
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    GIRLFRIEND FOR A DAY 
 
    A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY

BY 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy! 
 
    Email me at:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 
 
    This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
    Published By Honey Wagon Books  
 
    Copyright © 2015 by Nikki Crescent 
 
    Model License Holder: Ollyy Sanderson (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Background Image License Yoko-Onos-Balls (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Cover by Fleet Lebowski 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    Begin Reading 
 
    Table of Contents 
 
    Newsletter 
 
    Copyright 
 
    About the Author 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    - 
 
    GIRLFRIEND FOR A DAY 
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
    CHAPTER TWO  
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
    - 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 
   
  
 



 
 
    DEDICATION 
 
    To all of my readers  
 
    You have made everything possible 
 
    Thank you. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GIRLFRIEND FOR A DAY 
 
    Liam’s on his girlfriend, Becky’s last nerve. He forgot about date night, he slept through the appointment with the plumber (which Becky still had to pay for) and now, he’s slept in when he was supposed to go and pick up a package. “I already got it,” he lied, thinking he still had plenty of time to make it down to the post office. He doesn’t expect to be turned down by the post worker. It turns out, Becky needs to be there to pick up the package. 
 
    But Liam’s already lied and time’s running out. He has one last idea—an idea that involves shaving his legs, putting in Becky’s hair extensions, dressing up in a pair of Becky’s shorts and one of her tank tops, and heading down to the post again, this time as Becky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I woke up on that Friday morning, I had no idea that I would end up in my girlfriend’s clothes and her makeup, with her hair extensions clipped into my hair. I had no idea I would be going out in public, doing my best impression of her voice, actually trying to pass myself off as a woman, as my girlfriend. Never in my life had the idea of cross-dressing even crossed my mind. In fact, whenever I heard about people doing it, I thought they were nuts, bonkers, like there was some screws loose in their brains. Don’t get me wrong, I think a person should be able to do whatever they want to do, but there was just something so taboo about the idea of impersonating a woman, especially your own girlfriend.  
 
    I worked from home as a graphic designer. My girlfriend, Becky, worked at a big insurance firm across town. She made way more money than me and she was much better at saving her money than me. Most mornings, she was already at her desk at work by the time I pulled myself out of bed. She usually did her best to not wake me up as she brewed a pot of coffee, got showered and dressed, and made herself a piece of toast. This particular morning, that was not the case. I woke up to her shaking me. 
 
    “What do you want?” I grumbled in my state of sleepiness. 
 
    “Don’t forget to go pick up my package from the post office, Liam. It’s very important,” she said. She was using the term ‘very important’ rather loosely, if you ask me. She’d ordered a couple of bikinis that she was hoping to wear that weekend. We had a little vacation planned at a little beach town, a few hours from where we lived. We did the same vacation every year, and every year, she felt the need to order all-new bikinis. I wouldn’t be surprised if she had hundreds of bikinis stuffed deep in her closet, most of which she had maybe put on once or twice. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I’ll do it,” I said. 
 
    “I’m serious. I’ll die if I don’t get those bikinis. You know the post office isn’t open tomorrow, right? And that the post office closes early today.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “And you know I work late tonight. I’m having dinner with my bosses. So I won’t have time to get the package.” 
 
    I rolled over, away from the light she insisted on turning on as she hovered over me. “I said I’ll do it. And I really doubt you would die,” I said. 
 
    “If I don’t get those bikinis, I’ll have nothing to wear this weekend.” It wasn’t unusual for Becky to be dramatic, but this was nothing. If you want to see dramatic, imagine her without her new bikinis. Imagine her having to go to the beach in one of those old outfits. The world would be over. I’m sure I wouldn’t hear the end of it all weekend. 
 
    So rather than arguing for the sake of arguing, I said, “I’m going to go in an hour. Just let me sleep for ten more minutes.” 
 
    She took off for work and I fell back asleep. It was noon when I woke up. “Shit!” I said the moment I looked at the clock and realized I’d overslept. I sprung out of bed and got dressed quickly. There was a text message on my phone, from Becky. “Did you get the package?” it read. 
 
    “Yep, got it here,” I texted back. I didn’t want her to know I slept in. The post was still open for four more hours, which was plenty of time to get the package. 
 
    “Excellent. Thank you so much! Love you,” she texted back. Not even bothering to brush my teeth or put on deodorant, I took off for the post office. I felt like such an idiot.  
 
