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Comes night in the city

of transgender dreams…

*

“You’re damn right I don’t look like a guy. What did you expect? 
That hair extensions, lingerie and a fake pussy would somehow 
enhance my masculinity? Get with the programme.”

“You should start calling me Sheila. It’ll be good practice for later. 
We don’t want any slip-ups, now, do we?”

“By the way, your name will be Conrad. So if I call you Connie, by 
accident, no one will ask any awkward questions.”

“Cross-dating is all about the details. That’s why I’m so careful with 
my face. To avoid suspicion, I need to look better than your average 
real girl. I have to bring out my cheeks, minimize my jaw line, use 
exactly the right eye shadow… You have no idea.”

“But I’ve been doing this since I was a kid. I’m good at it.”

“Remember the first time you saw me dressed? That was so funny. 
You’re standing there buzzing my apartment, just when I get back 
from a stroll around the neighborhood—girl mode, head to toe. Like, 
what are the odds? I nearly died when I saw you.”

“You’re lucky I even let you in. And sharing an elevator—yikes. 
I almost got off on a different floor, but then I thought ‘What the 
hell’. It’s gotta happen sometime, right? You should have seen your 
face when I unlocked my door and said, ‘We need to talk.’”

“Have you picked out where we’re going? I could murder a salad.”

“The Parrot House? Never heard of it. I hope it’s nice.”

“Just so you know, this is a traditional date. We’re not two girls out 
on the town, and it won’t be like Stuart and Connie either. Stuart 
treats girls like female versions of himself. It’s pathetic.”

“You’re the man and I’m the woman. Simple as that.”

“You noticed that, huh? I am definitely more outgoing than Stuart. 
It’s all about confidence. I don’t have to worry about failing as a 
man, because I’m not one. And thank God for that. Other than the 
whole penis thing, being male isn’t what it’s cracked up to be.”

“No offense, dude. Now hand me those silk stockings. I just decided 
against panty hose. I’m a woman now, I can do that.”
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“Okay, here’s the deal. You go downstairs 
and I’ll buzz you in. Then we pretend like 
you just got here. It’ll be fun.”

“How about this: we met through Stuart 
and Connie, but this is our first date.”

“Give it a few minutes before you buzz, 
okay? I have to pack a purse, and I just 
realized that I don’t smell like a girl.”

“Not to worry, I’ve got just the perfume 
for the job. Off you go.”

*

“Oh, Conrad? You’re early, but that’s okay. 
I’m almost ready. C’mon up!”

*

“Welcome to my humble home, sir. It ain’t 
much, but it’s definitely humble.”

“My scent? It’s Shalimar. Pricey, but I 
have a weakness for the classics.”

“That’s sweet of you, but gorgeous I am 
not. I look like a secretary going for 
drinks after work, but it’s all I have.”

“Yes, it has been awhile. Over a year, in 
fact, since my last real date. I’m used to 
going out with Connie and her friends.”

“Well, that’s a bit forward. I mean, why 
would I be going out with you if I wasn’t 
straight?”

“Since we’re asking, do you have a thing 
for the guys or what?”

“Okay, now that we’ve established that 
you’re a regular guy and I’m a girl who’s 
totally into men, shall we go? Be a dear 
and fetch my coat. It’s the cream-colored 
Valentino in the closet.”

*

“Really? It’s very generous, but a little 
unusual, don’t you think? Buying a girl a 
new dress, and on a first date?”

“It’s like you think I’m not good enough 
for you—the way I am now. Would that 
be a fair assessment of your intent?”

“I know what I said. It’s one thing for a 
girl to criticize herself, but when a man 
does it—that’s a whole ‘nother thing.”

“How could you understand? As a woman, 
I’m used to men looking at me like some 
kind of plaything. Is that what I am to 
you, Conrad? Some sort of Barbie doll, 
to dress up as you please?”

“I am a person who just happens to be a 
woman. Is that all right with you?”

“Okay, you can stop apologizing. Silly boy, 
don’t you know when you’re being teased? 
If you want to shower a woman you barely 
know with expensive gifts, who am I to 
stand in your way?”

“Got a particular store in mind?”

“Well, there’s a Bloomingdale’s near here 
that I happen to be familiar with. Connie 
and I were there last week.”

“You know, I wouldn’t let just any man buy 
me a designer dress on a first date. But 
there’s something special about you.”

“I know. It’s like we’ve known each other 
for months—six months to be exact.”

