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Chapter One, She Sets The Stage…

 

Unless there was a super cool party raging in that crummy little apartment building, eighteen year old Mandy wouldn’t have set foot in it. But she needed a fake I.D. And the one bedroom apartment she was in, Mandy was certain that all the sci-fi, gaming and hentia posters were held onto the walls by the mold. 

As a dude named Bobby was eyeing her driver’s license, Mandy was sizing the mid-twenties guy up. He was skinny, tall and had wild curly hair. He looked cleaned and kind of well groomed. Yet he reminded her of a similar looking kid in high school named Danny or whatever. And that Danny or Daniel or David or whatever his name was, would get picked on, made fun of by Mandy’s clique of besties and bullied a lot by the boys they hung with.

Bobby looked like the older version of that Danny dude. Which was good for what she was plotting to do.

Mandy looked around his gross little apartment and his makeshift fake identification lab.

The equipment to make fake identification, the only reason why she was there, was just equipment to her. 

And everything in that apartment just screamed of geekdom. On the shelves were Star Wars toys. His full size bed occupied one corner of his abode, plastered on the wall around that bed were hentia posters; the things of emo geek masturbation material. And the way his monitors, keyboard and computer was set up, it totally screamed of a lonely gamer boy.

Which was great for her. She knew how to manipulate males and she was going to manipulate the lonely gamer geek when the inevitable payment for that coveted fake driver’s license had to be made. 

She had planned to pour on her cuteness to get what she wanted. It had worked with boys and geeks before. Touching their arm, sometimes caressing it. Batting her eyelashes. Twirling her blonde hair with her finger. Heaving her tits out. The promise of future attention from her. It would get her what she wanted. And then and there in that loser’s apartment, it would get her a fake identification stating her new age. 

Bobby spoke up, “It’s not like you need a fake driver’s license to get alcohol or get into clubs. You’re like smoking hot enough to get some daddy or poor dupe to buy you a bottle of Goose or a few packs of White Claw. And you’re not like jailbait so you could show this to a doorman as a formality and get in the club.”

Mandy knew the geek was right about what he said. She could get into clubs. All of them. Well, except for one club. The Zen at Peter’s. The doormen were like total douchebags when it came to checking I.Ds. It didn’t matter how hot a girl was, if she was a minute under being twenty one, they would unceremoniously kick her out of the line.

And that was why Mandy was in that scuzzy apartment…

To get the best fake I.D. in the city just to get into that club.

She needed to get into that club. The hottest and richest young players go to The Zen at Peter’s.

Two of her best friends already could get in with their fake driver’s licenses. And because of that, they were already leveling up in their status and who they hang with and what parties they go to.

Now Mandy wanted to get in on that before she was left behind. And an identification stating that she was twenty one was her ticket in. She shrugged her shoulders at Bobby, “I just want to be like twenty one. Is that like a crime?” 

Bobby began studying the edges of her current driver’s license. “Wanting to is not a crime. But carrying false identification stating that you are is.” Bobby ceased his study of the license and looked at Mandy. “I mean it’s your money. Want me to use the same address?”

Mandy, elated, cried out, “Yes!”

 




Chapter Two, Picture Time

 

Bobby handed her legitimate driver’s license back to his new customer. “That makes it easy.” He pointed to his bathroom door. “Stand in front of that door.”

Mandy looked at the door. Its surface was smooth and was painted a light shade of blue. “Why?” she asked.

Grabbing his DSLR camera and tripod, “It’s the same shade of blue DMV uses for driver’s licenses.”

“Like, okay.” Mandy replied as she walked past Bobby.

Bobby eyed her as she strutted past him. Her body was fucking hot, encased in a tight light blue top that clung to her like a second skin, paired with a matching mini skirt, and those suede knee-high boots. As she walked by, he caught the whiff of her perfume, a sweet, candy-like vanilla scent that lingered in the air. 

It was Friday night. All the smoking hot babes that sashayed through his apartment on Friday nights for a fake driver's license were geared up to bolt straight for a bar, concert, or club the second he closed the door behind their tight asses. And Mandy was no different. Her entire aura, from her bratty stride to her skimpy outfit and that fucking delicious scent, screamed she was making a beeline for the club, eager to dance her ass off and slide into a booth for some bottle service with some players the moment this deal was in the bag.

Mandy fussed with her bangs. “You need a mirror. Like is my hair alright?”

Bobby was connecting the Canon DLSR camera to his tripod, “There’s a mirror above the sink in the bathroom.”

Mandy was not going to have any of that. If the apartment was that dank and old, she couldn’t imagine what his bathroom was going to be like. “Uh, like no thank you. I’m fine.”

With the camera on the tripod, he turned it on. “Ready?” Bobby asked.

“Yes!” Mandy replied.

Bobby glanced at the back of his DSLR screen, then the sound of a large camera clicking away filled his apartment with loud snaps.

Mandy watched Bobby scrutinizing the digital screen on the back of his camera, reviewing the shots he'd just taken of her. She was anxious, wondering if her appearance was passable. More than anything, she wanted to grab her I.D. and fucking bolt. "Everything good? Was my hair out of place?" she asked the geek.

Bobby couldn't give two shits about her hair. His focus was on whether the images were sharp and met the government's standards. But he flashed her a smile, "We're good." Swiftly, he detached the camera from the tripod, spun around, and made his way to his computer desk.

 




Chapter Three, She Plots And Flirts To Get Out Of Paying

 

Mandy followed. She watched him plop down in his chair and hit the space bar on his keyboard. Both monitors became alive, displaying some anime girls on the desktop background. 

To her, Bobby was turning into more of a total fucking nerd each second she watched, she thought. It just confirmed to her that playing up her sexy side would easily sway him when the time came to discuss the price of her fake ID.

While Bobby got busy transferring the photos from his camera's Bluetooth to his computer, the scent of her sweet, candy-like perfume grew stronger, signaling she was getting closer.

Mandy walked up and stood next to the nerd dupe toiling away at his gaming computer. “I don’t mean to be like super pushy, but how much time is this like going to take?”

Bobby was typing in her information. “Five minutes…”

Mandy interrupted him with her elation, “Like that’s super cool!”

Bobby finished, “Or it could be a half hour.”

Mandy’s elation hit a brick wall, “Why would it be like a half hour?”

Bobby didn’t answer. He was concentrating on getting her picture right.

Mandy, growing impatient with how long this was taking, bit her tongue and swallowed her question. Instead, she just watched the gaming nerd geek out over his computer setup.

Bobby concentrated on the screens on his monitors. “Just a few more clicks of the mouse and the machine does its thing. And you’ll be twenty one.”

Mandy, thrilled to finally be getting what she came for, decided to give her nerdy host a bit of a show, pretending she was sort of into him. She thrust her tits out a bit more, letting one just graze his upper arm. She batted her eyelashes at Bobby, touching his arm and speaking in a higher tone, “Like thank you so very much. This means like soooo much to me!”

She noticed Bobby's dopey-eyed stare, indicating to her that her feminine allure was having an effect. He smiled back at her, “I’m like super glad to help you. Where are you going to use it tonight?”

Mandy, smiling, “Like hello! Me and my friends are going to The Zen at Peter’s. I can’t believe I’m finally getting in! My friends McKenna and Jordan get in and they like have the best time of their lives and they like get invited to the best after parties and this one dude is taking McKenna to Cancun…”

With that same dreamy, school-boy look and feigning interest, Bobby cut into Mandy's narrative, “As discussed, that will be five hundred dollars. Cash.” He maintained his act, curious if her voice would remain in that high-pitched, girly register as she answered.
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