    I didn’t even tell you about the other times I’d fucked up. Just the week before, I slept through an appointment Becky made with a plumber, to have our furnace fixed. The guy stood in front of the door for half an hour, ringing the doorbell and then finally left. Not only did he leave a bill in the mailbox, we had to suffer for days in a freezing cold house. The week before that, I forgot I was supposed to meet her after work for dinner. We had reservations at a nice little restaurant across town. Becky always said we didn’t do enough together. She came home furious while I was in front of the television, playing video games. 
 
    I knew I needed to get my shit together, but I couldn’t help myself from screwing up over and over again. 
 
    Though I felt I needed a bit of credit. It had been a week and, for the most part, I’d been on top of my game. Aside from sleeping in that morning, I’d had no slip ups. As long as Becky didn’t find out about me sleeping in, I was golden. But what difference did it really make? In the end, she gets her bikinis and everyone lives happily ever after. 
 
    I got to the post office. There was no line, so I went right up to the woman behind the counter. “I’m here to pick up a package,” I said. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Peterson,” I said, giving the woman my girlfriend’s last name. I watched the lady look down a list as she muttered “Peterson” over and over again, under her breath. “Ah ha,” she said finally. “Becky Peterson?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” I said, feeling a sudden sense of triumph. The crisis was averted. Becky was going to have her bikinis and all was good. At least, I thought it was. 
 
    “And you’re Becky?” she said in a somewhat condescending and sarcastic tone. 
 
    “No, I’m her boyfriend, Liam. She asked me to pick up the package,” I said. 
 
    The woman shook her head. “Sorry, Becky needs to come pick up the package. I can’t let you take it.” 
 
    A tension filled my body. I stared into the woman’s eyes, trying to figure out if she was being serious. By the look of it, she was. “What? Why not?” I said. 
 
    “Because you aren’t Becky Peterson and I need a signature from Becky Peterson and I need to see Becky Peterson’s ID.” Of all the employees working at the post office that day, I got the one who actually took her job seriously. I can’t even count the number of times I’d picked packages up on Becky’s behalf.  
 
    The woman’s face was cold and stagnant. I could tell she had no intention on budging from her position. So I said, “Is there someone else I can speak to? A manager or someone like that?” 
 
    This only made her angrier. Her face became a tinge of red and her lips pressed thin. “I am the manager, and it’s just me today. You could always come back on Monday when one of the other managers is in.” She smirked and, deep down inside, I wanted to slap her stupid face. I was screwed. I’d already told Becky I got the package, and this mean old cow wasn’t going to give me any slack. I considered begging, but I couldn’t bear to give her the satisfaction. So instead, I said, “Okay, if those are the rules, those are the rules,” and I turned to leave with a forced smile on my face. Inside of my body was a crippling fire and a swirling nausea. 
 
    What annoyed me most about the woman was the fact that I knew she was lying. I could see a man in the back room, walking back and forth, probably sorting through boxes or something.  
 
    Without those bikinis, Becky wasn’t going to have any fun that weekend. I’d ruined our vacation. But was it really my fault? Would it have made a difference had I gone in a few hours earlier? Probably not. It probably would have been the same grumpy old lady turning me away. But what about the lie I sent to Becky? How was I going to explain my way out of that one? At least had I actually gone in when I said I would and been turned down, and I hadn’t lied to Becky, she wouldn’t have been disappointed with me, just with the system.  
 
    I returned home and stared in the mirror. I was staring at a loser. This was worse than the plumber incident and the missed dinner. Now I was a stinking liar on top of being a lazy degenerate. As I left the bathroom, I noticed something on the kitchen table: Becky’s passport and a note that read, “Just in case they need ID.” 
 
    They needed more than ID. They needed her signature, too. But seeing the passport gave me an idea. It was totally insane, but I was completely determined to not let Becky down again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I mean, was it really that crazy of a plan? I had Becky’s ID, all I needed was to make that one woman at the post office think I was Becky, quickly scribble a signature, and I would be home free. How hard could it be? 
 
    After all, everyone was always saying Becky and I looked like we could be brother and sister. We had a similar facial structure, we were both about the same height. She was a few pounds lighter than me, but I was pretty sure I would be able to fit her clothes. Back when she last got her passport renewed, she wore long hair extensions that extended all the way down to her sternum. I was pretty sure I knew which drawer those old extensions were in. 
 
