

DOPPELGANGER

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 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 Inc.

Copyright © 2018 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

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

-

DOPPELGANGER

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

Thank you.


DOPPELGANGER

Jeremy has a doppelganger who he’s never met—but for years, he’s heard about him from friends and family. And the doppelganger always seems to show up at the worst times, after Jeremy has cancelled plans with friends or taken a sick day at work. “You said you were sick but I saw you at the mall!” was something Jeremy was unfortunately used to hearing.

But things become even more complicated when people start recognizing Jeremy as the beautiful cross-dresser who hangs out at the local gay bar. But Jeremy’s never even thought about wearing women’s clothing—not until he sees a picture of his beautiful, unrelated identical twin.


CHAPTER I

At first, Jeremy found the idea of having a doppelganger amusing. It was a fascinating conversation topic, which people found highly entertaining. But the amusement wore off quickly. Jeremy had lost count of the times he had to explain to his friends and family members that they had seen his doppelganger and not him.

The first time it was truly an annoyance was when Jeremy was at home with the flu during the eleventh grade. It was a flu that came out of nowhere, and he spent the whole day hugging the porcelain toilet of the upstairs bathroom of his family home. His parents came home from work furious. A family friend had spotted Jeremy at the local movie theatre—but it wasn’t Jeremy; it was his doppelganger. But of course no one believed him when he said he’d been at home all day, hugging that toilet bowl. Jeremy was grounded, and it wouldn’t be the first time.

It was the winter during the twelfth grade when Jeremy was supposed to meet up with a friend to go to the mall. Jeremy had to cancel at the last second because he was called into work. His friend was disappointed when Jeremy called to cancel, and he was livid when he ended up seeing Jeremy at the arcade in the mall. But it wasn’t Jeremy in that arcade—it was his doppelganger. But Jeremy’s friend was too angry to confront the man in the arcade. And even though Jeremy’s friend was aware of Jeremy’s doppelganger, the coincidence just seemed too great. So Jeremy had to struggle over the next couple of months to repair the friendship.

It seemed like Jeremy’s doppelganger only appeared when it was least convenient for Jeremy. By the time Jeremy graduated from high school, he was completely fed up with his doppelganger—and he’d never even met or seen the guy. He only knew about him from friends.

There was a girl Jeremy liked in his first year of college. Her name was Larissa and she was short and sweet and blonde and always happy. It took months for Jeremy to build up the confidence to ask her out. Once he had that confidence, it was too late. “She’s already seeing someone,” her friend said to Jeremy. “I haven’t met the guy, but I hear he’s super cute.”

Jeremy did his best to pretend like he wasn’t too devastated. It was a week later when a friend came up to Jeremy to congratulate him. “I saw you at the movie theatre with that smokin’ hot blonde you’re always talking about. Good job,” his friend said. But Jeremy hadn’t been the movies in months. So he went onto his Facebook page and saw, for the first time ever, his doppelganger.

Larissa’s profile picture was of her and the doppelganger, kissing for a selfie. Jeremy was speechless. The man in the photo really did look just like him—down to the mole on his left cheek. But the man’s name was nowhere to be seen. He wasn’t tagged in any of Larissa’s photos, maybe because he didn’t have his own Facebook profile.

It was especially heart breaking seeing that Jeremy was Larissa’s type—at least physically. Had Jeremy just beaten his doppelganger to asking her out…

It took a few months for Jeremy to get over her and move on. But his doppelganger didn’t stop being a nuisance. It started becoming a weekly occurrence: people asking Jeremy what he was buying at the mall, which movie he was seeing at the theatre, what he was doing downtown, when did he get the new car, and so on… A friend even saw the doppelganger when he was on vacation in Italy. “Why didn’t you tell me you were also going to Italy?” the friend asked in a text message.

“I’m not in Italy,” Jeremy replied. “It’s probably my stupid doppelganger.”

For years, Jeremy had been hearing about this mysterious lookalike, but he’d still never seen him outside of Larissa’s Facebook page (and he wasn’t even on that Facebook page anymore, seeing as they’d broken up and Larissa had started seeing some army brat). But based on what Jeremy had heard, his doppelganger was doing much better than him.

“Hey man, I didn’t know you were in med school,” one of Jeremy’s friends said. Jeremy wasn’t in med school. He’d dropped out of college and was working at a shoe store, selling orthopaedic shoes to old ladies. He didn’t just sell shoes to old ladies (though during his weekday morning shifts, he generally only saw old ladies who needed shoes); he also sold shoes to young people and even clothes. But it was a far cry from being a doctor. “Hey man, when did you buy that Benz, and why didn’t you wave back at me?” But Jeremy didn’t own a Benz. He rode a bicycle around town.

Jeremy was starting to think that his doppelganger was just the best version of himself: a representation of what his life would have been had he put in more work and made better decisions. The mysterious lookalike was on his way to becoming a doctor, riding around town in a luxury sports car, taking the prettiest girls out on dates. Jeremy was sick of hearing about the guy. At least most of Jeremy’s friends had stopped assuming the doppelganger was Jeremy. Whenever they saw the lookalike in a nice suit or a fancy car, they just assumed it was the doppelganger. One friend even sent a picture to Jeremy, taken from across the street. The doppelganger was wearing an amazing suit and a glistening watch, with his hair slicked back and a big smile on his face. Jeremy tried to delete the picture, but he couldn’t figure out how to delete it from his phone. He’d never been much of a tech guy. But he didn’t need to be reminded that he could be doing so much better.

