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Amanda HawkinsNo More Mister Shy Guy: Say hello to the new girl in town…
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Fifteen minutes of hair-brushing and primping in front of a mirror later…
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Late the next afternoon…

Jane sniffled into a tissue supplied by her mother, Helen.

“He didn’t come home last night, Mum. I left the club

around eleven, but ‘Daphne’ wouldn’t budge. She was

dirty-dancing with a six-four paramedic named Todd.”

“Disgraceful. That’s no way for a young lady to act.”

Jane took a deep breath. “She finally wandered in at ten

o’clock this morning, with this vacant expression on her

face. When I asked where the heck she was all night, all

she said was, ‘I passed. I’m a woman’. What does that

even mean? It’s not like she was taking a test!”

“I think it means that the man she was with didn’t figure

out she wasn’t a real girl. She ‘passed’ as female.”

“Oh, yay. I did such a great job of turning my boyfriend

into a woman that he can pass for one in bed—with a

man.” She hung her head. “He asked me how long the

glue lasts that I used on his breast forms. I had to check

the tube. Turns out, we need a particular solvent and it’s

back-ordered on Amazon. It won’t be here for a nearly a

month. ‘Oh goody,’ she said, and clapped her hands!”

Helen held Jane’s hand. “You have to understand, love.

All those ‘feminine attributes’ you gave him… for some

men they’re like catnip. They just can’t resist the lure of

being female. It might be different for a six-foot-four

paramedic, but for a little guy like Danny… Frankly, I’m

not surprised.” She wagged her finger. “Now, be honest.

You did slip him some estrogen, didn’t you? And you

hypnotized him as well, I bet. Hmmm?”

“Well… just a little. He was always so uptight about his

manhood. The littlest thing would set him off. I figured a

few sessions of sleep hypnosis would help him relax and

you know… enjoy being a girl? And the hormone pills I

mixed into his juice were only to help his complexion!”

“I see. Well, it did the trick, I suppose.” Helen drummed

on the table. “Where’s the little minx now?”

Jane snorted. “She went out to buy a new dress, if you

can believe it. She says she’s gonna hook up with Todd

again tonight. What I can’t figure out is if he’s cheating

on me. Daphne’s the one who’s sleeping around.”

Helen shrugged. “Maybe the best way to think about this

is that Danny don’t live here no more. For the time being

Daphne is your roomie and she’s not your boyfriend.”

“Uh-huh. So when he comes back, I’m just supposed to

pretend this messing around never happened?”

“To be honest, dear, I don’t think the issue will come up.

A boy like Danny—he’s had low self-esteem his whole

life. He feels worthless, like no one ever loved him—or

could love him. I know you did, sweetie, but I doubt he

ever truly believed it.” She sighed. “Now, for the first

time in his life, he feels beautiful. More than that, he

feels desirable. He feels like the kind of woman a man

can love, and not just physically. The fact that he had to

become female to achieve that is less important than

being able to feel good about himself—erm, herself.”

“I guess. I just wish he could have done that as a guy.”

“You gave your friend a priceless gift, Jane. Don’t ever

apologize for that. Trust me, you should be proud.”  


