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THE CELEBRITY'S SISSY

When Andy, who was recently fired from his job as a locksmith, learns that half of the mansions in Beverly Hills are empty for half of the year, he can’t help but indulge, moving from mansion to mansion, living the high-life, sitting by the elites’ million-dollar pools, walking around in their cashmere housecoats. In order to fool the neighbours, he sometimes has to dress up like the gardener, sometimes like the pool boy, and sometimes like the homeowners themselves.

One day, he finds himself in the mansion of mega-celebrities, Scarlet Henderson and James Joseph. It’s a swelteringly hot day, and if he wants to go for a swim, he needs to get dressed up like one of them—and seeing as he isn’t built remotely close to the superhero-playing hunk, James, he decides to slip into one of Scarlet’s bikinis.


CHAPTER I

Whenever I broke into one of those super-mansions in one of those ritzy Los Angeles neighbourhoods, I knew I was doing something very illegal, though I never thought I was doing anything wrong. It wasn’t like I was stealing anything, damaging any personal property, or hurting anyone, emotionally or physically. As a matter of fact, whoever owned those houses was unknowingly being very charitable, seeing as they were helping me out during a very tough time in my life.

I suppose it wasn’t so tough, lounging by their massive private pools all day, sleeping on their California Kings, sauntering around in their cashmere housecoats (every super-mansion I’ve ever been in has at least two cashmere housecoats).

But I always made sure everything was cleaned and put back in its rightful place before I left. In fact, their houses were usually in nicer shape after I left, so in a way I was doing the rich folks a service.

It all started when a very wealthy friend of mine, Walter, told me about his neighbour’s epic six-month long vacations, which he took every year like clockwork, October 1st to April 1st. “Wouldn’t that be nice,” Walter said. I couldn’t see why anyone would need a six month vacation every year when their life was already beyond my definition of a vacation. Walter’s neighbour owned more cars than I had fingers, his house had a private little beach on a private little bay, with a dock and a couple of boats, and a house bigger than the block I grew up on. Why would anyone want to get away from that?

A few weeks after learning about Walter’s insanely rich neighbour (who made Walter, who was very rich himself, look like Oliver Twist), I was fired from my minimum wage job as a locksmith’s assistant (for trying to sleep with my boss, long story), and I lost my apartment. In a matter of days, I was rendered homeless. And as I walked away from my ex-apartment with nothing but a bag of clothes on my back, with the thought of sleeping on the cold, dirty ground crossing my mind, I realized I wasn’t necessarily homeless—there was an empty bed that had my name on it until April 1st, and it was only January 12th.

Once the sun was down, I broke into Walter’s neighbour’s house. It was a surprisingly easy feat, at least once I was over the ten foot fence. He had the most common keypad lock, which was easily overridden with the manufacturer’s reset code (which I knew by heart, seeing as I had reset a dozen of the things every day for nearly three years), and his alarm system wasn’t even armed, not that it would have mattered anyway—I knew all of the alarm system manufacturer codes, too.

I was careful as I entered the home, scanning the top corners of each room for cameras. There were none, save for the one at the front door and the one overlooking the pool, which weren’t even recording—just there to scare off casual criminals, like most security cameras.

I lived in that house for three months, with only a handful of close calls.

The first close call came on my third day in the mansion. I had fallen asleep by the pool, and when I woke up, it was dark out, and I hadn’t eaten anything since lunch. I went to the kitchen to make myself something to eat, and naturally turned on the lights to do so. I was in the middle of frying an onion when the phone rang. The sudden ringing made my heart slam into my chest. I stared at the phone, which continued to ring. At first, I assumed it was a telemarketer or some old relative casually reaching out, but then I started to panic. What if it was a neighbour who saw the kitchen light?

I forced myself to pick up the phone. “Herman residence,” I said, forcing a smile into my voice.

“Um, hi, sorry—who’s this?” the voice on the other end asked.

“My name is Jake Pilgrim, I’m Mr. Herman’s nephew. May I ask who’s calling?” The phone nearly slipped from my sweaty palm.

“This is Andrew from next door. I saw the light on in the kitchen and I was worried someone had broken in. I know Tony’s away on holiday—he asked me to keep an eye on things while he was away.”

“Ah, no, it’s just me. I got in a few days ago. Uncle Herman asked me to house sit while he’s away, bring the mail in, that kind of thing. I guess there have been a few break-ins in the area and, well, you know Uncle Herman.”

The man on the other end laughed, as if with relief. “Oh, well that’s good. Take care now.”

When I hung up the phone, I took a deep, heavy breath in, my hands trembling. It wasn’t the closest call I would face during my stay in that super-mansion.

On the last day of the month, I was awoken by the sound of footsteps in the house. I listened for a moment, trying to decide whether I was hearing the house settling or if there was someone in the house, and then I sprung to my feet when I realized it was the latter. I quickly got dressed in whatever was at the top of my clothes pile and then I looked around. I was on the third floor, so jumping out the window was out of the question. Whoever was in the house was approaching the bedroom door. I was doomed.

I ran into the master bathroom and was about to close the door when I noticed I was wearing my Peter’s Locksmith shirt. I ran back to the bedroom. In my bag was my Peter’s Locksmith hat—completing the uniform I was probably supposed to return after I was fired. I put the hat on and hopped over to the door. Then, the door opened.

Standing on the other side of the doorway was a cleaning lady, Mexican, wearing a beige outfit. Her eyes became wide and she froze at the sight of me. It didn’t help that I hadn’t shaved since being fired, and my hair was starting to grow long—I probably looked like a homeless squatter, which I suppose is exactly what I was. “Go ahead,” I said, opening the door and stepping out of the way.

It took her a moment to thaw before she was able to walk into the bedroom. She kept her gaze glued to me the whole time. “Just changing out the locks,” I said. “Las cerraduras.”

“Ah, sí,” she said. The fear seemed to drain from her face in an instant. I don’t know whether she believed me, or if she just didn’t care enough to probe any further. It wasn’t her problem if there was someone squatting in her client’s house—she was still going to be paid regardless. Plus, she probably didn’t want to draw any more attention to the fact she was likely in the country illegally. She went and pulled the sheets off of the bed I’d slept on, not commenting on the fact the bed had clearly been slept in since the last time she’d likely been there.

I went down to the kitchen and got a screwdriver from one of the drawers (I’d seen it there a few days earlier) and I returned upstairs and started to take apart the lock on the door. I kind of just took it off, tinkered with it (doing absolutely nothing) and then I put it back on. “Just like new,” I said aloud, even though I knew she couldn’t understand a word I was saying. I just wanted to seem more genuine.

I went and did the same thing to other doors in the house until she left, and then I took a long, hot shower, to wash away all of that cold sweat that had accumulated on my body.


CHAPTER II

My original plan was to use my time in that super-mansion to get my shit together, to clean myself up, to apply for jobs, and to find a new apartment. But when you can spend your whole day lounging by the pool with an unobstructed view of the ocean, it’s hard to find the motivation.

Like I said before, I never stole anything or damaged any property. I would even sneak out of the house to buy my own food, making sure to leave the pantry and fridge exactly the way I found them. Though I did sample one of Mr. Herman’s very expensive scotches one night.