But it wasn’t fair to compare. Jeremy knew that he had no idea of the doppelganger’s background. Maybe he had rich parents. Maybe he was born a genius. Maybe he won the lottery or he had some rich uncle kick the bucket. Just because they looked the same, it didn’t mean they had the same circumstances and opportunities.

Or maybe they did have all the same opportunities and circumstances. Maybe this guy was just a harder and smarter worker. Maybe this guy really did deserve it all, and Jeremy really didn’t deserve any of it.

That photo inspired Jeremy to re-enrol in college, to finish his degree and maybe take a shot at getting into business school. He had to upgrade some classes at the local community college, but by the end of the year, he was back in school, ready to catch up to his doppelganger.

And in one of Jeremy’s classes was a short, young blonde man, who kept staring at Jeremy as if he knew him, with a slight grin. Jeremy knew right away that the blonde man thought that Jeremy was really the doppelganger. So after class one day, he decided to confront the little blonde man. “Do I look familiar to you?” Jeremy asked.

And the man just grinned.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Well, just so you know, you’re mistaking me for someone else. It happens all the time. There’s a guy in this town who looks just like me—right down to the mole on my cheek. But I assure you that me and the guy you think I am are nothing alike—at least I don’t think we are.”

The man continued to grin, slowly nodding his head.

“What is it? What’s so funny? Do you not believe me?” Jeremy asked.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, mate,” the young blonde man said. “If you can pull it off, then why not? Right?”

Jeremy strained to figure out what the young blonde man was talking about. “I’m sorry. What?” he said.

“Don’t be ashamed of what God gave you—that’s all I’m saying.”

“I’m not ashamed of anything. What are you talking about?” Jeremy found himself feeling frustrated. He knew the young man thought he was talking to Jeremy’s doppelganger, but that didn’t make things any less confusing.

The young man tilted his head to the side like a confused dog. “Wait. Do you really have a twin?”

“Not a twin—a doppelganger. I’ve never met the guy, but I’ve seen pictures.”

“Well, assuming you aren’t lying, you look just like him,” the young man said.

“I’m well aware. He’s been a thorn in my side for years.” Jeremy felt some relief now that the young man tentatively believed him. “But like I said, I’ve never even seen the guy in real life. Everyone else has though. Do you know him?”

“I’ve met him a couple of times. I know where he likes to hang out. In fact, I know where he’ll probably be tonight, if you wanted to see him with your own eyes.”

Jeremy felt a tingle run down his spine. He stood up straight and caught himself smiling. He did want to see his doppelganger. He’d wanted to see him ever since he first heard about him. “Where?” Jeremy asked.

“Finn’s, on Third Ave. He’s usually there between ten and one,” the young blonde man said.

Jeremy scribbled the location and time down on a little piece of paper. He’d never heard of the place, but he assumed it was a bar or a club or maybe a restaurant where the doppelganger worked as a manager to pay for his med school. “I can’t wait,” Jeremy said.

The young man grinned. “Me neither,” he said. And then he turned and headed off for his next class, leaving Jeremy feeling strangely nervous, excited, and confused at the same time.


CHAPTER II

Third Avenue was only a five-block stretch, so Jeremy didn’t bother looking up Finn’s before heading down to the find the place. He started at the north end and made his way to the south end of the small street, and it only took two minutes to find the joint.

It was a nightclub, with booming bass that reverberated out onto the street. There were a few men standing out front smoking. One of the men was wearing jean shorts that were far too short for his long, hairy legs. The three men looked at Jeremy as they stopped talking. They watched him carefully as he locked his bike to the nearby bike rack.

Jeremy was walking up to the building when another group of men emerged from the place and pulled out cigarettes and lighters. One of the men was wearing leather chaps, and Jeremy suddenly realized that Finn’s was a gay bar.

He froze, not taking another step. He looked up at the sign that hung above the door and realized it was gently glowing with the colours of the rainbow flag. And then he looked back down at the gay men sharing cigarettes out front and saw that they were all staring back at him as if they recognized him.

Jeremy’s doppelganger frequented the local gay bar.

Jeremy suddenly felt sick. He had nothing against gay people—he’d always believed that people could do whatever they wanted to do—but can you do whatever you want to do when you look identical to someone else? How many people had seen Jeremy’s doppelganger at Finn’s and thought they were seeing Jeremy? How many people thought Jeremy was a closet homosexual? Was Jeremy’s doppelganger a closet homosexual? If not, then what the hell was he doing frequenting a gay bar?

“Hey honey, are you going to come inside or are you just going to stand there all night?” one of the men called out to Jeremy. But still, Jeremy couldn’t move. He was terrified to go inside the place and be recognized by someone he knew—even though that was already happening, thanks to Jeremy’s lookalike.

Jeremy looked back at his bike. He wanted to run back to it and ride home as quickly as possible. He had enough problems in his life—he didn’t need another one. He didn’t need everyone thinking that he was gay! Girls already brushed him off.

“Didn’t feel like getting dressed up tonight?” one of the men called out. And Jeremy realized that the men all recognized him as his doppelganger. Jeremy wondered how often his doppelganger heard about Jeremy. Was he constantly inconvenienced by Jeremy sightings?

This was far worse than any previous inconveniences. Now Jeremy had to constantly worry about his doppelganger being seen at gay bars, and having to constantly convince his friends and family members that they’d seen his lookalike, that Jeremy wasn’t actually gay.

Now, Jeremy found himself looking around nervously, scouting the streets for familiar faces, wondering if it was worth going inside the gay bar just to see his doppelganger. And what was he going to do if the doppelganger was inside? What did he have to gain from meeting his lookalike? Or better yet, what did he have to lose?