“Okay, I’m ready to be transformed into 
the elegant lady we both know I really am. 
So sweep me off to Bloomingdale’s on your 
mechanical steed, sir knight. I am yours 
for the evening.”
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“Wine would be lovely. White, of course.”

“Thank you, I’ve always liked it. Sheila is 
an Irish name, originally. I’m half Irish, 
through my grandmothers, both born and 
raised in the old country.”

“I’ve never been, no. Someday, maybe.”

“Conrad is a strong name, very masculine. 
Did you know it comes from the German 
words for ‘brave’ and ‘counsel’?”

“I looked it up. Just after we met. Maybe 
that’s why I agreed to go out with you. I 
rather like the idea of being counselled 
by a brave man. Don’t let me down.”

“No, you don’t have to take down a mugger 
to impress me. Just be open and honest. 
That’s tough enough for most guys.”

“More wine, please.”

“I’m curious—what made you notice me? 
There were a lot of girls at that party. 
And don’t just tell me I’m gorgeous. We’ve 
been through that.”

“Really? I have an honest face? No one’s 
ever said that before. Most guys would 
just mention my hair or my figure; stuff 
like that. Color me impressed.”

“Nervous? I don’t think so…”

“Okay, I’m playing with my hair. So what? 
Lots of women do that.”

“Flirting? That’s… Okay, you got me. I’m 
so bad at hiding my feelings. I’d never 
make it as a politician.”

“But it’s mutual, isn’t it? You’re attracted 
to me too. Why else would you be staring 
at my cleavage like that?” 

“It’s okay. I was kind of expecting it when 
I picked this dress.”

“Fair’s fair. I checked out your butt back 
at the store, while you talked the clerk 
into accepting your sister’s credit card.”

“Also, I reserve the right to check out 
your crotch when it’s convenient.”

“Oops. Now who’s being bold?”

“Oh, God, I’m playing with my hair again. 
Maybe I am nervous…”

“Guys don’t usually have this effect on me. 
I like to think I’m a modern woman.”

“Sure, but it can’t all be in the dna. I’m 
more than just tits and a gallon or two 
of estrogen, aren’t I? I have a brain.”

“A brain swimming in estrogen. Yes. Very 
funny. So are you just a talking penis with 
a side of testicles?”

“You are? Points for honesty, I guess.”

“Hmmm. Color me intrigued. My vagina 
has a soft spot for a talking—”

“Oh, God, did I just say that?”

“Don’t get your hopes up, mister. It’s the 
wine talking. On a first date, I don’t—”

“More wine? Sure, why not?”

“Know what? I like a guy with a nice solid 
chest. Did I mention that before?”

“This is just wine, isn’t it? You didn’t have 
the waiter spike it with triple distilled 
Smirnoff or whatever?”

“Oh, good, the food’s here. How would you 
feel about a small trade? I could murder 
a piece of that steak.”



Page 4



Page 5

*

“Ugh… thanks, I guess.”

“Now the chains, right?”

“Or not. Whatever floats your boat.”

“Whaddya mean, if I’m nice? When 
have I not been nice?”

“I hope you’re not one of those guys 
who thinks that women are second-
class citizens compared to men.”

“Only in the bedroom? Well, that’s 
something. Progress is progress.”

“Then how might I serve you?”

“Mmmmm.”

“Nice kiss. You done this before?”

“You do realize I can’t hug you back, 
right? Being chained and all…”

“Okay, just so you know what you’re 
missing out on.”

“Mmmmm.”

“You know, I could help out with 
those buttons, if—”

“Okay, okay… I’ll just stay dressed 
like this, shall I?”

“Nice bandage. Covers your whole 
chest. I’m guessing that your last 
girlfriend sliced your nipples off 
for pulling this stunt on her.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Hey, would you mind pulling my hair 
back a bit? It’s just—”

“Thanks. I thought maybe there was 
a blackout or something.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Mmmmm.”

“I have to admit, this is pretty hot.”

“Mmmmm.”

“I feel like a damsel in distress.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Which would make you the villain. 
Got a problem with that?”

“Mmmmm.”

“Didn’t think so. You’re giving off a 
pretty wicked vibe at the moment.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Funny how a modern woman can still 
get right into this bondage crap. It’s 
like some part of me wants—”

“Mmmmm.”

“—to be helpless. Or even forced.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Know this, sir : you most certainly 
do not have my permission to—”

“Mmmmm.”