I had my bag all packed and I was ready to go, a few days before Mr. Herman was due to return home from his very long vacation, and I decided to go for a long stroll on the beach to watch the sunset. But instead of looking out at the water and the sun setting over the horizon, I found myself looking the other way, at the giant houses which were all seemingly vacant, windows dark. And then I wondered how many other rich people just left their houses vacant for huge chunks of the year, with only the occasional gardener and housekeeper swinging by to check on things.

I should have gone out the next day to buy a nice suit I could wear to interviews, but instead I found myself at a costume store, buying a mailman outfit, and a simple, green gardener’s outfit. The whole night before I could think of nothing except for the continuation of my luxury lifestyle. I didn’t want to go back to apartment living. The thought made me quiver: laying down on a small mattress, staring up at the ceiling of a dark room, riddled with insomnia from the swarm of sirens outside—looking out my window at the brick wall of the building next to me, twenty feet above a shady drug deal between shadier people. It would have been even worse knowing that there were hundreds of beautiful homes with gorgeous swimming pools, sitting empty and alone, waiting for someone with half a brain to figure out a way to take advantage of the luck of a few tremendously lucky people.

I needed the mailman uniform in order to look through mailboxes without drawing suspicion. Lots of people had locked mailboxes, but even then I could see with my phone’s flashlight which boxes were jammed full of many months’ worth of mail. Once I found a house with plenty of untouched mail, I would go to their neighbours, dressed in my mailman outfit, carrying an old postage box I found in an alleyway. “Excuse me, I’ve been trying to deliver this package to your neighbour, but I seem to keep missing him.”

“Oh, they’re away on vacation—I don’t think they’re going to be back for a few months still,” I was able to get one neighbour to admit. So the next day, I showed up in my gardener’s outfit and I let myself in. Once again, my new house had a beautiful view of the ocean, a big swimming pool and a hot tub, and more bedrooms than I could possibly sleep in. On the fridge was a calendar with all of the owner’s vacation days marked off. They wouldn’t be back for three months, so that was where I lived for three months. The calendar even had the house-keeping schedule marked, as well as the schedule of the actual gardener, so there weren’t any heart-stopping surprises during my stay. I made sure to keep the lights turned off and the blinds closed, so that any nosy neighbours wouldn’t know there was a squatter in their community.

I found some part-time work online that didn’t pay much, but it was enough to buy myself some groceries and to eat out occasionally. I didn’t need much. When you have literally no bills, it’s amazing how little you can live off of.

My scheme wasn’t so easy in the summertime, when most people were back living in Los Angeles, and the people who were away were only gone for a few weeks at most. I ended up spending a few nights sleeping on the beach, spending my days wandering the streets in my mailman outfit, looking for loaded mailboxes and finding only the odd junk mail. I was starting to think I was going to be spending the whole summer sleeping on the beach (which isn’t as romantic as you would think) when I finally found a seemingly vacant house. The mailbox was full of mail, and the neighbours all said, “I think they might be away for the summer. I can’t remember the last time I saw them out.” I went through my usual routine, putting on my gardener’s outfit, picking the lock when no one was looking, and carefully making my way through the house, keeping an eye out for cameras.

There was a thick coating of dust on the floors, as if it had been a couple of years since anyone—cleaning staff included—had stepped foot in the house. I wasn’t able to find any calendar or schedule hinting at when the home owners might return. Had it been one of the long winter months, where half of the LA mansions were empty, I would have gone and found a different place—somewhere a little bit more certain—but there was nothing else, and after just a few days away from my luxury lifestyle, I was feeling like a drug addict in withdrawal. I’d developed a dependency. I couldn’t go from spending my days in a cashmere house coat by the pool, to being shooed away by police officers who didn’t want tourists seeing all of the bums crowding the beaches.

So I decided to stay at the house.

I decided to do a little bit of investigative work in an attempt to find out how long I had before I had to leave. Lots of the people who owned houses in those neighbourhoods were well known people whose lives were very public. Some of the houses I’d stayed in belonged to famous musicians, whose tour dates were easily found online. I went and pulled a handful of mail from the mailbox, and then I started searching. But the name on the mail, Katherine Peterson, came up with no meaningful results. The mail made out to James Roy also came up with nothing.

And then I found some pictures of the homeowners on the wall, and I froze. The names on the mail were fake names, and for good reason. The couple who owned the home were Scarlet Henderson and James Joseph, two of the most famous American actors of my generation. They were one of those super-Hollywood power couples, nicknamed Jamlet by the tabloids. With just a little bit of research, I found that they were in Vietnam, shooting some epic Hollywood blockbuster, and the months’ long shoot wasn’t even half done.

My heart stuttered. If I was caught, it would be big news. My face would end up on the cover page of so many tabloid magazines: The Jamlet Squatter, they would call me, and I could say goodbye to any future job prospects.


CHAPTER III

Still, despite the fact I knew I was playing with fire, I stayed at the house. I couldn’t bring myself to leave. I kept telling myself, I’ll leave as soon as vacation season rolls back around and there are more options for me to choose from. Besides, the homeowners were on the other side of the world, shooting a movie. Clearly, they didn’t have a regular house-keeping service or even a friend to come and pick up their mail, so I should have been safe, right?

There was one major flaw with the home’s design (and I found this was a thing with a lot of performers’ houses): it wasn’t very private. Instead of a ten-foot tall privacy fence, they had a short glass fence around the pool area. There weren’t many rooms in the house without enormous floor-to-ceiling windows, and some of the windows didn’t even have blinds. I think it must be an exhibitionist thing—most celebrities secretly love being watched and photographed by fans and paparazzi.

It wasn’t the extravagant lifestyle I had become used to: avoiding certain rooms, crawling under windows, unable to swim in the pool or lay out and feel the warm ocean breeze on my skin. For once, I really felt like a squatter in someone’s home, like a mouse trying my best to remain hidden from the housecat. It wasn’t much fun, but I still couldn’t let it go.

It was late July, one of the hottest days on record, and I was desperate to go for a dip. I’d snuck out a few times in the middle of the night for a swim, but I wasn’t crazy enough to risk it during the day, especially seeing as I could see the neighbours lounging by their pools. I couldn’t exactly pretend to be the gardener going for a swim without raising a few alarms.

But I was sweating my ass off, and I needed to cool down. I found myself standing by the window, staring at the pool like a hungry dog staring at a pile of juicy T-bone steaks. I went to the basement and did my best to fix the broken AC unit, but it was hopeless; the thing hadn’t been touched since the 80s. I even tried cooling off by sticking my head into the refrigerator, but the relief was short-lived, and I didn’t want my milk to spoil.

And then I got an idea. It was an insane idea, but that was no surprise, seeing as the sweltering heat was driving me to the edge of insanity. Even the tap water was running warm, seeping directly into my brain with every sip, driving me madder and madder. But my plan may have been crazy, but it certainly wasn’t a bad plan—it was at least thought out.

I didn’t look anything like James Joseph, who was 6’4” and two hundred and forty pounds of muscle, but my body wasn’t too different from Scarlet Henderson’s.

In researching Scarlet Henderson, I learned that she had quite the unfriendly reputation. I found one tabloid that claimed she was a recluse and never talked to her neighbours. “She doesn’t even respond when you say hello,” an anonymous source revealed.