He started walking towards the gay bar. The gay men continued to stare him down. “What’s wrong, beautiful? Not feeling so chipper today?” one of them asked.

Jeremy forced a smile. He could feel that his cheeks were red. “I’m sorry, but I think you have me confused with someone else,” he said. The gay men all laughed.

“What are you talking about, darling?” one of them said. Jeremy didn’t feel much like trying to fill them in on his life story. He’d grown tired of constantly trying to explain to people that he had an exact lookalike walking around town. It was never as easy as just saying, ‘I have a doppelganger.’ People never believed that—it always took so much more. So Jeremy just walked past the group of gay men and went into the loud gay bar.

The place was colourful and flashing and loud and busy. The flashing lights made Jeremy feel nauseous and anxious at the same time. People kept bumping into him. One man even offered him a drink from a plastic cup. Jeremy declined the offer, even though he really did want something to take the edge off. He found himself at the bar, waiting for the bartender to make her way through the crowd of thirsty customers. By the time the bartender got to Jeremy, Jeremy realized she wasn’t a she at all—she was a man in drag. The place was filled with men in drag, but the bartender was especially convincing until she opened her mouth to speak. She had long blonde hair that nearly touched her waist and long, fake eyelashes that looked heavy and uncomfortable. “What can I get for you?” she asked.

“Just a whiskey. Whatever’s cheap,” Jeremy said.

“Double or a single?”

“Double. Definitely a double,” Jeremy said, looking around. He was still trying to spot his doppelganger.

“Didn’t feel like getting dolled up tonight?” the bartender asked. It took Jeremy a moment to realize she was talking to him. He looked at her and narrowed his eyes.

“What do you mean by dolled up?” he asked.

She laughed. “What do you think I mean?” Jeremy knew exactly what she meant. A third of the men in the joint were dressed like women—some more convincing than others. At first, Jeremy thought he was standing next to a group of lesbians, but he quickly realized it was just a group of convincing shemales.

He kept his ball cap tilted down over his eyes, just in case there were people he knew in the club. He got his drink and he slammed it back quickly. He wiped his lips and instantly felt the whiskey working into his system, helping him relax. Though he wasn’t sure he would ever truly feel relaxed in that place. People kept coming up to him, thinking he was his doppelganger. “Quinn?” someone said, tapping him on the shoulder.

He turned around and looked the man in the eyes. He was a tall man with dark hair and a stubble beard. “Don’t look too excited to see me,” the man said. He didn’t have that gay twang to his voice, like most of the rest of the men in the club.

“I’m sorry, but you have me confused for someone else,” Jeremy said. And he realized that he may have been doing more harm than good being in that club—just like how Jeremy’s doppelganger often did more harm than good.

The man laughed. “Not feeling like yourself today, huh?” the man said. “When you texted me saying you weren’t feeling well, I assumed you meant you weren’t coming out tonight. I didn’t realize you were going to come out like… like this. Just don’t get me sick! I have a date tomorrow and I need to be my best. He’s so cute. Do you want to see a picture?”

Jeremy wanted to try again to convince the man that he really wasn’t the doppelganger, but he knew it was no use. The coincidence was too great: a man who looked just like this ‘Quinn’, at the very same gay bar. Jeremy knew first hand how difficult it was convincing people that they’d seen a doppelganger and not the real Jeremy, so he didn’t bother trying. Instead, he said, “Sure. Let’s see the picture.”

The man pulled out his phone and started swiping through pictures. He landed on a picture of a handsome but very gay man, wearing a tight tank top and short shorts. “Isn’t he cute?” the man asked.

“He looks like a winner,” Jeremy said, trying to force as much enthusiasm as possible. Then he started looking around for the nearest exit. He needed to get out of there before more people recognized him. He didn’t want to make this Quinn guy’s life any harder than it needed to be, even though it already seemed like this Quinn guy had a privileged, easy life.

“I think I’ve got another picture here. Hold on one sec,” the man said, and he started swiping through pictures. Then he stopped on a picture of himself with a girl. He laughed. “Oh my God, remember this? When we went on that Ferris wheel and it got stuck? And we took all of those selfies… That was so hilarious.”

He swiped through pictures of himself with that girl—a pretty girl with long dark hair and brilliant red lips. She had pretty, shining eyes and the cutest little black dress. Jeremy couldn’t figure out why this man seemed to think that Quinn was in any of these photos… Until the man said, “Why don’t you ever wear your hair like this anymore? You looked so cute with long hair. Please don’t tell me you cut your wig short.”

Jeremy’s heart skipped a beat. He was looking at his doppelganger, dressed up like a shockingly convincing woman. She wasn’t just a convincing woman—she was a beautiful woman. Her eyes were stunning and her face was amazingly feminine. But now that Jeremy had the revelation, he could see his features on that face. He could spot the mole and he could spot the small, rounded nose, and he could spot the almond-shaped eyes. His doppelganger made a terrifyingly convincing woman…

Which meant that he had the potential to be a terrifyingly convincing woman.

“I’m sorry. I’m really not feeling well. I think I should be heading home,” Jeremy said.

The man jumped back, raising his hands into the air. “Just don’t get me sick. I need this date to go well. Go get some rest. I’ll see you in a few days and I’ll tell you all about my date.”

Jeremy forced a smile and then he started towards the exit. He didn’t get a chance to meet his doppelganger. Instead, he found himself wishing he would have never ventured down to that bar. He discovered more than he would have liked about his lookalike, and he’d discovered more than he would have liked about himself.


CHAPTER III

It was a while before he went to sleep that night. He found himself in front of his bathroom mirror, staring closely at his face, wondering if it was really possible—if he really could look like the girl in those photos. If he looked exactly like the man behind the makeup, why couldn’t he look just like the girl in those photos?