    I still had a few hours before the post office closed. That was more than enough time to cover my face in makeup, clip in the hair extensions, find a flattering outfit, and make myself unrecognizable. That even left time to spare to figure out how to do a good voice (I could already do a pretty good Becky imitation from years of poking fun, so I was less worried about that). 
 
    As I opened up Becky’s closet, my heart began to race. Was I actually going to do it? Would I actually be able to pull it off? My other option was to rob the post office, though that would be hard to accomplish seeing as I didn’t own any sort of weapon and it would be easy to track down the idiot who stole the package with his home address written on it. So what other option did I have? None. I was going to dress up like Becky. It was settled. 
 
    I stripped down and looked at myself in the mirror. I could have put on some full-length pants and a sweater, to hide my body hair, but seeing as it was the middle of the summer, that would have been weird. I didn’t want to raise any flags. Most girls were out walking the streets in short skirts, bikinis, and short-shorts. What, was I just going to show up at the post office in snow pants and a parka with big sunglasses? I wouldn’t even get to the counter before that crusty old hag would be laughing her ass off. 
 
    So I made the decision to shave my arms and legs and even my chest. Most of Becky’s shirts showed off a bit of cleavage, and I can’t recall too many women with hair between their tits. While I was at it, I spent a bit of extra time getting as close a shave as possible on my face. I stepped back and looked at my hairless self in the mirror. It was strange seeing myself all smooth and shiny. From just the shave alone, I hardly recognized myself.  
 
    The next challenge was getting the bra right. Becky’s tits were slightly bigger than average, which was tricky to match. I tried stuffing the bra with sock, but it just looked lumpy. I tried using toilet paper, but it kept moving around. What I ended up doing that actually looked strikingly good (and don’t make fun of me) is I mixed some flour and some water together in a bowl, and then I poured that mixture into a couple of plastic bags. I used a bunch of tape to form them into the shape of breasts. Laugh all you want, but they actually looked pretty good, and they even bounced slightly like real tits when I walked or jumped. I’ll admit that I watched myself in the mirror for far too long, bouncing up and down, watching my tits jiggle.  
 
    For bottoms, I went with a pair of jean shorts that I always liked when Becky wore. For a shirt, I wore a baggy tank top.  
 
    Looking in the mirror, I used my hand to block out the view of my face. With my face out of the picture, I actually looked like a woman. Even my butt looked pretty good in those little shorts. Had Becky seen me like that, I bet she would have been jealous. I did a few different poses in the mirror, admiring my minor accomplishment. 
 
    But I wasn’t finished. I still needed to figure out the makeup among other things. I’d watched Becky do her makeup countless times, so I thought it would be a breeze. It wasn’t such a breeze. Suddenly, I understood why it took her so damned long to get ready for anything. Just getting the concealer on evenly was a serious pain the ass. And the first time I tried, I overdid it. I looked like a mannequin. I had to wash it all off and try again, this time being a bit more conservative with the stuff. I think it took me about five tries before I was satisfied with the way it looked.  
 
    I was using Becky’s passport photo as my reference, though I decided to make some changes because as I was analyzing her features, I realized people were right—we did look a lot alike. We especially had strikingly similar eyebrows and eyes. So I made my eyebrows much thicker and darker, and I used a good amount of eyeliner. Following the passport photo reference just wouldn’t have been enough. The post office woman would have seen right through me. 
 
    Luckily, the hair made the biggest difference (and it took the longest to get right). Once clipped in, I let it hang down. It helped to cover my face, and surprisingly, it matched my natural hair colour.  
 
    And again, I stepped back and looked in the mirror. I looked good. I actually looked a lot like Becky—it was kind of scary, even. But my plan was going to work, and that was all that mattered. Becky was going to get her bikinis and I wasn’t going to be the shitty boyfriend any more. I built up my confidence by talking to myself, motivating myself using my best Becky voice. I used my laptop to record a few lines and then I played them back. I ended up laughing—I sounded just like her. My plan wasn’t just going to work, it was going to be easy—a piece of cake. 
 
    At least, it would have been had I remembered the post office closed early on Fridays. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The whole way to the post office, my heart was racing. I felt like every single person I passed was staring at me, thinking, What the hell is that guy doing dressed up like that? There were definitely people staring at me, but I knew my worrying was just paranoia. Still, I couldn’t help that anxiety taking over my body. My reflection in store windows gave me a glimmer of peace of mind. I couldn’t even believe how good my legs looked in those little shorts, all shaved and smooth. If I saw a girl with those legs, I would have stared, too. 
 
    “Lookin’ good, baby!” someone shouted. I looked over. There were a couple of teenagers driving by. One had his head out the window. As we made eye-contact, he whistled. My immediate instinct was to think he was being sarcastic, that he could tell I was really a dude in girls’ clothing, but then, a block later, I had a guy in a suit and tie wink at me. When I stopped at a red light, a fairly handsome man came up to me and said, “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I saw you from across the street, and you’re very cute. I was wondering if you might be interested in going out some time.” 
 
    I felt like I should have been creeped out, but it was actually kind of charming. And it was nice to know that I was not only pulling off the whole looking like a lady thing, but I actually looked pretty good. “Sorry, I have a boyfriend,” I said. He apologized and then he turned away with a dark red face. It was my first public use of my voice, and it was a success. It didn’t leave him scratching his head or raising any eyebrows. 
 
    I’d gone my whole life without being hit on as a man. As a woman, I didn’t make it ten blocks without being hit on three times. Better than the flirtations was the one woman I noticed across the street, scorning in my direction, her face full of jealousy.  
 
    I was on a whole new high as I walked up to the post office—until I noticed the man locking the door, having just flipped the red ‘open’ sign over to ‘closed’. 
 
    I ran up to the man. “Excuse me—I need to pick up a package,” I said, hoping he would be decent enough to quickly get me in and out.  
 
    He turned to me, looked me up and down, and then said, “Sorry miss, we’re closed.” 
 
    “I know, I can see that, but I really need this package,” I said. “Is there no way I can just get in quickly?” 
 
    “Sorry, but I just work here. The manager needs to log into the database if we’re going to sign out any packages, and she left twenty minutes ago.” The man’s eyes kept slipping down to my chest in small bursts, as if I wouldn’t notice.  
 
    “Can I just grab the package, leave my info, and then you can sign the package out on Monday or something. I really need to get this package today—it’s really important. I’ll even leave cash,” I said. 
 
    He bit his lip, his eyes still casually exploring my body. “Let me see if I can figure something out,” he said. He unlocked the door and held it open for me. I walked inside.  
 
    He didn’t bother to flick the light back on as he walked over to the desk, heading straight for the phone. “I’ll call the main office and see if I can’t get them to authorize the sign out. Do you have your ID handy?” he asked. 
 
    My heart was racing. I was on the edge of victory—so close to the finish line, but that last little step was all up to fate. I tried to push the pessimism out of my head, that little voice that kept telling me, ‘You’re screwed. You fucked up. Becky is going to hate you.’ There was still hope—the man behind the counter was my last and only hope. 
 
    He shook his head and started to mash buttons on the phone. “They aren’t picking up.” I could feel my heart sinking down into my gut. I wanted to collapse to the ground and scream. I was so close. It was torture. I knew that package was within ten feet of me, but I couldn’t just grab it. After a minute, he shook his head again. “No answer. Sorry, miss. I don’t know if I can help you.” 
 
    The door to the back room was open, and I could see a pile of boxes. “Can’t I just grab the package and come back? You’d practically be saving my life.”  
 
    He looked to the back room and he bit his lip. He wanted to help me but he was torn. I could see the fear of his boss on his face. Maybe he’d gotten in trouble before for a similar incident. “I just don’t think I can,” he said, refusing to look me in the eye. 
 
    “I’ll do anything,” I said. 
 
    The room became silent for a long moment. The silence was complete agony, seemingly lasting a lifetime. “Anything?” he finally said.  
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    The silence returned. “Like what?” he said. 
 
    I thought for a minute. “I’ll give you money,” I said. 
 
    “How much?”  
 
    I didn’t have much to give. Even if I ran to an ATM, I didn’t have much in my bank account to take out. “Twenty bucks.” 
 
    “Sorry, that just won’t do it. Besides, I could get in a lot of trouble for taking your money.” 
 
    “So what do you want?” I asked. Finally, he looked me in the eye and I could tell right away what he wanted. He wanted some action. By the looks of it, the way his gaze drifted down to my chest, he wanted to see my tits. Unfortunately, I didn’t have any real tits to show him. So what could I do? Show him my ass? That definitely wouldn’t be enough. If he just wanted to see asses, he could have strolled downtown where girls walked around in their skimpy bikinis all day long. No, he wanted more than that. If I was going to get Becky’s package, I was going to have to do something drastic—and I needed that package. My whole relationship relied on it. 
 
    So I took a step forward. The man was frozen stiff. He didn’t want to come out and say it, but he didn’t have to. His face was begging for it. I couldn’t give him much, but I could probably get him off. How bad would it be? I sunk down to my knees and carefully brought my trembling hand up to his crotch. I began to rub, feeling his bulge beginning to expand in his pants. I could hear his staggered breathing. His body was filled with tension. He reached back and grabbed onto the edge of the counter for support. 
 
     I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I closed my eyes and tried to convince myself it really wasn’t that bad. It was just a quick tug, a quick yank. The quicker I could get him off, the quicker I could start to forget about it. I needed to do it for Becky. All of this was for Becky. 
 
    He did my the favour of unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out. I retracted my hand as soon as the big, throbbing thing was out in the open. I didn’t want to touch it. I’d never touched another man’s cock before and I’d never intended to. I was straight. I was in love with Becky—so I had to do it.  
 
    Gently, I wrapped my fingers around it. It was warmer than I expected. I could feel it pulsing as it grew in my grasp. Slowly, I started to pump it. “Just like that,” he said as I got into a smooth rhythm. “Yeah, just like that,” he said again. His fingers wrapped around my head, sinking into my hair. My heart jumped. What if he felt the clips of my hair extensions? Would he even care? Lots of girls wear hair extensions, right? 
 
    I didn’t see it coming: as I opened my mouth to take a breath of air, he pulled me forward, sinking his cock into my mouth. I gagged and pushed the palms of my hands against his thighs, trying to push myself back. He wouldn’t let me go. He wanted his cock in my mouth. He didn’t just want a yank—that wasn’t enough. My heart was racing now.  
 
    It felt so wrong, so taboo, having a man’s erect penis in my mouth, throbbing on my tongue, stretching out my lips. But something about it was exciting—thrilling. You know it’s wrong but that only makes you want to do it more. I began to suck, bobbing my head back and forth, feeling his warm, rigid member gliding along my tongue. “Oh God, yes,” the man said.  
 
    It was crazy to think that the man was a complete stranger. I didn’t know his name. I didn’t know anything about him. As far as I knew, he was a married guy, maybe with kids. The craziest part of all was that he had no idea he was getting a blowjob from another man, dressed like a woman. What would he do if he found out the truth? Would he become violent? 
 
    He was rock-hard now, fully erect. I couldn’t get all of him in my mouth, so I had to stroke the bottom half of his cock with my hand while I sucked. He kept his hands on the back of my head, pulling me in and pushing my off over and over, practically doing all the work for me. I was like his sex doll. But it really wasn’t so bad. It was exciting and it kind of felt nice after a while, in a weird kind of way. There was something very satisfying about the way his cock slipped along my tongue and the hard ridge of his tip rippled over my lips. 
 
    Without warning, he pulled me around, pushing my back against the counter with a thud. “Open up,” he demanded, so I did, and he plunged his cock back into my mouth, this time sinking it down my throat, making me gag. I tried to push him back but he was too powerful. I was his to do what he wanted to, and he wanted to fuck my face senselessly. He started to thrust himself in and out of my mouth, holding my head firmly in place with his hands. I couldn’t breathe. I was gagging, drool dribbling down the side of my face. I could practically feel the testosterone pumping through his body. “I’m going to come in your fucking mouth,” he said, thrusting harder, plunging deeper. 
 
    He shouted a loud battle cry and then I felt it, his cum blasting into the back of my throat. Again, I tried to push him back but he wouldn’t budge. He wanted his cum in my throat and that’s where he got it. The back of my head was sore from being bounced repeatedly against the counter. I gasped loudly for air as soon as he pulled out. I had to swallow his big, hot load just so I could free up my airway and breathe. 
 
    As he stepped back, his cheeks became instantly red. He knew he got carried away and for some reason, I didn’t mind. It just added to the taboo excitement of it all. I couldn’t stand up right away because my cock had slipped out from my panties and at some point during my face-fucking, I’d gotten hard. He just looked down at me. “Are you okay?” he asked after a moment of silence. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just need a minute.” 
 