My hair was even about as long as hers in all of the tabloid shots that came up when I searched her name. She had a notoriously flat chest (she was always doing nude scenes) and she even had some similar facial features to me—the features that weren’t similar could hide behind a big pair of sunglasses, of which there were many lying around the house. Besides, no one was going to see me up close. Even the closest neighbour was a good fifty feet away. All I needed was a good shave and a bikini that was strong enough to hold my package in place—and there was no shortage of bikinis in her giant walk-in closet (which was larger than the apartment I was kicked out from).

I felt like a complete lunatic as I shaved my legs in the bathroom, speaking aloud in a female voice, practising, in case a neighbour asked what I was doing home so early. My plan was to tell them I was given a couple of weeks off while they shot some action scenes with my stunt double. I had no idea whether Scarlet really was going to be in any action scenes in the movie they were shooting, but I figured the neighbours wouldn’t know one way or another. Maybe it was just my heat-induced delusion, but I thought I actually sounded pretty good. And with my legs, chest, and face all shaved up, I thought I looked pretty good too.

I was slightly embarrassed that I was able to fit into Scarlet’s bikinis. But at the same time, it was exciting putting on the bikinis of a mega-famous celebrity, to think that I was wearing the same exact bikinis that Scarlet Henderson wore. I tried on a few different options before I found one that covered all of my bases: it was a black one-piece and it was understated (I didn’t want to draw any unnecessary attention), it covered my chest, and it was nice and strong between my legs, holding everything in place.

I had curly blonde hair that just touched my shoulders. I was long overdue for a haircut, but now that seemed like a blessing. I found Scarlet’s hair straightener in a drawer in the master bathroom, and I was able to make my hair almost as long as hers.

With a big pair of Scarlet’s sunglasses on my face, I passed my own test. I stood in front of the mirror and stared at myself, surprised that I was able to look the part. I turned profile, noticing curves I never knew I had, and then I turned again to check out my back, which, thanks to the fact I was too lazy to go to the gym and tone up, looked shockingly feminine; the deep cut of the bikini helped.

I stood in front of the glass patio doors for a few minutes, building up the courage to step out as a woman, as Scarlet Henderson. But the cool, refreshing pool was calling out to me. The warm, stuffy air of the mega-mansion was still muddying up my brain, fuelling my delusions. I took a deep breath and then I stepped out.


CHAPTER IV

The moment my body entered the water was quite possibly the most refreshing, most satisfying moment of my life. I felt all of my trembling anxiety wash away as I pushed through the large, expensive infinity pool. Even the pool wasn’t safe from Scarlet’s apparent exhibitionist ways. The glass ending looked down the desert hill, at a public pathway. I couldn’t make out anyone’s face from that far away, but I could see them, which meant they could see me. And I’m sure there were plenty of people who knew which celebrities lived where, so if someone saw a woman swimming in Scarlet’s pool, they would only assume it was Scarlet. I decided to keep my distance from that glass edge, though nowhere was safe from the neighbours.

As I flipped over to swim on my back, I noticed one of Scarlet’s neighbours staring my way. She looked away quickly, rolling her head over and looking back up at the sky while she consumed as much sun as humanly possible, using a foil reflector to get below her chin. I can’t imagine that’s any good for the eyes.

I caught another neighbour staring my way, who also looked away as soon as I turned my head in their direction. Apparently, even the mega-rich elite of Beverly Hills had a peculiar fascination with celebrities. Luckily, none of the neighbours seemed concerned that I was swimming in the pool, which must have meant I was pulling off a convincing Scarlet.

As I was swimming around, and my core temperature was dropping back to a normal level, I realized the absurdity of what I was doing. Was I insane? Was I really so desperate to go for a swim that I was willing to risk everything? What’s the jail sentence for breaking and entering? As far as the cops were concerned, I would be considered a first-time offender. Did that make it any better?

I slipped out from the pool and I returned inside, hoping no one else would see me and have a chance to realize I wasn’t actually their celebrity neighbour. But not even an hour later, I was suffering all over again, the dry desert heat making my throat sore and my skin arid. I tried taking a cold shower, not wanting to reveal myself outside again, but the water ran warmer than the air. When I was a kid, my mom would tell me to chew on ice if I was too hot. Unfortunately, Scarlet didn’t have an ice tray in her freezer, and her fridge didn’t have one of those fancy ice-makers. I looked through cupboards and drawers hoping to find an ice tray to get the ball rolling on making some ice, but I couldn’t find one. Though I did find a huge wad of cash.

I called an air-conditioning company and told them I’d pay extra for same-day service. “We’ll be right over,” dispatch told me. I felt conflicted. I’d never stolen anything from anyone, save for a few sips of scotch, but at the same time, was it really stealing? They needed their air-conditioner fixed. In a way, I was doing them a service. I was saving them the trouble of having to deal with it. Wouldn’t that be a pleasant surprise, to return from a long movie shoot with a newly working air-conditioner?

I stayed in my black one-piece, my big sunglasses, with my hair straightened. I thought about returning to my male self, but what if a neighbour saw me when I went to open the gate? What if the air-conditioning people had Scarlet and her husband on some file, and they started asking who the hell I was? What would I tell them?

Besides, it wasn’t like I had to talk with them—no more than a few words. I just needed to let them in and show to the air-conditioning unit.

Well, I wouldn’t have had to talk to them, had the young man who showed up not recognized me almost immediately. “Wait—aren’t you Scarlet Henderson?” he said before he was even up the front steps. It was amazing, seeing as I wasn’t wearing a mask and I didn’t have a speck of makeup on—I was just me in a bathing suit and some sunglasses, with straight hair. Maybe I was wearing some iconic bathing suit that Scarlet had worn in a photo-shoot, and sunglasses she wore for the paparazzi—or maybe I really did look a lot like her.

“That’s me,” I said with a smile, doing my best to imitate the celebrity’s voice.

“Can I have an autograph?” he asked, digging through his pockets for something to have signed. He produced an old receipt, which seemed like a strange thing to sign, but I signed it regardless. I have no idea how close the scribble I made was to Scarlet’s actual signature, but it satisfied the AC repairman all the same. “I loved you in Black Windows,” he said.

“Thanks, let me show you to the—”

“—And you were great in Rust and Flowers. I bet that was a fun movie to shoot.”

I smiled. “Thank you. It was fun. Let me show you to the air-conditioner.”

I brought him down to the broken unit. He looked at it quickly and said, “This will be easy. It should only take me ten minutes or so.”

“Great.”

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but you look great. You know how you see a movie and you just assume the stars only look good because of the special lighting and all the movie makeup and the touch-ups they do in post-production? I saw Jack Nicholson downtown once, and he just looked terrible. Well, you actually look better in real life.”

I felt warmth rush into my cheeks. “Aw, thank you,” I said. I wasn’t sure whether to take it as a compliment, seeing as I was literally just myself in a bikini and some shades, with my legs and pits shaved. I was being told I was a pretty woman, but I wasn’t actually a woman. Still though, it was strangely nice to hear, and I couldn’t help how good it made me feel.

“I mean it. Anyway, I should fix this thing up for you. It’s hot as heck in here,” the repairman said, and then he started to work away.

When he was finished, he wouldn’t accept my money. “Please, keep it. It was an easy job,” he said. “Just keep making great movies.” Once again, I felt a rush of warmth enter my cheeks, but I don’t know why; it wasn’t a compliment to me—it was a compliment to Scarlet.