He started to think back on every look he’d received in the streets and at work and in school over the past year or so—always assuming he was getting looks from his doppelganger’s friends, when in reality, they were all probably people thinking they were seeing Quinn without her makeup and wig and girly outfits.

It was around 2:00 AM when Jeremy found himself on his computer, on Facebook, looking through page after page of profiles named ‘Quinn’. He eventually found the profile he was looking for: Quinn Davidson, a brunette girl from Jeremy’s hometown. Her profile picture was a familiar one: a selfie taken with that man on that Ferris wheel. The caption read: ‘Besties’.

Her gender was marked as female, but deep into her profile, she had pictures of her as a man. But even earlier than those were more pictures of her as a female, as if she changed whenever she felt like it—and maybe that’s why so many people recognized Jeremy even though he was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and a ball cap.

So Quinn, Jeremy’s doppelganger, was gay—right? She was an occasional transgender who liked men. Or did she like men? Just because she hung out at a gay bar didn’t mean she liked men… There was no indication on her Facebook profile that she liked men… But there were no indications that she liked women either. She was still a mystery—maybe even more so than ever before.

At the top of her page was a recent status update. ‘Home sick. Won’t be out tonight! Sorry everyone!’ it read. And underneath was a comment from a man with a gay pride flag as his profile picture. ‘Bitch please! I saw you drinking at the bar. You even looked right at me and pretended to ignore me.’

Jeremy bit his tongue, already feeling bad for any damages he may have caused. There was a reply below the comment, from Quinn. ‘It must have been my pesky doppelganger.’

‘Yeah right!’ the final comment read. The conversation seemed all too familiar. Jeremy felt strangely guilty. Even after undergoing gender transformation, Quinn still had to deal with the annoyances of having a doppelganger wandering around town. So Jeremy sent her a private message, explaining what had happened. “I wanted to meet you but I guess I picked the wrong day. So sorry!” he wrote to her, and he found himself awaiting her reply, even though it was now 3:30 AM.

It was around 4:00 AM when he finally went to sleep. He had to be up early for work, so he didn’t get much sleep. After his alarm went off, he quickly got dressed and grabbed a granola bar on his way out the door. While he was biking to work, he could still smell the whiskey from the previous night. He hoped that work wouldn’t be too busy and no one would notice.

And luckily, work wasn’t too busy. For the first two hours, no one came in. He was working alone. Normally he would have gone through the store and done some cleaning, but he was too tired to drag around a broom and a dustpan. So he just sat behind the counter and closed his eyes in five-minute increments, hoping to slowly catch up on some of that lost sleep. But he wasn’t able to fully doze off. The image of Quinn all dolled up and pretty kept him awake. He found himself on his phone, back on her Facebook profile, looking at pictures of her again.

She really was pretty—at least in the photos. But maybe that was just because of filters and tricky angles. Jeremy didn’t know how to use them, but he was aware of those SnapChat filters that made girls look skinnier and softer. Jeremy didn’t want to believe that he could really look that convincing as a woman himself.

A customer finally came into the store: a young woman with short strawberry blonde hair. Jeremy perked up. It was rare that young people came into the store during his morning shifts. They were usually in school or at work or sleeping in from a night of heavy drinking. “What can I help you with?” Jeremy asked.

“Just browsing,” the girl said. She went to the wall of running shoes and then stood on her tippy toes as she reached for one of the shoes on the top rack. Her butt perked out gracefully and Jeremy found himself staring, wishing he worked the evening shift so he could see more bums like this one.

“That’s a great shoe, but it’s a bit overpriced if you ask me,” Jeremy said from behind the counter. The girl looked back with a cute smile.

“You think so?” she said.

“Yeah. The ones just below are the same quality for a better price. But they come in fewer colours.”

“Yeah, but the pink is so cute,” the girl said, admiring her original selection.

She put the shoes back and meandered through the shop, checking out the skirts and the dresses and then the tops before returning back to the shoes. Jeremy couldn’t help but notice that the girl looked vaguely similar to Quinn, but with a longer nose and smaller lips. They could have been sisters maybe—or she could have been Jeremy’s sister, apparently.

She tried on one of the dresses: a black floral dress that extended to her knees. She stepped out from the changing room, even though there was a mirror in the changing room. She walked around a bit, spinning and admiring the dress. “It’s ten percent off,” Jeremy said.

The girl smiled. “Thanks,” she said, and then she went back into the change room and took the dress off. She didn’t buy it, but she considered it for some time. Had Jeremy been more awake and alert, he probably would have tried to sell her on the dress, just to justify his job. But instead he let her meander the store some more before leaving.

She left the store with a warm goodbye and then Jeremy found himself sitting there, wondering what got Quinn into dressing like a girl.

It wasn’t that long ago that Quinn was a man. Jeremy knew this because Quinn was dating Larissa. And in all of those pictures of Quinn with Larissa, Quinn was never dressed in drag—no women’s clothes, no makeup, no wigs; just a normal-looking guy. Maybe that’s why Larissa left Quinn—because he got into cross-dressing and maybe he came out of the closet. Or maybe that happened after they split up, which wasn’t that long ago in the scheme of things…

Jeremy found himself holding up that black floral dress, wondering if it was just a matter of giving it a try. Would he be able to pull the girly clothes off just like Quinn? Would he like it and end up wanting to become a woman, just like Quinn?