    “I’ll go grab your package,” he said with a smile and a nod, and then he disappeared into the back room. I was so happy. I’d done it. Becky would never know that I’d slept in and lied to her about getting her bikinis. At least, so I thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The man came back with Becky’s package, but the packing tape was cut and the box was open. The man was looking into the box. “Bikinis, huh?” he said, stopping in the doorway. “I bet these will look pretty good on you.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I hope so.” 
 
    He looked up at me. “Can I see one on you?” 
 
    A lump began to form in my throat. “I’m in a bit of a rush,” I said.  
 
    “Oh c’mon. Surely you’ve got time to just try one of them on for me.” He reached into the box and pulled one out, a red one-piece. He tossed it to me, and I caught it. He wasn’t giving me much of an option, but what could I do? There was no way I could put on a bikini without exposing the bulge of my cock and the falsity of my tits. “I’m doing you a big favour, you know,” he said, but it felt more like blackmail than it did a reminder.  
 
    I looked around for somewhere to change. “Just change here.” And again, it sounded more like a demand than a suggestion.  
 
    Heart racing, I turned my back to the man. Carefully, I pulled off my shirt and dropped it to the ground. I kept my bra on, because what other option did I have? I needed something to give the illusion of breasts, and my plastic sacs alone weren’t going to do the trick. “You’re a tease. I like it,” he said as I bent over to slip out of my jean shorts. It occurred to me as I was slipping off the shorts that he could probably see the bulge of my balls between my legs from behind me, though it probably just looked like the bulge of a plump pussy, seeing as his only reaction was in saying, “You look good bent over.” Without turning to face him, I stepped into the little red one-piece and pulled it up, over my body.  
 
    There was a mirror to my side, in which I caught my profile. I actually looked damn good in that bikini, save for the bulge of my cock between my legs. I reached down and tried to adjust it so it was less visible, but I couldn’t seem to make it go away. I ended up tucking it between my legs, which was uncomfortable and meant that I needed to keep my legs closed together, but it did the trick. I turned to the man. 
 
    “You’ve got a bikini body, that’s for sure,” he said, his eyes fixated on my body. “Though I’ve never seen someone wear a bra under their bikini before.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I guess my tits just aren’t big enough to fill it out. The bra helps for now but it looks like I might need to return it.” I bit my lip. I could feel the blood rushing up to my cheeks. I loved the way he was looking at me, full of lust and desire. No one had ever looked at me like that before. It felt nice to be desired and craved. It felt nice to be sexy and beautiful, even if it wasn’t as myself. It kind of sucked to think that this wasn’t the real me, that after that afternoon I would probably never see someone look at me that way again or hear the endless stream of compliments. 
 
    “Do a little spin,” he said. Keeping my legs closed together so my cock wouldn’t slip, I spun around. 
 
    “You’re very pretty,” he said. “But you need to take off the bra to complete the look,” he said. “Give me the full picture, you know?”  
 
    “It wouldn’t look right,” I said, my heart beginning to throb relentlessly against my ribcage.  
 
    “Let me be the judge,” he said, stepping up to me. A cold tingle ran down my spine as he reached around my back and his fingers found the clip of my bra.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said. I should have jumped back or tried to stop him in some way, but my body was rendered frozen. I knew he was able to overpower me no matter what and I knew he was keen on getting what he wanted. Resistance seemed like a waste of time, just delaying the inevitable. I held my fake tits in place as best I could as he slipped the bra under the straps of the one-piece and pulled the it up, over my head.  
 
    “Move your arm,” he said, taking my arm and moving it away from my chest. 
 
    By some divine miracle, my homemade fake tits stayed in place. I looked over at the mirror and noticed the real miracle—they actually looked pretty realistic, and the one-piece did a pretty good job holding them in place. “I don’t think you need to return it, I think it fits you absolutely perfectly,” the man said, running his hands down my sides, around my body, landing on my butt cheeks. He squeezed and then leaned forward for a kiss.  
 
    In my half state of panic, half state of paralysis, I kissed him back. I let his tongue slip into my mouth, and I even pushed my tongue into his mouth. I let my hands explore his body, his big, rigid muscles. I didn’t stop him from reaching down to rub my pussy, which didn’t exist. His fingers slipped between my legs and he began to rub the length of my cock. 
 