That night, I found myself looking at pictures of Scarlet again, looking closely at the small details. In most of the pictures I found of her out in public, she had her nails painted pink. She always had a bluish-green tint of eye-shadow below her eyes, and she filled in her eyebrows in a very specific way. Instead of going to sleep, I decided to stay up, doing my best to imitate her exact look with the makeup kit that was out in the master bathroom. I even found a little jar of her signature nail-polish. When I was finished, and I stepped back to look at the finished product, my heart stuttered; I really did look just like her. I was practically her doppelgänger. And now the air-conditioning was working, and there wasn’t any heat-induced delusion to blame the resemblance on.


CHAPTER V

Over the next few weeks, I would wake up each morning and spend my first hour awake perfecting my look. I would make sure every inch of my body (save for my head) was shaved smooth, I would straighten my hair, I would meticulously perfect my makeup to match the reference photos I had of Scarlet, and then I would pick out a bikini to wear by the pool.

As the days went by, I found myself getting more and more brazen, sitting closer to the edge of the patio, swimming right up to the glass wall of the infinity pool, even waving at my neighbours when they looked my way. The occasional tourist would point from down on that walking path, and I would stand up, smile, and wave. I got a little bit carried away one afternoon, waving at fans down on the path, when one of them pulled out a camera and started snapping photos. I casually stepped away from the ledge, back towards the safety of the house, out of sight of the tourists. A week later, I saw the picture posted online on a tabloid website: “Scarlet Henderson takes a break from long shoot to enjoy the Los Angeles weather.”

When I saw the headline, I found myself in a panic. I started packing up all of my things, ready to leave and find a new home, or even sleep on the beach, to avoid being caught. I knew it was just a matter of time before that photo got back to Scarlet and James, or someone from their production who would say, ‘Wait a second… Scarlet didn’t go back to Los Angeles.’

But the phone never rang, no one came to the door, and no one online pointed out the inconsistency. I was lucky—beyond lucky. Maybe Scarlet and James did see the photo and they just assumed it was an old photo, being sold as new by some desperate paparazzo. There was nothing in the photo to suggest the actual date, after all, and I’m sure paparazzi do that all the time. Regardless, I was more careful after that, staying away from that glass fence, keeping the shades on my face whenever I was outside. It would just take one picture of me without my shades on to spoil my whole scheme. Those paparazzi have cameras that can zoom in insanely close—close enough for them to realize I wasn’t actually Scarlet Henderson, just an imposter. Sure, I looked a lot like her, but there were a few obvious differences. For instance, our eyes were different colours, her nose was a bit smaller, and her jawline was a bit rounder. From afar, the differences were indistinguishable. From up close, it was a gamble.

I continued to go out for a swim every day, spending my afternoons lounging by the poolside with my wonderful view of downtown Los Angeles, despite my mounting paranoia. The way I saw it was, it would have been a waste of the risk if I just sat inside all day, hiding like a scared church mouse. Besides, there was only a few months left before people started leaving for vacation. I overheard my neighbours chatting about their upcoming trips. The couple who lived two houses down said they were leaving for three months, for an extended African safari. I only had to risk being identified for a few more—

I was standing in the kitchen, pouring myself a tall glass of ice water, when I heard the front door open and close. “Oh God, it’s good to be home,” a deep voice rang out through the house. It was a man. I probably should have made a run for it—I could have ran outside and hopped the little glass fence, and then slid down the arid hillside. But what about my things in my bag upstairs? What about all of my outfits and my wallet with my ID in it? I couldn’t let that be discovered and turned over to the police as soon as the homeowners realized someone had been living in their home.

I’d been squatting in peoples’ houses for nearly two years, and I’d never run into a homeowner before. I knew how to fool housekeepers, gardeners, pool cleaners, neighbours, delivery boys, even family members who decided to pop by for a quick visit—but not homeowners. Maybe if I had access to my bag of outfits, I might have been able to lie about being there to clean the pool or to clean the house, but my bag was upstairs, and the stairs were in the main foyer, where the homeowner currently was.

Was Scarlet with him? Would he recognize her bikinis on my body? When the police showed up, would he realize I was a man, living in their home, dressing up in his girlfriend’s clothes? Oh God, does that sound bad without context! Hell, it sounds bad with context…

The man started towards the kitchen, his joyous humming growing louder and louder. I tried to will myself to run, but I couldn’t move. My muscles were frozen and my joints were locked. I was completely paralyzed by the fear of my inevitable doom.

James Joseph walked into the kitchen, and as his gaze found me, he jumped back, eyes wide. “What the hell!” he shouted. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be… I mean, you were just…” he stared at me for a second, and then his eyes narrowed. “Wait a second, who the hell are you?”

I opened my mouth and tried to speak, tried to say, ‘I can explain’, but all I was able to produce was some unintelligible mutterings.

“What are you doing in my house? Who let you in here? Why do you look like Scarlet?” He kept his distance, taking a few careful steps back in case I was a crazy person, about to snap and attack. I didn’t blame him—I would be afraid of a man who broke into my house and got dressed up in my girlfriend’s clothes, too. “Wait, I know you,” he said. “It’s Jane, right? Jane… Oh, what’s your last name, Jane Kerrigan—Scarlet’s stunt double. What are you doing here?”

It’s amazing how quickly the human brain is capable to processing information under pressure. I’m not sure I even thought about what I said next. It just came out of my as if instinctual. “Scarlet told me to come stay here for a couple of weeks, after we wrapped on her action scenes.”

“Of course she did,” he said with an air of contempt in his voice. “And of course she didn’t bother telling me.”

“I—I’ll leave. I didn’t mean to intrude. I just—I kept everything clean. I got your air-conditioner fixed and I had the pool cleaned.”

“No, no, don’t leave. I get why Scarlet told you to come here. You really worked your ass off over the last few weeks—you deserve a good vacation. It’s just, I thought you still had a few scenes left to shoot. Maybe I misread the shooting schedule.”

“They pushed those scenes to next month,” I said. There was a cold tingling in my spine. Everything I was saying—all of my lies—could easily be disproven. All he had to do was call up his producer and ask about me, ask about the shooting schedule, or call up his girlfriend, and ask whether she really did tell her stunt double to come stay at the house.

“Right, I think I heard something about that, yeah,” he said. “It’s just strange that Scarlet would tell you to come stay here, knowing I was coming back, you know? I mean, I don’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable or anything, you’re obviously welcome to stay as long as you’d like, God knows we have enough spare bedrooms and spare bathrooms and spare kitchens and spare home gyms…”

“I’ll leave. I really don’t mind,” I said, and that was an understatement. I wanted to get out of there as soon as possible, before he noticed the bulge of my cock in my bathing suit, before he got a call from Scarlet, who would immediately crush all of my lies.

“Please don’t leave. Stay. I would feel terrible if you left. Besides, I could use the company—and it would be good for PR. My manager keeps telling me to be in more photos with Scarlet, and you know Scarlet—I can’t even get her in the same room as me, never mind in the same photo.”

I forced a smile. “Sure,” I said. I was plotting my escape in my head. I just needed to run upstairs, grab my bag, and make a run for it. I was fairly certain all of my things were in my bag. What about fingerprints? Would they brush for fingerprints to catch a squatter? If they did, would it matter? It’s not like they had my fingerprints on file or anything like that.