He didn’t want that, but once he’d entertained the thought, he felt as though he needed to prove it wrong. He needed to try that dress on to prove to himself that he wasn’t interested in cross-dressing or becoming a woman. Just because a man who looked identical to him felt one way, didn’t mean that Jeremy had to feel that way too.

So Jeremy took the dress and slipped into one of the changing rooms. He quickly got undressed, not even keeping his boxers on. He held the dress up for a moment, trying to figure out the best way to put it on. He ended up pulling it over his head and squirming into it. It was tight and he almost wasn’t able to pull it over his shoulders. But after a moment of squirming, he got the little dress on.

The fabric was so light that it felt like he was wearing nothing at all. There was a bit of bagginess at his chest where tits were supposed to go. Quinn didn’t have big tits by any means, but she still had subtle lumps—maybe just a padded bra or maybe a year’s worth of hormone replacement therapy. Jeremy used his own t-shirt to create a bust, which looked surprising real in the mirror.

He found himself twisting and turning, checking himself out from every angle. His body didn’t look too bad, especially when he squinted so he couldn’t see the hair on his legs or the stubble on his chin. The dress fit surprisingly well—or maybe it wasn’t so surprising, given what he’d seen from his doppelganger.

He heard the bell ring at the front door. He froze for a moment and then he began to undress in a panic. He quickly wrestled himself out from that dress and then he jumped into his jeans. He didn’t even bother putting on his boxers, worried the extra few seconds would be the difference between being caught and not. He quickly jumped out from the changing room, leaving the dress and his boxers and his socks behind. He smiled at the old lady who was wandering about the store. “Can I help you with anything?” he said, strangely out of breath.

“I’d like to buy a new pair of shoes,” the old woman said, so Jeremy went through his usual routine of showing off all the options. Most old ladies ended up fancying the same pair of shoes: the only pair of orthopaedic walking shoes they had in stock. While the woman was trying them on, Jeremy noticed a short black dress hanging in the women’s clothing section. He stared at it for a minute before realizing it was the same exact dress that Quinn wore in those Ferris wheel photos. So when the old lady was gone, Jeremy snatched the dress and ran over to the changing room, to quench his latest curiosity.

He slipped into the dress and found himself modelling in front of that mirror, trying out different poses, shocked again that the dress fit his figure so perfectly (with some help from his t-shirt bust).

He didn’t think he looked like a chick though—he still just looked like a man in a dress. But he wondered if it was only because of his hairy legs and the stubble on his chin. There was only one way to find out for sure…


CHAPTER IV

He felt silly holding the razor in his hand when he returned home from his day of work. He had the black dress in a bag, ready to be tried on again without body hair to distract from the bigger picture. He didn’t buy the dress—he was simply borrowing it. He planned on leaving the tags on it. It was simply there to satisfy a curiosity. He had to remind himself of that many times.

He ran the blade of the razor up and down his legs, shaving away all of his leg hair. He knew it would grow back in a matter of weeks, and he had no plans of going down to the beach in that time. Besides, lots of men were shaving their legs—it was in-style. He made sure that his legs were perfectly smooth before turning his attention to his face. He lathered on a healthy layer of shaving cream before shaving away that stubble (which took a few weeks to grow), leaving his face as smooth as a baby’s… or a woman’s.

Then, he found himself in his bedroom, with the door closed and locked in case his roommate came home early from school. He shut the blinds before pulling that dress out from its bag. Then he stripped down. This time, he put the dress on properly, unzipping the back first and then stepping into it and pulling it up his body. He found himself surprised again by how soft the fabric was, as if he’d forgotten or as if he didn’t quite believe his original memory. But the fabric really was amazing soft—as if it was so thin, it was translucent. But somehow it wasn’t. This time he tried leaving his boxers on, but they just bunched up awkwardly under the dress, so he pulled those off, exposing a slightly bulge between his legs. He had no way to hide that bulge, aside from holding his legs close together and tucking his cock back.

Instead of using his t-shirt, he found a pair of socks that were easier to manipulate into breasts. The dress had study cups that held the socks nicely and stopped them from bulging awkwardly.

He straightened the dress and then he looked around the room. He didn’t have a mirror in his bedroom and he didn’t even realize it until that moment. He’d never cared much about his appearance. His friends were often telling him that he had dried toothpaste around his lips. But now, he needed to know how he looked. So he poked his head out and made sure his roommate hadn’t come home. Then he ran to the front door, where there was a closet with a full-length mirror. He found himself in front of that mirror, posing, turning, and tilting. He put his hands on his hips and leaned his weight to one side.

He had to block out the reflection of his face with his hand for the visual to come to life. But his body truly did look feminine. He had nice curves and his legs looked fantastic all shaved and smooth. Those legs could have been in a magazine and no one would have ever known they were looking at a dude’s legs. Even his arms—which he’d done nothing to—looked fantastically feminine. He turned his back to the mirror and looked over his shoulder. He found himself admiring his bum for a few minutes before running back to his room to see what else was possible.

In that same bag he’d borrowed a few other items from the shop. They sold small makeup kits for women to put in their purses. He had one of those little kits now. He opened it up and looked at the small brushes and different pallets. He wasn’t sure where to start, even though there were only a few options.

So he started with the little tube that was labelled ‘liquid eyeliner’. He drew it around his eyes after watching a couple of YouTube tutorial videos. He thought he did a pretty good job, so he moved onto the mascara, and then the eye shadow. He went with a green colour around his eyes because that’s what Quinn had in all of those Ferris wheel selfies. Finally, he finished with a ruby red lipstick (the only lipstick in the makeup kit), and he poked his head out from his bedroom again before sneaking over to that full-length mirror.

