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​Chapter One 
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Gary chortled as he merrily chomped down on bar food, bending the ear of the wiry geek next to him as he sipped a craft India Pale Ale, wincing at its bitterness. 

“You in town for the show?” He asked, barely waiting for a reply before adding, “I’m in town for the show.” 

“Yeah,” the nerd replied. “We got in earlier this...”

“Well I should say we’re in town for the show,” Gary interrupted, talking over his diminutive new buddy. “But since Mike never manages to make it out at night, I’m stuck with you.” 

Gary leaned over and sneered at his wormy new pal, who shrank but didn’t object. A stocky guy in his mid-forties, Gary was barrel chested but in relatively good shape overall, despite his love of beer. He was wearing his rumpled business suit, the same one he took on every trip, his tie loosened now that he was officially off the clock. 

“I’m the head of marketing,” Gary boasted. “He’s my go-to writer, at least when I can find him.”

It was a habit of his, puffing himself up while complaining about Mike, who did most of the work. All day Mike took meetings, wrote and posted on the company blog from the show floor, and a million other tasks Gary couldn’t be bothered to handle. He was too busy drinking and hitting on girls. 

“I love coming to conventions,” Gary laughed, eyeing two hot looking women in slutty clothes making their way through the bar, looking for guys to work over. “These hotels turn into brothels at night, and I’m not just talking about the hookers. Am I right?” 

“Yeah,” the man said, happy to have something to say. 

“You know it,” Gary said, knocking back his beer and signaling the bartender for a refill. “Fucking hot sluts, out here away from their husbands, looking to get fucked so hard their fillings fall out. Goddamn! Mike is missing all the fun, as usual!” 

“Get him down here,” the nerd offered, his voice lifting at the end like a question. 

“I can’t,” Gary said, shaking his head. “He locks himself in at night and doesn’t come back out until it’s time to go to work. It’s pathetic. His wife has him so fucking sex starved that son of a bitch can’t even urinate without sitting down.”

His new friend chuckled at that. 

“He’s probably on the phone with her right now,” Gary snorted, “asking for permission to go tinkle.” 

Their laughter filled the bar, drawing funny looks from some of the less inebriated guests. 

“I like you, slim,” Gary told his new buddy, christening him with a fresh nickname. “I’m going to let you drink with me. Bartender! Bring us a bottle of your best whiskey and two shot glasses! We’re getting ripped!” 

Slim smiled nervously, nodding as he did his best to keep up with the fuming drunk next to him. 
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“It’s been a really long day, dear,” Mike said, rubbing his temples. He was still naked and wet, wrapped in a towel. He’d jumped out of the shower to answer her call. 

“Let me guess,” Sandra replied. “Gary let you do all the work while he drank himself into a coma.” 

“Pretty much,” Mike said. “And now I’ve got to go to a mixer as his assistant. I’m dead on my feet!” 

“Poor baby,” she said. “Can’t you skip it? Tell him you’re tired.” 

“He said it’s part of my job, so I have to go,” Mike lied. “I tried backing out, but he wasn’t having it. I’m just going to go and get it over with as fast as I can.” 

“Okay, honey,” Sandra said. “Don’t stay up too late. Try to get some rest. Call me in the morning?” 

“If I have time,” Mike promised. “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” Sandra said, clicking off. 

Mike let out a sigh of relief. Between his asshole boss Gary and his needy wife Sandra he’d barely gotten a minute alone this trip. He pulled out his suitcase and opened it. He set the clothes out, then removed the false bottom to reveal his special clothing. 

He saw his pink, frilly panties, the sexy, clingy dresses, the stockings, the bra and corsets, the breast inserts and heels, and instantly his penis got rock hard. 

“I missed you, girls,” he said in his high, special voice. 

He dropped the towel, bending over and picking up a pair of black panties. He rubbed them against his stiff prick, moaning with delight. 

“Mmmmm,” he purred. “That feels soooo fucking good!” 

It wasn’t an accident that Gary thought he was whipped. His wife nagged him all the time, calling the office and demanding he check in on trips with such frequency it was hard not to notice, even for a borderline alcoholic narcissist like Gary. 

Mike didn’t mind letting him think that any more than he minded letting his wife think that Gary was forcing him to go out at night. The whole reason he’d chosen to come along with that asshole on these trips in the first place was to pursue his deepest, darkest fantasy... to become Michelle. 

It was something he’d picked up in college, after his roommate’s girlfriend’s underwear ended up in his wash on accident. He’d put them on as a gag, more or less, instantly stiffening as the silky material cupped his balls and the tiny, black string ran up the crack of his ass. From that moment on, he’d been hooked! 

He’d kept the stash of special clothing for when he was alone, nervously rehearsing his reaction should Gary find out about them, or some nosy TSA agent ask why he had them in his suitcase. 

“My wife packed my bag,” he chuckled, using a fake, masculine laugh. “She must have forgotten to take out her stuff from our last trip. Couple’s retreat in Mexico. Barely made it out of the room, if you know what I mean.” 

So far, he hadn’t had to use it. No one ever noticed and since he never left his hotel room when he was dressed as Michelle, there was no reason to worry. 

He pulled out a pair of sheer stockings and slowly rolled them on his carefully shaved legs. 

“I love how sexy that feels,” he moaned, looking down at his legs. “If only I had someone to share it with.” 

It was a fantasy he’d toyed with for over a year. He’d log onto an online sex forum on his laptop, read all the trans hookup listings, then take a shot of himself dressed as Michelle using the webcam. He even went as far once as to write the copy for the ad but didn’t submit it. 

Slim sissy princess looking for sweet black Daddy to take my cherry and feed me cream. Only generous, alpha male studs need reply. BBC move to the front of the line. Kisses, Michelle. 

He’d let his finger hover over the submit button for a long time, beating off as he fantasized about a line of big, beautiful, black men with hard, slick erections waiting outside his hotel door to use his virgin boy vagina and fill him with semen. 

“Fuck me, Daddy,” he’d whined, dreaming of being impaled on big, black penis. “Use my holes to get off. I’m your dirty little sissy slut!” 

He’d never lasted long, and when he was done licking up his own ejaculate, he’d always deleted the submission, rather than posting it. It was a fantasy. Nothing more. Or so he thought. 

“But that doesn’t mean a girl can’t dream,” he said, in Michelle’s sexy voice. 

That night he’d ditched Gary earlier than normal, choosing to spend that time instead doing his makeup and painting his nails. They were a bright shade of hooker red, matching his lipstick. 

“Penis sucker red,” he chuckled, thinking of his wife’s name for that shade. She’d meant it as an insult, but the phrase had given him such a boner he ran out the first chance he got and bought himself a tube, adding it to his private collection of sissy stuff. 

He also had perfume, jewelry and several very convincing wigs. He’d worked hard to create the total illusion of Michelle, allowing himself to slip into that identity for as long as he could before being dragged back to just being Mike again. 

Michelle would drink and dance and party the night away, before beating off and passing out. In the morning he’d wake up, remove all traces of makeup and nail polish, clean up and cover over his secret identity. The nights belonged to her! 

His excitement grew as he pulled on a pair of black satin panties with little black bows, then added the matching bra with lace. He pulled on a slinky cocktail dress, loving the way it brushed against his underwear. It was way too short on him, riding up his bubbled ass every time he bent over and showing off his slutty panties. And that was exactly how he liked it. 

He put the long, blonde wig on, adjusting and pinning it in place so it looked real. He added expensive gold hoop earrings, a diamond tennis bracelet from Tiffany & Co he’d splurged on with a bonus he’d hid from his wife, and several jewel-encrusted rings. He sprayed his perfume in front of him, stepping into a miasma of flowery femininity and letting it seep into him, transforming him. 

Last but not least, he slipped on his inky black pumps, puckering his lips as he turned and stared in the mirror at the sexy woman staring back at him. 

“All dressed up and nowhere to go,” he said in her voice, knowing it didn’t matter but loving that he could. 

He plopped on the bed and opened his laptop, going right to the forum and checking the listings for the city he was staying in. To his surprise there were a fair number of shemale and transgender escorts working the convention, more than he’d seen in previous visits. Most of them were staying across the street, a cold walk at this time of night. That gave him an idea. 

“Looking for a sexy crossdresser to warm your big penis in tonight, stud? Come and rev my engine, daddy! I’m in room 314. Generous only. My jewelry isn’t cheap, and neither am I! Alpha males only! BBC only! If this ad is still up, I’m still taking hot loads of sweet sugar. Kisses! Michelle.” 
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