aunt Katherine had made with her. How she’d be able to visit on many occasions. It seemed they were on the phone for hours. Finally she handed the phone to her Aunt who spoke to Bea and wrote down the information she needed for the doctor. She gave them her phone number, telling them they could call any time.

They went to bed and Debbie slept as soundly as she’d ever slept in her whole life. That weekend, Aunt Katherine took Deb to the most lavish spa she’d ever even heard of. She’d never dreamed her body could be pampered in so many ways. Every inch was at-tended to except the one she kept hidden away, pushed back into her own body cavity. Two and a half hours of touching, cleansing, rubbing, massaging, exfoliating. You name it, they worked on it. Finally, she was showered, then had her hair styled and trimmed, a manicure, pedicure, a complete facial and makeover, followed by new clothes of the latest Paris fashion design, ordered just for Debbie and waiting for her in the dressing room. Her face was like an artist’s canvas. Everything sparkled. Her beautiful eyes, her ached brows, the dark eyeliner, her little turned-up nose and those luscious full red lips. She was truly a sight. “Beautiful” really didn’t cover the way she looked at this moment.

They went to a fancy restaurant and as the maitre ’d showed them to their table. She thought it was a mistake and wondered what was going on. She became nervous as there appeared to be a man already sitting there with his back to them. As they got nearer to the table, the man stood and slowly turned around to face them. Debbie’s eyes almost popped out of her head as she realized that the man standing there before her was Dale!

As her mind raced to catch up with the image in her brain, she completely forgot all of her training and elegant manners and jumped into his arms, kissing him full on the mouth. She squeezed and hugged and kissed him all over his face and neck. They remained in this embrace for what seemed like an hour. It felt so good to hold him, smell him, touch him. Debbie was so excited, she completely forgot where they were and all the people around them.

“Okay you two, I realize that you are excited to see one another, but for goodness sakes, you are making a public display of yourselves. Please calm down and get a hold of yourselves and your emotions. Dale is staying with us for a couple of days, so you’ll have some private time to yourselves over the next couple of days,” Aunt Katherine told them in a hushed tone.

Debbie was so excited to see Dale that she could hardly concentrate on ordering din-ner. They had to ask their waiter five times to give them more time. Debbie asked ques-tions a mile a minute, wanting to know how Bea and Gil were? How’s the farm? How had he been? Did he really miss her a lot? What had he been up to over the past several weeks since she’d been brought back here to her step dad? Then without taking a breath, she told him how her Aunt Kathy had saved her and then brought her back to live with her at her beautiful home. She then went on to tell Dale about the wonderful opportunity and pro-posal that Aunt Katherine had made to her. How she gave her the choice to get her educa-tion at one of the best schools in the entire Midwest, also the chance to visit the farm on weekends and holidays, whenever she wanted or needed to.
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It wouldn’t be easy to be away from him and Bea and Gil for that amount of time, but she also felt an obligation to get to know her only remaining blood relative and Aunt Kath-erine convinced her it was the right thing to do, and that it would only strengthen their re-lationship. After this time apart, they would never have any doubts about their commitment to each other or their desire to be together long term.

“I already know in my heart and soul I’ll never want anyone else on the face of this earth. You and I don’t need time or space or anything else to teach me that. But I also feel that getting my education will only make me a better person for you! Now Aunt Katherine promised me the choice was mine and I’ve already agreed to the arrangement, but I would really like your support on this because it affects both of our lives. I really would like to know more about my Aunt, my family, who I really am and where I came from. Aunt Katherine is the only relative I have left and she won’t be around forever, so I need to do this,” Deb chattered on and on.

“Well, my sweet, beautiful girl, if you’ll let me get a word in? I’m not going to lie to you, Deb. It’s not going to be easy being away from you for that much time. But you al-ready know in your heart I’ll support you, I’ll continue to love you, I’ll wait for you, and I’ll be there whenever you need me. Because I do not want anyone else but you! We’ll get through this together and we have the rest of our lives to be together. Your Aunt has promised me that she would make sure we had as many opportunities as possible to get together,” Dale told her. He continued to hold her hand in his.

Deb once again reached over and kissed him. “I love you Dale,” she said.

“And I love you too, Debra Ann.”
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