And sure as hell, he was staring at Quinn. He really was Quinn’s doppelganger, even dressed up in drag. He stared for a long time, in a state of shock and wonder. He wasn’t sure how to handle this new information. He couldn’t even remember why he’d gotten dolled up in the first place.

But he remembered quickly after he caught himself smiling. He quickly wiped that smile off of his face and bit down on his tongue. That smile was the reason he got dressed up—to make sure it wasn’t there. He thought he could get himself all dolled up so he could see that Quinn and him weren’t the same in every way. But his plan backfired. Now he was more sure than ever that Quinn was his exact doppelganger. And now Jeremy was left wondering how different their personalities were—if they were different at all.

He quickly took the dress off and stuffed it back into the bag. He pushed those thoughts out of his head. Of course they were different. Quinn was a homosexual who liked to dress up and go to gay bars. Jeremy was straight and he had no interest in cross-dressing, even though he looked good doing it apparently. He was a man who wanted to be a man, and that was all there was to it.

Though as he went to sleep that night, he couldn’t help but wonder how he might look in some of the other cute dresses that were on racks in the shop, waiting to be tried on.


CHAPTER V

Quinn felt her gut turn as she stared at that message on her computer. It was from Jeremy: a man she’d heard so much about from so many different people. Now, after so many years of only existing as an elusive name, Jeremy was out looking for Quinn. He wasn’t out trying to kill her or hurt her, or even to confront her about anything serious.

But the message was still seriously concerning. How did Jeremy know to look for Quinn at Finn’s? How did Jeremy even get Quinn’s name? If Jeremy—a guy Quinn had never even met in her life—could find out her name and where she liked to hang out, what was stopping Quinn’s family from tracking her down? Was her reputation becoming too well known?

Quinn’s family didn’t know about Quinn’s secret life, which had slowly turned into her regular life. They thought she was still Michael—and she was still Michael was she needed to be, whenever her family was in town visiting, or whenever she had to make a Skype call to help her mom set up the cable box. And she had to be Michael whenever her old friends reached out to her—even they didn’t know about Quinn. And it was best that they remained oblivious to her new female lifestyle.

Quinn knew the name Jeremy from Larissa—her ex-girlfriend, from back when she was still just Michael. Larissa would always tell Michael about Jeremy—how similar they looked, how similar they sounded, and how similar they acted. It took Michael a couple of months before realizing that Larissa just wished that she were dating Jeremy. She even moaned his name during sex once, which made all future sex very awkward and uncomfortable for Michael. So he broke it off with her. “If you like this Jeremy guy so much, why don’t you just go and date him?” Michael asked.

Larissa was too angry to answer, but Michael always wondered what her answer was—or if they did end up dating after Michael broke things off with her.

In a way, it was because of Jeremy that Michael discovered Quinn. It was a normal summer afternoon and Michael got a call from a friend who had seen Jeremy at the mall. “I kept waving at you but you wouldn’t wave back. What gives?” the friend said. He sounded legitimately frustrated.

“It was my doppelganger,” Michael insisted. But the friend refused to believe it.

“The guy I saw at the mall looked exactly like you—and I mean exactly. Because it was you. I just don’t understand why you would lie to me about going to the mall.” It was a conversation Michael was unfortunately used to.

“What was I doing at the mall?” Michael asked.

“Working.”

“Working where?”

“At that clothing store next to the food court. The one with the big blue sign. I can’t remember what it’s called.”

“And you know I don’t work at the mall, right?”

“I didn’t think you did, but apparently you do. Look, man, if you’re having money troubles, you can tell me. I can help. My dad’s company is hiring and they will pay you way more than the mall can pay you.”

Michael tried again to convince his friend that he saw a doppelganger and not the real Michael, but the friend just wouldn’t believe it. But it got Michael wondering: do this Jeremy guy and me really look that similar? So Michael decided to make a trip down to the mall to investigate.

But he didn’t want to cause any trouble for Jeremy. He knew that just by showing up at the mall, he might complicate things. Maybe Jeremy’s boss would see Michael wandering around and think that he was skipping work. But more than anything, Michael didn’t want Jeremy to notice him spying.

Michael had always been terrified of confronting Jeremy. He was scared that everything his friends had told him was true: that Jeremy really was the same in every way. The thought of talking to a near-clone was a strangely chilling thought. Michael didn’t want to know what he sounded like to other people, and he didn’t want to know how he came across to his friends—because apparently this Jeremy guy didn’t just look the part, he played the part too.

Michael was even hesitant to go and see Jeremy. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know how he looked to his friends, even from afar, but the curiosity had grown too strong. It was time to see Jeremy for himself.

So to avoid being recognized, he started to concoct a disguise. He searched his basement and found a wig and an old coat. He tried both on, but he just ended up looking like a playground paedophile. So he looked around for different outfits. He found another wig, but it was for one of his sister’s old Halloween costumes. It was long and blonde, and meant for a roller derby chick costume. Michael tried it on as a joke, and then as he stared at himself in the mirror, he got an idea: he could dress up as a woman and go to the mall.

It was the perfect plan: no one would recognize him as Michael and no one would recognize him as Jeremy. At the very worst, people would look at him and think he was a tranny—but at least they wouldn’t know who was behind the makeup.

Michael had never been the shy type; so getting dolled up wasn’t a big deal. He didn’t even bother being too secretive about it. He went into his sister’s bedroom while she was on her computer and he grabbed some makeup and a few different clothing options. She didn’t even notice—or maybe she didn’t care. He returned to his room and started getting dolled up.

He started by drawing his eyeliner on thick, and then her started to darken around his eyes with a neutral eye shadow. He went dark with his lipstick, and then he played with contouring to slightly change the shape of his face, to ensure he wouldn’t be recognized. Then he wiggled his body into a muted yellow dress, which came all the way up to his throat but left his back totally uncovered. He was surprised to discover his feet would fit into his sister’s heels—as long as the toes were left uncovered (his toes hung over the edge of the shoes a bit, but it wasn’t too noticeable).

And then he stood back and looked at himself in the mirror. He was suddenly frozen and speechless. He was staring at a convincing woman—for the first of many times.

Then he noticed the time. He’d been getting dolled up for hours. It was late now, and Jeremy was probably done his shift at work. But Michael went to the mall regardless. Jeremy wasn’t at that clothing store. Now a girl was working a solo shift. Michael went into the store, just to see if he could find an employee of the month photo or something, to see if Jeremy really did look just like him.

Then the girl tapped him on the shoulder. “Are you looking for Jeremy?” she asked.

He became tense. How could she know? He stared into her eyes and tried to come up with some sort of excuse. “Excuse me?” he managed to say, straining his voice to sound more feminine. It was easier to make a girly voice than he’d expected.

“You must be his sister, right? Twins?”

Michael forced a smile. “Cousins, actually. I guess our family just has really strong genes.”

“I’d say. I can tell him that you came by—we have a shift together tomorrow morning.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Michael said. “I’m just here to browse.”

The girl perked up. “Ooh, we just got a new line in that would look so cute on you. I want to buy all of it, but I don’t have the body for any of it. But you do.” She led Michael across the store to a rack of colourful dresses and skirts. And then she insisted that Michael try them all on. And for some reason, Michael tried all of them on. He even ended up buying a couple dresses and a skirt and a blouse and a handful of panties and a couple of bras, which he planned on padding as soon as he got home.

“What’s your name?” the girl asked.

“Quinn,” Michael said, picking the first name that came to his mind.

“I wish I were as pretty as you, Quinn,” she said with a warm smile. And after that trip to the mall, a day didn’t go by where Michael didn’t dress up as Quinn. Even when he was just home alone, sitting and watching Netflix, he would put on some lingerie and a nice pair of heels, and he would feel more relaxed than ever before.

He made new friends as Quinn—some who knew he was trans and some who were either oblivious or didn’t care. Many of his friends were also trans, and they liked to hang out at Finn’s, the local gay bar. Her trans friends all liked men, but Quinn liked girls—she liked girls so much that she liked being a girl.

And being Quinn had another major bonus: as Quinn, she didn’t have a pesky doppelganger anymore.


CHAPTER VI

Quinn wasn’t sure what to do about that message on her Facebook from Jeremy, so she left it untouched, pretending as though she never received it. She tried to think of which friends could have tipped Jeremy off, and she wondered if they were out tipping other people off as well. But she knew that the only way she would ever know was by asking Jeremy—and that was a barrier she wasn’t ready to cross.

She’d been happy for the past couple of years, since she’d started transitioning into becoming a woman. After two years of hormone replacement therapy, she had small, soft B-cup breasts, and her voice was even more convincing than ever before—but she was still able to clear her throat and sound manly enough if her family was in town. She didn’t plan on going any further with her transformation—no breast implants and definitely no chopping between the legs. She liked being able to switch back and forth whenever it was convenient, even though it made some of her trans friends frustrated for some reason. And she especially liked that no one in her family and none of her old friends knew about her secret feminine life.

But that was all at risk now.

She did her best not to think about it, but her best wasn’t good enough. Those fears constantly crept into her head: the image of her mother’s face when she realized her only son gets dolled up and hangs out at the local gay bar.

It was earlier than usual when Quinn decided to venture down to Finn’s to have a drink, to take away some of the anxiety that had been tormenting her all daylong. Finn’s was surprisingly busy considering it wasn’t even 8:00 PM yet. Quinn went straight to the bar and ordered a stiff drink. She didn’t recognize the bartender—probably a girl who ended her shift before Quinn’s usual arrival. But apparently the bartender recognized her. “It’s Quinn, right?” she said.

She was a petite blonde with a cute smile and a jet-black choker around her neck. She had a teenaged look to her, but at the same time she seemed impressively mature. “Yeah,” Quinn said. “How did you know that?”

The little blonde giggled. “I know you,” she said. “Well, I know of you. Everyone talks about you, and I’ve seen you around here before.”

Quinn’s stomach turned and she felt her face turning pale. It was exactly what she didn’t want: people talking about her. She was comfortable with her secret little life. She didn’t want to have it ruined. “Oh. Hopefully you’ve only heard good things,” Quinn said.

“Basically just how pretty you are,” the little blonde said. “I’m Katie, by the way.” She reached her hand over the bar and then Quinn noticed the tattoo on her wrist: a little Chinese symbol inside of a dark box. She’d seen that tattoo before, on a little blonde young man who frequented the bar.

“I’m sorry, I know you,” Quinn said, still looking at that tattoo.

Katie looked down at the tattoo and then back up at Quinn. Her cheeks were red now. “Yeah. I’m trying out something different. Kind of inspired by you, actually.”

“Really?” Quinn asked.

And the girl’s cheeks turned even redder. “Yeah. What do you think?” She stepped back from the bar and did a little spin. Her short skirt lifted gently up into the air, briefly teasing her bum. Her legs were perfect and her figure was cute. But her bust was too big for her small frame.

“You look really cute.”

“Thanks,” Katie said, blushing even more. She went to pour the drink. “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you.” She poured a second drink and then slid one of them towards Quinn. She lifted the second drink up. “The first one’s on the house. Cheers.”