James scanned my body, making my heart tremble in my chest. “You know, you look better than Scarlet in that bikini.” It was the worst possible time to feel flustered, but that didn’t stop me from feeling flustered. “Better be careful Scarlet doesn’t see you like that, or she would be insanely jealous.” James went to use the bathroom, which was my opportunity to run upstairs and grab my bag and fix the sheets on the bed, making it look like I never slept in his bed. When I returned downstairs, he was just coming out from the bathroom.

Had he taken a minute or two longer, I would have made my escape. Instead, he ended up asking me to join him outside by the pool.


CHAPTER VI

I had many opportunities to make a run for it, to grab my bag and bolt out the door, but I didn’t. I’m not sure why I didn’t leave—I had no reason to stay. I wasn’t exactly enjoying my time by the pool anymore, now that I was one little slip away from being revealed. Maybe I was scared of leaving, scared that I would leave something behind, scared he would catch me leaving. I kept telling myself, just wait for the night. Once James went to sleep—and surely he was tired from travelling halfway across the globe—I could do a good once-over of the house, make sure I had everything, and then I could make a clean escape, maybe even leave a little note that would suppress suspicion for at least a few days, until James finds out I wasn’t really his girlfriend’s stunt double.

It was getting late and James insisted I come sit up near the glass fence with him to watch the sunset. I could see that there was a man walking down the path with a camera in his hands, looking towards the Beverly Hills mansions, hoping for a celebrity sighting. I didn’t want to be in any more photos, but I also didn’t want to rub James the wrong way. I mean, he was letting me stay in his house free-of-charge, after all.

I took the seat next to him, close enough to him that I could smell a tinge of his very expensive cologne. He reached over and grabbed my hand. “Do you mind? Just for the paparazzi,” he said, his cheeks a shade of rose. His hand was so big and so muscular, it actually made me feel like my hand was overly-feminine. Was this Scarlet Henderson disguise possibly too fitting, too perfect? I’d always known I was shorter than the average man, and thinner than the average man, but I never realized I had a chick’s body—not just any chick’s body, but the body of chick that had posed for countless magazines and starred in countless Hollywood blockbusters.

The paparazzi turned his camera on us. “God, don’t you just hate how careless they are? They don’t even care that they’re taking photos of people on their private properties,” James said through his teeth as he smiled for the camera. I wondered how long the paparazzo’s lenses were, whether he was shooting close enough to make out the inconsistencies of my appearance. But were the inconsistencies really that noticeable? I had James fooled for a moment, and even now, James seemed to think I looked close enough to show me off in front of the camera.

“Do you ever get used to it?” I asked.

“Never,” he said. “I used to go down to Mike’s Billiards, down on 5th, almost every day with some buddies of mine. Now I can never go. I can’t go more than five minutes without a crowd of photographers forming around the window. You know how hard it is to make a good shot when their stupid flashes are going off every second? How distracting it is to have people shouting your name while you’re trying to focus and relax? It’s miserable. Sometimes I wish I would have just stuck to doing little student films and art-house projects.”

“But I bet it’s nice having so many fans—people who enjoy your work. Right?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Sometimes. Sometimes it’s hard to appreciate them when they’re shoving their camera phones in my face.”

“Well, if it wasn’t for them, you wouldn’t have all of this,” I said.

He laughed. “Well, it looks like I’ll be losing all of this soon, so… yeah.” He continued to smile for the camera. “Scarlet and I broke up just over a month ago. Our PR people want us to continue pretending to date until the film is out. Then, she’ll probably take everything. She told me she’s going to fight for all of it, and I just don’t care enough to fight back. I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this.” He finally looked over at me. “Promise you won’t tell anyone.”

My heart stuttered. I also don’t know why he was revealing so much to me. I was being let in on an enormous secret—if I wanted to, I could have gone to TMZ and sold the story for thousands of dollars. A few thousand bucks is enough to live for a few years when you have no expenses. But I don’t think I would have been able to do it. James had been nice to me, and by the sounds of it, he was going through a rough patch. He didn’t deserve to have his life made any more difficult than it already was, just so I could get a few thousand bucks.

“Feel free to say no, but will you kiss me—just for the camera. Just a screen kiss, like we did on the last shoot we were on—or was that Scarlet’s other double?”

My heart was suddenly pounding viciously into my ribcage. My lips parted and it took a moment for me to respond. “Sure,” I said. I didn’t want to kiss him. I’d never kissed a man before, and I was proud of that fact, but I was also happy that I wasn’t being thrown out on my ass or being arrested. Whenever I left any super mansion I’d been living in for some time, I always felt a lingering guilt, as if I owed the homeowners something I couldn’t give them. Renting a super mansion for a vacation costs over a thousand bucks a night, and I went months without paying a dime. I’d spent weeks in James’s house, enjoying the fruits of his labour. I’d never had anything against rich people. I wasn’t one of those wannabe-socialist types who stand downtown and demand we tax the rich more and all that bullshit.

So I kissed him. I didn’t know how to screen kiss, and to be honest, I couldn’t tell the difference between what we did and any other kiss I’d ever had, save for the fact I was sharing it with a man and not a woman. The kiss also lasted peculiarly long, longer than it needed to be for the paparazzo, who was probably taking ten shots a second. James even slipped a little bit of tongue—that’s when I pulled away.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his face turning red. “I thought—I mean—I meant to… I shouldn’t have done that.” He looked away from me quickly. It was strange, seeing a famous celebrity—a man every woman in the country would have killed to be with—flustered and shy. James Joseph played superheroes in movies, he was the fearless face of so many action flicks, and now he was a stuttering mess.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Hopefully they got a good shot.”

There was a long silence, and then James stood up. “I should probably be getting to bed. I didn’t get any sleep on the plane. I think I’ve been up for close to thirty hours now. I’ll see you in the morning, Jane.”


CHAPTER VII

I slept over, taking one of the many guest bedrooms on the main floor of the house. It was as if my body was defying my brain, refusing to listen as it begged me to leave, to get out before things started going south. It was a miracle nothing had gone downhill yet, that I managed to survive James’s sudden return home and the paparazzi photos pouring all over the internet. If you play with fire for long enough, you’re bound to get burned eventually. I needed to get out.

But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. For some strange, fucked up reason, I felt it was somehow my duty to stick around for James, like I owed it to him after using his home for weeks. I felt bad for him, with Scarlet taking everything he owned away from him. If it made his life easier having me around to distract the media, then it seemed like the least I could do.

Or maybe I was just justifying it all to myself because I didn’t want to let go of the lifestyle. I knew there was still a few weeks left before homes started to become vacant, and the thought of sleeping on the public beach with all of the other bums made me feel cold and nauseous. So I spent the night in James’s mansion, rolling the dice, gambling with my perfect criminal record and my reputation. Not to mention, my life—if James found out he kissed a man, and he decided that I was a trespasser, what was stopping him from beating me half to death? He was literally built like an action star, and according to his Wikipedia page, he had plenty of martial arts training. Hell, he could have killed me and disposed of my body. There was no one in the world who would have noticed me missing—I was a ghost, a nobody, a drifter moving from house to house, leaving no trace of my own existence behind.