“This is totally against—”

“Mmmmm.”

“I insist that you release—”

“Mmmmm.”

“Mmmmm.”

“So are you gonna take anything else 
off, or what?”
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“I see you moved the bedspread. Too 
bad. I like that shade of blue.”

“Do you like the way I’m dressed?”

“Mmmmm.”

“Good. I mean, I’ve only changed three 
times since we got here. I like a man 
who knows what he wants, but enough 
already.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Since I now meet with your approval, 
maybe we can lie down?”

“Mmmmm—mmmm.”

“Nice. So what do I have to do to get 
these pants off, mister?”

“Here, I’ll even unbuckle your belt.”

“Mmmmm.”

“You know, if your mouth could keep to 
itself for a moment, we might—”

“Mmmmm.”

“Stop that. Lemme just wiggle your fly 
down and—oh, my. That’s quite a bulge 
you’ve got there.”

“Is that a small hippo in your shorts 
or are you just happy to see me?”

“Mmmmm. Hippopotamus it is.”

“Let’s get those pants off, shall we? 
I’m not wrapping my legs around a pair 
of cotton Dockers, no matter how nice 
they look on you.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Mmmmm.”

“You know, it’s traditional for the guy 
to do something with his fingers. Like 
maybe run them through my hair?”

“Mmmmm…”

“That feels nice. Now, one hand to the 
back of my head and—”

“Mmmmm!”

“My, what a broad back you have. My 
hands feel so small—”

“Mmmmm.”

“Are you aware that my chest is open 
for business? It’s not unusual for guys 
to fiddle with—”

“Mmmmm…”

“Color me impressed. You really know 
your way around the female body.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Girls have fingers too. And I have a 
pretty good idea what to do with mine. 
It’s like rubbing a magic lamp. Do it 
right and maybe a genie pops out.”

“Mmmmm—mmmm!”

“Wow. This thing sure feels real.”

“How’s it work? Warm water? Helium? 
Maybe a pump under the bed?”

“Mmmmm.”

“Gotcha, it’s not polite to look a gift 
horse in the mouth. From now on, I’ll 
be little Miss Manners.”

“Mmmmm. Speaking of horses… you 
certainly seem to be hung like one. 
Not that I’m complaining…”
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“Mmmmm.”

“Oh, God… It totally feels like you’re 
inside me. Whoever designed this fake 
vagina did one hell of a job.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Oops—did I say fake? Of course, I 
meant to say real vagina. Because, as 
you know, I am totally female. Always 
have been. True story.”

“Mmmmm. In and out…”

“I’ll tell you when to stop, but for now 
you’ve got the green light for about a 
hundred more laps.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Hang on, lemme just shift over a bit… 
maybe change the angle. There.”

“Oops. Here, I’ll put it back in…”

“Man, this thing feels real.”

“Mmmmm.”

“You know, I can’t help wondering if 
you’re trying to distract—”

“Mmmmm.”

“Alright, what are you trying to hide? 
I bet it has something to do with this 
magic wand you’re sticking me with.”

“So what’s the deal? Is it radioactive 
or something?”

“Normally I wouldn’t ask, but… dammit, 
I have to know. Is it filled with air? 
Hot oil? Doctor Pepper?”

“Is it under remote control?”

“Okay, knowing how spoils the magic. 
I get that. But you’re no magician and 
this thing ain’t no rainbow.”

“Mmmmm—mmmm?”

“Whaddya mean—it is real?”

“How can it be real? I mean, you—”

“No, I did not know that. Connie is 
a shemale? C’mon—seriously?”

“Mmmmm!”

“Hang on, lemme get this straight. 
You’re a guy, living as a woman but 
currently disguised as a man. And I’m 
a guy cross-dressed as a woman…”

“Is that messed up or what?”

“No, no. It’s all good. I just had to get 
the situation straight in my mind. Pun 
not intended. Carry on.”

“Mmmmm.”

“It kinda begs the question, though… 
Gay or not gay? On the surface we’re 
just a man and a woman making love, 
but if anyone dug a little deeper…”

“You’re right. I guess it doesn’t 
matter. Love is love.”

“Even if it’s just for one night, I’m 
glad to be your girlfriend.”

“Mmmmm.”

“C’mere, baby. Into my arms. You’re 
safe here. No one’s gonna judge you.”

“We’ve got all night.”  �


