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      I turn to look at my ass in the hotel bathroom’s mirror, running my hands over manufactured curves. The prosthetics were expensive and took a long time to fabricate, but they were worth it. I’d never get this heart-shaped butt just by hitting the gym. No amount of exercise would give me that. But when genetics won’t play ball, latex, silicone and padding come to the rescue.

      Satisfied the rear is looking good, I turn around, the skintight, shiny spandex pants I’m wearing glinting in the dim light.

      I could easily win a Grease costume contest in these. All I would need is the bubble perm hair and half-smoked cigarette. The only thing that’s different is that where Sandy had bare, white ankles, I’ve covered mine with a dark, beguiling hose. It still works perfectly, even without the open toe kitten heels, which have been replaced by a pair of five inch leather-and-sequins stunners that were selected very specifically for their task.

      Which means even with the bubble perm and a Virginia Slim, I’d probably still lose that Grease contest on technicalities.

      That’s not the idea today, anyway. The idea is to present an image that will stir the desires of a man who was alive when Grease was running on basic cable, and I have to say, even Olivia Newton-John would have some problems arguing against that.

      “Tell me about it, stud,” I mutter to myself. Putting my hands on my hips, I straighten up, looking critically at the space between my legs.

      Flat. Feminine. Fake.

      I can’t help but smile, watching my full lips part a little as I do so. The dentures I’m wearing are not quite perfect, but they’re convincing enough for a guy who hasn’t seen the original article in a lot of years. As I smile, my hands move around my pulled-in waist, red nails leading the way as my fingers move low, exploring between my hips and thighs. I brush the seam that runs up my crotch, not trying to tease myself, but finding it hard to stop.

      Deep within the confines of my latex pussy, I can feel my cock stir in anticipation. It’s not going anywhere, trapped as it is. I chuckle, like I’m responsible for holding back some horny teenager that’s desperate to fuck.

      “You might have to ride shotgun tonight,” I whisper in her voice, low and seductive. “Don’t worry though. You’re still going to have a great time, even in the passenger seat.”

      Turning, I pick up the figure hugging sweater I’ve chosen and pull it on over my head, feeling it tighten across my fake breasts. Of course I’m not wearing a bra, because I want to be noticed; I didn’t have the nipples on these things made permanently perky for my own benefit. Thanks to the wonders of silicone and latex, these things aren’t going to sag on me, either. I’ve got a proud, jutting bust line whether I want it or not.

      Spoiler: I very much want it.

      Back to the mirror now, to check out my cleavage (suitable) and my butt, which I can’t help but look at one more time. Finally, I step closer to look at my face. Or rather, her face. The face I’ve recreated in latex and silicone, complete with every detail, every curve, every tiny wrinkle.

      Sure, I’ve taken some artistic liberties here… and there. I doubt she’d mind; I doubt any woman would mind really. The global makeup industry exists for a reason, after all.

      While she’s certainly not bad looking, she needed some touch ups and I was happy to oblige. If she’d taken a little more care over the years, she’d probably look a little more like her mother, who’s weathered a lot better.

      Perhaps when I’ve gotten all I want from this disguise, I could impersonate her mother, too. She’s almost as sexy as her daughter, in a MILF-kinda way. The father would be fun to fuck.

      Looking in the makeup drawer I pull out my preferred lipstick for the evening. Subtle, but still a statement, a much darker shade of red than she usually wears. Signaling something is different. That she wants something. Well, that I want something, and I’m getting her to ask for it, for me.

      “I want,” she says, her smile twisting into a lascivious grin, “to get fucked. Hard. By you. For hours. Until I can’t walk straight. I want you to fuck me harder than I’ve ever been fucked.” I cast her eyes downward, as if she doesn’t desperately want a man inside her. “Do you think you can help me with that?”

      I wink, and the moment’s gone. The seductive spell is broken. I laugh her laugh, throwing her head back, watching myself through half-closed eyes. Yes. Tonight is going to be a lot of fun.
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      The bar’s busy, bustling with people who are all looking for one thing: to get laid. For some that means getting drunk and finding the courage to talk to someone. For others, it just means talking to the right guy. Or gal. Or guy dressed as a gal.

      I slide my manufactured ass onto a leather-topped bar stool, looking around, checking out the room. That move is fake as well; I know exactly who I’m looking for, and I saw him on the way in. Checking out the rest of the room is a way for me to look ‘casual’. When I’m anything but.

      He’s bent over the pool table right then, yakking with his pals, butt high in the air. After waiting a few minutes to make sure this doesn’t look too planned, I pick up my cheap bottle of domestic, swivel my hips like a turret towards him, and slide off the barstool. As I walk in his direction, placing one foot quite deliberately in front of the other, I see his friends gradually start to realize who’s approaching them. One by one they turn to look at me, lust obvious in their eyes.

      Beneath layers of latex and tight clothing, a warm sensation is still building between my legs in anticipation of this moment. It makes me smile, swing my hips, lean into the part.

      I have perfect timing, as my target turns and straightens up himself, letting me get a good look at his taut, toned body. It’s nothing like my skinny frame, but then he’s not trying to squeeze himself into ladies’ clothing and support garments on a regular basis.

      I stop a few feet short of him, swaying ever-so-slightly on my five-inch heels. They’re buckled and sparkling, light glittering on dark leather, and I know he’s looked at them already. Probably before he even looked at the rest of me. From monitoring his ‘secret’ social media accounts, it’s pretty clear that my man here has a foot fetish, specifically a thing about boots and high heels. Pictures of this exact pair being modeled by various girls were saved all over his Instagram profile. One quick online shopping trip and I had my weapons, ready to deploy.

      It takes a second for him to look me up and down. I let him look, acting unaware of the eyes on me. I take another swig of the beer, feeling the cold liquid trickle down my throat, scan the rest of the bar to kill time, then finally rest my eyes on him. Those big, brown eyes, created by contacts, that look exactly like -

      “Kelly? Kelly… Richards?”

      I allow myself a slow smile. His mouth is hanging open a little, like a fish ready to get hooked. “That’s my name,” I say quietly, using Kelly’s tones. “Don’t wear it out, Mike Williams.”

      “Oh my God, I haven’t seen you since… it’s been forever!”

      “Back east,” I say, taking another swig, making it slow enough to draw his eyes to my lips. “It’s been a long time. But I was in town, thought I’d drop by your old haunts… see if you were around.” I lift my bottle to him, as if celebrating his appearance. “And here you are.”

      “Here I am. Wow.” He excuses himself from his friends and offers to buy me a drink, which of course I accept. As we stroll back to the bar, I can feel his eyes on me – and especially on my feet.

      I take special care to slowly cross my legs as we sit, enjoying the feel of the spandex on my legs and allowing him a good, long look at the shoes. I turn my ankle, letting the light gleam off the shiny parts. His stare is obvious enough that I ask “You like these?”

      His head jerks up, guilty, as if he’s been caught in the act. “The shoes,” I prompt him. “You like them?”

      “Oh, yeah. They’re really nice. It’s funny – ”

      “What?”

      “Nothing, nothing,” he says, clearly thinking about the fact he’s seen these shoes before. I wonder what he did; whether he jerked off looking at them, or whether perhaps he’s got a collection of ladies pumps at home. Trying on a few pairs while he’s tied up and ball-gagged could be fun, but we’re never going to get to his place to find out.

      Our bartender arrives and we order. I graduate from domestic beer to cheap martini, the only kind they know how to make.

      He’s saying something, but I’m not paying attention. Some sort of shared history between him and Kelly. You’d think given all my obvious effort I’d know everything there is to know about Kelly, her life, her background. Overkill. All I want to do is get this guy in bed, and impersonating a childhood fantasy is an easy way to do that.

      Well, not ‘easy’ at all, really… but it’s all part of the thrill. The chase. The seduction.
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