As I fell asleep, I thought: this is my chance to pay it back. So many people had unknowingly made my life so much better, and now it was my chance to do something for someone else. I would pose for all of his pictures, cook him meals (I was an excellent cook), and make sure he was taken care of for at least a few days. I would start the very next morning—wake up early and cook him a nice breakfast.

He beat me to it. I woke up to the smell of frying bacon, eggs, and fresh toast. He was singing, his voice reverberating through the halls. He was a terrible singer, but I’m sure he knew that and didn’t care. I got up and slipped into the cashmere housecoat that hung on the back of the door (there was one in every guest room), I made sure my hair and makeup were still okay, and then I made my way to the kitchen.

His face lit up when he saw me. “You’re awake!” he said as he tilted his pan to let the fried egg slide onto a plate. “Perfect timing.” I tried to think if I’d ever seen someone so happy to see me awake before, or so happy to see me at all. I couldn’t think of any instances.

“I was going to cook you breakfast,” I said.

“Nonsense. Sit down and eat. Breakfast is on me this morning. It’s the least I can do after last night.” I assumed he was talking about the awkward kiss, but I didn’t probe any further to find out for sure.

I ate the food, and it was good. He was a good cook—surprising, seeing as I’d always assumed stars had personal chefs who cooked everything for them. It’s strange—you know celebrities are real people, just like anyone else, but it’s hard to believe until you actually spend some time with one. James wasn’t like the characters he played in movies. He wasn’t some teeth-grinding, always-cool tank-man. He wasn’t the suave playboy that was always grinning handsomely on the red carpets, or the always-witty, charmer that graced the presence of every interviewer he’d ever sat down with. He was just a regular guy, with his own unique hobbies and interests. His sense of humour was dirty, and he had a thing for daytime soap operas—he recorded all of them and then did his best to catch up in his off-time. He had nearly fifty hours of Days of our Lives recorded on his PVR. “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this,” he said with a laugh, when I walked into the room while he was watching.

But the fact that he wasn’t some always-cool, always-suave, always-charming, always-witty super-robot made him more appealing. I couldn’t see why women would be interested in a person who was traditionally perfect in every way possible, but I could see why someone might be interested in James as a real guy, the James who watched Days of our Lives and painted model trains in his basement.

He caught me vacuuming his house. “What are you doing?” he said.

“I thought I would clean up a bit—so I’m not just a big freeloader,” I said.

“Well stop it. Just relax. I can do that later.”

“I don’t want you to do it later, though,” I said. “I want you to relax.”

He looked at me with a half-tilt, the way a dog looks at a man shouting a new command. “You’re an interesting gal, you know that?” he said, and then he unplugged the vacuum. “I’ll tell you what, if you want to help out, I’ve got a knot in my shoulder that I’ve been trying to get out for weeks. Maybe you can take a shot at it.”

“Sure. Sit down,” I said, and he did. I started rubbing his shoulders. It was like rubbing a chiselled stone; his muscles were so dense and hard. I couldn’t tell what was a knot and what was just muscle, so I just rubbed blindly—though he seemed to like it.

“Oh, right there,” he said, letting his head fall forward as I rubbed. I did my best to rub in between his bulging muscles, getting in as deep as I could. His massive shoulders made my hands look puny. His whole body made me feel like a tiny, weak little thing in his presence, like he could lift three of me up with one hand, without hardly flexing a muscle.

All I could think while rubbing his shoulders was: I can’t believe I’m actually doing this, rubbing James Joseph’s shoulders, living in James Joseph’s house, tricking the world into thinking I’m Scarlet Henderson. It seemed so surreal, like a dream I was going to wake up from at any moment. But I wasn’t waking up—it wasn’t a dream.

His phone rang, and he pulled it out from his pocket. Before he answered, I saw ‘Scarlet’ on his caller ID. My heart stopped momentarily, and then began racing when he answered it. “Hey Scarlet, what’s up?” he said.

I backed away slightly, looking around slowly at all of my possible exits. My ears started ringing and my head started spinning. I couldn’t stay focussed on his conversation with his ex-girlfriend, but I needed to—I needed to listen for any mention of me or Scarlet’s stunt double. There were so many things that could have been said that would have thrown me to the sharks, but by yet another miracle, I remained safe. The conversation ended after just a few minutes, and James didn’t mention me. He hung up the phone, looked back at me, and smiled. “Looks like they’re going to need me back out there in a few days,” he said. It was probably the biggest relief I’ve ever felt, knowing that I would have the house all to myself again in just a few days. Of course I wouldn’t stay, but I would start looking for a new place to stay immediately. I only had to gamble my life for a few more days.

But of course I would have to leave right away. If James got to set and then saw the real Jane, the person he thought I was, it would be a matter of minutes before the police were on the property. Now I wasn’t just looking at being charged with breaking and entering, but also fraud and identity theft. I was quickly closing in on a maximum prison sentence.


CHAPTER VIII

Maybe I stayed because I liked the company. For almost two years, I’d been living alone, avoiding all human contact while I hid out in peoples’ houses. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had a conversation with somebody where I wasn’t duping them into thinking I was a mailman, a locksmith, a pool cleaner, and so on—although I suppose I was technically duping James, but it didn’t feel like it. I never felt like I was lying to him when I spoke. I wasn’t just making up stories to reinforce my character. In fact, I was trying to avoid talking at all about being a stunt person because I knew absolutely nothing about being stunt person. Thankfully, James didn’t seem interested in talking about work.

We spent the last few days by the pool, soaking in the warm sunshine, cooling off in the water with our spectacular view of downtown Los Angeles. A few paparazzi came around to snap photos, and I went along with it.

James let me wear whatever I wanted from Scarlet’s closet—though I suppose he could have cared less either way, seeing as none of it belonged to him, and Scarlet wasn’t even his girlfriend anymore. He insisted on taking me out one night for dinner, as a thanks for putting up with all the paparazzi photos. I got dressed in one of Scarlet’s dresses, which I’m fairly certain she wore at the Oscars just the previous year. It was red and backless, and it was by far the softest thing I’d ever touched to my skin. I got carried away while getting dressed for dinner, finding myself in front of the mirror with a curling rod, making sure each strand of my hair was in a perfect curl, making sure each flick of eyeliner matched the one on the other side. I wasn’t trying to imitate Scarlet’s look anymore, I was trying to find my own look, and it was actually a lot of fun.

Picking out a pair of shoes from the hundreds of options in Scarlet’s shoe closet was a surprising amount of fun as well. They all made my feet look so cute, and each pair completely changed the dynamic of my outfit. It was strangely serious business, picking out a pair of shoes, and there was a peculiar addictive quality to the process. I ended up picking a pair of white sparkly heels, which took me a few minutes to get used to. I did a few laps around the large closet, getting comfortable with the things.

And then I put the big sunglasses on, to hide the fact that I wasn’t actually Scarlet Henderson from the blood-thirsty paparazzi. James told me to take the glasses off. “Just go as yourself,” he said.

“But what will people think?” I said.

“Who cares what they think? It’s just me going out with my friend. Besides, I know a place that the paparazzi doesn’t know about.” We got into his big black SUV, with dark tinted windows, and we drove across town, pulling up in an alleyway far outside the ritzy Los Angeles neighbourhoods. “Come on,” he said, offering his hand to me. I took it. He led me to a backdoor that was made from steel and covered in graffiti, and then we went down a flight of stairs. Though another thick steel door, we were in a little basement restaurant, the air filled with roasted garlic and butter. The menu was Italian, and so was the music. As we sat down, I recognized Ryan Reynolds sitting at a nearby table with his wife. And then I recognized Johnny Depp sitting in the corner, by himself, with three different glasses of wine in front of him, all reds.

“What is this place?” I asked.

“It’s a little place for people who don’t want to be bothered. There are tons of them all over town,” he said. “This one’s my favourite.” He ordered for me, insisting that he knew what was best. The wine that was brought to us was far better than any wine I’d ever tasted, and it lingered beautifully on the tongue throughout the meal.

When dessert came, a chill ran down my spine and I had the sudden urge to tell James the truth, to tell him that I wasn’t actually Scarlet’s stunt double. I held back the urge, but those words festered on the tip of my tongue. “Is everything alright?” he asked, looking up at me, into my eyes.

“With me? I’m fine,” I said.

I even had the urge to tell him I was really a man—another urge I kept suppressed.

An anxiety started to overpower me. I excused myself for the bathroom, and once I was out of sight, I started hyperventilating. It was as if I’d managed to outrun reality for so long, and now it had caught up to me. What was I doing? I’d had so many opportunities to escape, to take my things and leave. So what if I had to live on the beach for a few weeks? Since when was that enough of an excuse to make me gamble with my life? Was I insane, pretending to be a woman with one of the most powerful men in Hollywood?

That anxiety grew stronger as another reality hit me. It wasn’t the company or the mansion or the swimming pool that had me sticking around. It was the clothes, the makeup, the act—I was enjoying it too much, and I didn’t want it to end. I liked being a woman. For once, I liked being seen by strangers, by the neighbours, and by James. I liked the validation I was getting: James treating me so nicely, the paparazzi taking my pictures, the neighbours staring at me, everyone believing I was the real deal. I liked seeing myself in the mirror, looking all pretty, trying on the different skirts and dresses and bikinis and shoes.

Once I leave James’s mansion, then what? Then I go back to being myself, just another guy, hiding in the shadows like a pest…

Blake Lively walked into the bathroom and smiled at me. I forced a smile back. It was amazing to think that I was really pulling the whole woman thing off. Not only was I tricking the neighbours, and the air-conditioning guy, and the paparazzi shooting photos from a mile away, but I was convincing people, up close, who surrounded themselves with beauty on a daily basis. It was the most effortless, most natural disguise I’d ever put on—and from time to time, I would forget that I was even disguised. I’d been doing my female voice for so long, I couldn’t remember how to do my own voice.

I took another few deep breaths, and then I returned to James. “Ready to go?” he asked. He looked at me with a warm smile, his whole body perking up at the sight of me. I was going to miss that: having someone there who was actually excited to see me, who actually cared about whether or not I was happy.

“Let’s go,” I said, forcing a smile.


CHAPTER IX

When we got back to James’s mansion, and the door was closed behind us, he kissed me. I froze. This wasn’t for the cameras. I’d had a bad feeling all night that James was starting to see me in a different light, and maybe that was the whole reason he was so okay with me staying at his place: because he wanted to sleep with me.

I should have pushed him away and told him I wasn’t interested in having a romantic relationship, or even a quick fling—he only had a day left in town, after all—but I felt overwhelmingly guilty. I was using him, even more so than I’d used anyone in the past. I wasn’t just using his house, but I was using his emotions to get what I wanted. So instead of pushing back, I let him kiss me, and I kissed back.

Maybe I was losing my mind. I couldn’t gather my spinning thoughts into anything meaningful. I was a man, dressed as a woman, kissing another man so that I could live in his house—or was it because of the guilt? Or was it something else…

I placed my hands on his big, hard arms, and I ran my fingers down his bulging muscles. He pulled me in close to him, and I could feel his heart beating. It was obvious he didn’t just want to kiss and make out. We were leading up to a more intimate act—one that I couldn’t partake in for the obvious reason between my legs. I needed to pull myself away from him sooner rather than later, before he got too carried away, before I disappointed him any more than I had to—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t bring myself to push away from him. There was a strange pulsing euphoria throughout my body and I was surrendering to it.

As he started to kiss my neck, my body became weak. I tried to squirm free, but he was holding me tightly, and I liked it. So this is what it feels like to be dominated, I thought. I was his completely, his to do whatever he wanted with. His hands cupped my breasts and he squeezed. He was just squeezing the pads of my bra, but he didn’t seem to mind, and I didn’t mind either. I was just another girl with small tits.

I could feel my cock throbbing in my panties, growing, hardening. I subtly reached down and tucked it, somewhat uncomfortably, between my legs, so it wouldn’t sprint free and press against his thigh. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t actually a woman and I needed to get the hell out of there. Not only was I not a woman, but I also wasn’t a gay man—so what the hell was I doing making out with a man? Why was I enjoying it? Had I gotten too into my character? Or was this part of my genuine self finally coming out.

He pushed the straps of my dress over my shoulder, letting the top of my dress fall down to my waist. I could tell my bra was next on his hit list, so I needed to act quickly.

But instead of excusing myself and making the escape I should have made, I pushed his hands away and sunk to my knee. I pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He didn’t protest in the slightest.

Was I insane? Was I seriously about to suck his cock? Why not? What did I have to lose? In a way, it was the perfect solution—he gets off and is satisfied without seeing my non-existent tits and pussy. I pulled his cock out and then froze for a moment at the sight of the thing. It was long and heavy, already half-erect and throbbing. Every beat of his heart was a visible twitch in his cock, which was getting harder and harder by the second. “Oh my God…” I muttered.

I could feel him smiling. “You like that?” he asked.

I was afraid that I would be repulsed by his dick, completely turned off, and that I would regret my decision to drop down to my knees and get him off quickly. But instead, I liked it. It’s huge size got me excited. I felt like a dirty, little whore, desperate to suck cock—and that’s exactly what I was. I took the warm throbber in my hand and I began to stroke it, feeling every hard ridge and bulge. He let out a long, relaxed sigh.

I watched as it got bigger and bigger, and I wondered if it was ever going to stop. It was already reaching up near his sternum, like a third arm, hand clenched into a tight fist, growing out from between his legs. I leaned forward, my heart racing, and I licked the whole underside of his shaft. I watched it harden even more, practically turning to stone, it was so rigid. I had to bend from my elbow to stroke it off—bending from my wrist I was hardly able to cover half of its mighty length.

I sunk as much as I could into my mouth and I sucked, stroking his exposed length off with my closed grip.

Hearing him moan and sigh made my guilt flutter away. Finally, I was giving back. For once, I wasn’t just some slimy freeloader. I was giving him something of value, something he would remember and appreciate. It seemed like such a small gesture in the scheme of things, but it was something—and it was more than I’d ever given back before.

“Fuck. Suck that cock, baby,” he said, and then he nestled his fingers into my hair. He gently massaged my scalp while I sucked his giant cock. I loved the feeling of it throbbing against my tongue, pressing against the back of my throat. I loved when he took my head firmly in his hands and he began to face-fuck me, thrusting his long rod gently down my throat, making me gag. I don’t know why I loved it—why it was so satisfying, so intoxicatingly addictive. I didn’t care why—I just knew I loved it.