    It took him a moment to realize something was off, but it was inevitable. He froze and he pulled his head back from me. “What’s that?” he said, his hand frozen on my cock, which was now semi-erect, ready to spring out at a moment’s notice.  
 
    “I—I need to go,” I said, trying to step back, but he held me in place.  
 
    He reached up and grabbed my tit, instantly noticing it didn’t feel right. He reached under my one-piece and pulled out one of my homemade tits. “What the fuck is this?” he said. “You’re a man?” His face was red, but mine was probably redder. My head was spinning, running through all the possibilities as to what was about to happen, most of which involved my death. “Well?” he said. 
 
    “Yes,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat. “I’m a man.” 
 
    The room became silent. We were both frozen in our own states of fear and confusion. I couldn’t tell if he was enraged or not. I don’t think he was able to process what was happening. “Please don’t hurt me,” I managed to say. 
 
    “But your body…” he said. “You look so good.”  
 
    “I need to go,” I said, trying to step back, but he continued to hold me in place. “Please.” 
 
    He reached down and pulled my cock out the side of my bikini. “You have a dick,” he said. He held it in his hands. I thought he was going to crush it, rip it off and shove it down my throat as some sort of cruel revenge. But he didn’t. He just held it, cradling it gently in his hand. “Fuck me with it,” he said. 
 
    It took me a second to realize what he’d said, and even then, I didn’t believe it. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Fuck me with it.” He reached down and unzipped his pants, quickly dropping them to the floor. I couldn’t tell if he was kidding or setting me up for some sort of humiliating revenge. Though it certainty didn’t seem that way. It seemed like he really wanted me to fuck him. He started to massage my cock, stroking it. It felt good. I couldn’t help that he was making me bigger and harder. “Fuck me in the ass,” he said, and then he turned around and planted his hands on the counter.  
 
    Still in shock, I took my cock and lined it up with his tight, little asshole. I began to push forward, penetrating the rim of his anus. I heard him exhale deeply. Was this really happening? Was he really not going to murder me for deceiving him? Was he really into this? I pushed in further, his warm asshole contracting and releasing, clenching my cock. Deeper and deeper and deeper. “Oh fuck that feels good,” he moaned, melting into the counter.  
 
    It did feel pretty amazing. His asshole was tighter than any hole my cock had ever been in. I loved the way it felt as it breathed, clenching and releasing, over and over. “Fuck me,” he said, so I started to thrust in and out of him. After a few pumps, I began to relax. This wasn’t a set up for some weird form of revenge. He really just wanted me to fuck him, so that’s what I did, plunging my hard cock deeper and deeper inside of his body. I had him moaning and groaning in no time. 
 
    I looked up into the mirror. I looked so good in that bikini, even without my fake tits. The way my hair cascaded over my shoulders and the way the one-piece made my butt perk up. If I came across a girl that looked like that who happened to have a big dick between her thighs, I would probably let her fuck me in the ass too. It was like that one-piece was designed for my body.  
 
    “Come in my ass,” he demanded. A warm, fuzzy energy began to materialize at my crotch, getting stronger and stronger with every swift thrust into the man’s butthole. I clenched my fingers into his butt cheeks. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I started to come. He screamed aloud as I slammed down into him, hard, my warm load filling up his body.  
 
    After I pulled back, I watched my creampie dribble out from his asshole, down his leg. He didn’t get up. He was too consumed by the lingering euphoria to move. “I’m going to go now,” I said. 
 
    “Bye,” he managed to say as I took the box of bikinis off of the counter.  
 
    By the time Becky got home from work, everything was back to normal. I’d returned her one-piece into the box and I’d replaced the cut packing tape. I’d gotten the extensions out from my hair and I’d washed off all the makeup. As far as she knew, I’d woken up at a reasonable hour and nothing had gone wrong with the picking up of the bikinis.  
 
    I’d successfully avoided the doghouse, and most importantly of all, I’d learned a lesson: don’t lie to the people you love, and if you really love them, you’ll do anything for them, even if that means sucking a stranger off at the post office and then fucking him in the ass while wearing a sexy one-piece bikini.  
 
    It was a serious wake up call. It was the fire under my ass I’d been looking for. You better believe I shaped up after that day. There was no more sleeping in, no more slacking off. Who would have thought spending a day dressed like my girlfriend could have such a life-changing impact? 
 
    THE END 
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