He pulled his cock out from my mouth and then he pushed me down on the floor. Before I could process what was happening, he was on top of me, my knees up at his sides, and he was tasting his own cock on my lips. My own stiff erection had sprung loose, and was now outside of my tiny panties. I tried to reach down to hide it, but he had my wrists pinned at my sides. With a slight shimmy, his cock was pressed against mine, but he didn’t seem to notice. I noticed. My heart was beating ferociously. It was just a matter of seconds before he noticed, a matter of seconds before he became enraged and realized he’d just had his dick sucked by a man, he’d kissed a man, and he’d been living with a man for a week.


CHAPTER X

He started to grind his cock against mine, still not realizing there was something off. My eyes were wide and dry; I couldn’t even bring myself to blink, I was so frozen. I knew it was just a matter of—

He noticed. He stopped grinding, stared into my eyes for a moment, and then he looked down. It took him a second to process what he was seeing, and then he sprung back in a flash. “What the fuck is that?” he said.

I thought about saying something like, ‘I can explain,’ but I couldn’t explain anything. My explanation was likely far worse than whatever was running through his mind. He’d just been grinding up with a criminal, an imposter, a lowlife squatter who moved from house to house, wearing strangers’ housecoats and swimming in their pools. If he wasn’t already about to kill me, my explanation certainly would have pushed him over the edge.

He stared down at my cock again, his body trapped in a sort of rigor mortis. I don’t know why I didn’t cover myself up—probably because I was in a sort of rigor mortis of my own. My whole body was trembling in waves, my skin was cold, and my head was spinning. For a moment I considered the possibility I was having a nightmare. I tried waking myself up, but nothing happened—I wasn’t dreaming. I was really about to be murdered by James Joseph.

“You’ve got—got a cock,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I managed to say. “I should have told you. I don’t know why I didn’t.”

“I guess that explains why you’re such a good stunt person,” he said in a surprisingly calm voice.

“I’m not actually a stunt person,” I said, and then I regretted saying it immediately.

“What? Then what are you? Who are you?”

I tried to swallow the thick lump that was in my throat. And then, I explained the truth to him, regretting every word that came out of my mouth, but unable to stop myself. He just stared at me with wide eyes, his face pale with terror.

“But you look—you look just like her,” he said.

“It’s just a coincidence,” I said. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t take anything—I promise. I just—I don’t have anywhere to go. I have no job, no home, nothing.”

“So why did you seduce me? So I would let you stay longer?” he said.

“No. I didn’t seduce you. I don’t know—I should have told you. I shouldn’t have let you kiss me.” My thoughts were starting to jumble together once again. Any clear thought I had in my head was gone. “Please don’t call the police. I’ll leave right away and you’ll never see me again.”

“I’m not going to call the police, but you need to be punished. Turn around.”

I was so desperate to make things right, I didn’t question or protest his demand. I immediately turned around. He stepped up behind me and tugged down my dress and my panties, leaving me standing naked.

“Bend over,” he said, and I did that too. “This is probably going to hurt, but you deserve it.”

Then, I felt the tip of his big, throbbing cock press up against my tight asshole. He started to press it in. It took a moment for his thick tip to penetrate my tight rectum. Once he was in, he started to slide in slowly. Still, I didn’t protest. I felt like I deserved it—and he was right, it did hurt. His cock was way too big for any asshole, let alone my little virgin asshole. But if it meant not getting the police involved, then fine—I was willing to take the pain for a few minutes.

His cock felt endless, sliding in deeper and deeper and deeper. I could feel every inch of it inside of me, throbbing mercilessly, stretching my tight hole relentlessly. I bit down on my tongue in a failed attempt to deviate the pain. My toes clenched against the ground. Still, his cock continued to slid in deeper and deeper, like it was four feet long, though I knew it wasn’t. When he was finally in completely, I swear I could feel it pressing against the inside of my chest.

He started to thrust in and out with big motions, pulling his whole length out almost completely, and then slamming in to the point his ball sack was pressed against my bum.

Goddamnit, did it hurt, but my God, did it feel good. With each thrust, the pain was less (surprisingly, seeing as each thrust was harder than the one before it), and the pleasure was greater. He was hitting some sweet-spot, some pressure point inside of my butt that made my legs tremble and my body shake. I clenched the edge of the table in front of me for support, my legs wobbling in my tiny heels. It was a miracle I was standing up at all.

I could hear his pelvis slapping against my ass. My cock was rock-hard after just a few pumps. It was supposed to be a punishment, but I was loving it. It felt way too good to be any sort of conceivable punishment. Maybe it was supposed to be humiliating, but instead, it just made me feel like a naughty, little slut, and I liked that. I liked being his little fuck-whore. I liked being his glorified sex toy, to plunge and pound as he wished. “Fuck me harder,” I said. “Fuck me with that big, hard dick!”

He followed my command, his nails digging into my sides as he came down with force. There was no more pain—just overwhelming euphoria swirling inside of me. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted more! I looked down and realized my cock was oozing cum. My God, he was making me cum without even touching my dick! I had no idea such a thing was even physically possible.

He slapped my ass. I liked that. Then he reached around and squeezed the cup of my bra. I think he was enjoying it just as much as I was—maybe even more. I could hear him grunting and moaning in his own state of euphoria. “You’re so fucking tight,” he said through clenched teeth.

“You like it tight?” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. He voice was becoming more and more strained as he held back. I could tell he was about to come. I could feel his cock bloating up and swelling in my backdoor. I could feel the throbbing intensifying, and his cock becoming somehow harder.

“Come in me, baby. I want your hot load deep in my ass,” I said.

He grunted one final, loud grunt, and then I felt it: his hot load filling me up deep. He slammed down with one final, hard thrust, and then he stumbled slightly, grabbing onto my body to keep himself up. “Oh fuck,” he said in an elated moan. His hands gently explored my body while the final few drops of cum oozed out from his cock.

After a moment, he stepped back, slipping his cock out from my stretched hole, letting his hot load spill out down my legs. He didn’t say anything as he found a seat to sit on and catch his breath.

“I guess I should get going,” I said.

He didn’t reply, so I went to my room and grabbed my bag. I was going to miss the high-life with James. I was going to miss the company and the courting and, strangely, I wasn’t looking forward to finding another house to live in. It suddenly didn’t feel right, breaking into peoples’ homes, even if they weren’t there and I wasn’t breaking or stealing anything. Maybe it was time for me to get my life together and make it on my own—a new job, a new apartment…

“Where are you going?” James said. He was standing in the doorway.

“I don’t know. I guess that’s to be determined,” I said.

“Why don’t you stay here for a while, until you figure it out?” He was smiling, his cheeks red.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “You would let me do that?” I said.

“Sure, as long as you’re willing to pose for a few photos, and put out like that from time to time.”

I ran up to him and jumped into his arms, squeezing him tightly. “Whenever you want,” I said. I never did end up finding my own place. I never even looked.

I didn’t have to find a new job, because James got me one as his assistant on his film shoots. My duties involved making sure he had everything he wanted, which wasn’t much, and that he was always satisfied. I got to travel the world, meet tons of well-known celebrities, and I got to live out my life as a woman—as James Joseph’s woman.

THE END
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