Quinn downed her drink. The little blonde bartender did the same. The drink was far stronger than Quinn was expecting. She nearly spat it out across the bar, but she managed to hold it down.

“I put in a little extra vodka to give it some kick. I hope you don’t mind,” Katie said as she went to pour a second round. She made the second round just as strong. But Quinn didn’t mind—it was exactly what she came to the bar for. The girls had their second drink together and then Katie went to pour a third round. “Hell, that round was on the house too. Just don’t tell anyone.”

Quinn spent the next two hours at that bar, only leaving occasionally to use the bathroom. It wasn’t even 11:00 PM when Quinn could feel the liquor softening the muscles in her legs. She wobbled slightly and couldn’t quite walk in a perfectly straight line. Katie was suddenly beside her and there was a new bartender behind the bar. “I would love it if you could give me some pointers,” Katie said. “I just love the way you do your makeup.”

Quinn smiled and felt Katie’s hand in hers. She knew that this Katie chick was trying to pick her up, but she didn’t mind—until they were back at Katie’s place and Quinn remembered that Katie wasn’t actually a woman. She was a little blonde gay man—though Quinn knew that she wasn’t one to judge.

She’d never been with a man before—she’d only ever been with biological women, even as Quinn. She’d never felt a cock that wasn’t her own, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to. But now she was tipsy and feeling experimental. And she didn’t want to let her little blonde friend down. But first, she showed Katie a few makeup tricks, which was hard with her blurry liquor vision.

“I’ve got this little dress that would look so cute on you,” Katie said. “It’s too big on me, but it would be perfect on you.”

The girls ended up in Katie’s bedroom. “Get undressed and I’ll find it here,” Katie said as she dug the little dress out from her closet. She handed it to Katie and Katie immediately noticed that it wasn’t the kind of dress a girl wears outside of the bedroom. It was a lace and satin babydoll that wasn’t even long enough to cover Quinn’s bum. But Quinn put it on regardless. Katie laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Quinn asked.

“You aren’t supposed to wear a bra under it,” she said. “Or panties. It’s a standalone outfit.”

Quinn looked down and knew that without her bra, her tits would be plainly visible. And without her panties, her cock would be there for Katie to see. But she had a feeling that’s exactly what Katie wanted. So she played along. She turned around so Katie could unclip her bra and then she shimmied it out from under the tight babydoll. Then she bent over and slipped off her panties. She took a deep breath before turning back to face Katie.

Katie’s face lit up and then it turned dark red. “You look good,” she said, her voice cracking slightly. There was a long silence and then Katie stepped forward, putting her hands on Quinn’s hips. “I hope you don’t think that I just brought you here to sleep with you,” Katie said.

“That’s exactly what I think you did,” Quinn said.

“Well then I hope that you don’t mind,” Katie said, her cheeks turning an even darker shade of red. She leaned forward and kissed Quinn on the lips. The kiss only lasted about ten seconds, and then Katie started to lower herself to her knees. She lifted up the short skirt of the babydoll and then she slipped her fingers around Quinn’s cock. She began to suck Quinn’s flaccid member, making it wet and hard.

And Quinn wasn’t sure how to feel. A biological man was sucking her cock, and she liked it. But would she like it if that biological man wasn’t dolled up and wearing a cute blonde wig? Probably not… Or maybe she would like it just as much. She reached down and gently cradled Katie’s head. She began to gently thrust her cock in and out of Katie’s mouth. And then she noticed Katie’s throbbing erection pushing out from her little dress.

Quinn had never been penetrated before, but she was a woman and she always thought that getting penetrated should be a sort of right of passage. Katie wasn’t too big—at least she the throbbing bulge between her legs didn’t look too big—so she thought that Katie might be the perfect first penetration. Quinn had never sucked a cock before either—but shouldn’t that be a right of passage too?

“You’re so big,” Katie said, looking up at Quinn as a strand of saliva connected her bottom lip to Quinn’s throbbing tip.

“Lay back,” Quinn said.

“What?”

“Lay back.” Quinn’s hands were trembling and her heart was pounding. She was about to do something that crossed a line she never thought she would cross. But there is a first time for everything…

Katie laid back and pushed her legs out straight. Quinn came down on her slowly, sinking low and gently pulling that skirt up to expose her throbbing cock, which had already slipped out from her tiny thong. It wasn’t a big cock, but it was a cock, and Quinn was always reminding herself that she wasn’t gay. But it was hard to remind herself now as she gently slipped her fingers around that warm girth.

She gently began to pump the cock, eliciting a soft moan from Katie’s lips. The cock didn’t feel nearly as strange as she’d expected. It wasn’t gross either, which was a pleasant surprise. It just felt like another part of Katie’s pretty, little body. So sucking it should have been no different than sucking one of Katie’s fingers, right?

Quinn took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She leaned forward and then felt the tip of the cock press against her lips. She became tense and still for a moment. Then she bit down hard on her tongue and opened her mouth, allowing that cock through her soft lips. She sucked. And she only sucked for a couple of minutes before she could taste the sweet tinge of Katie’s pre-cum. Katie had her fingers in Quinn’s hair, massaging her scalp as she squirmed and moaned. And Quinn thought it was kind of nice, making someone squirm and moan like that. It was far more satisfying than she’d expected.

So she kept sucking. She sucked harder and bobbed her head faster. She felt Katie’s cock becoming harder and harder, but she didn’t want to miss her golden opportunity. So she spat the cock out and climbed on top of Katie. Katie’s eyes lit up and her lips parted. She looked down and then back up at Quinn. “I’m going to sit on your cock,” Quinn said.

“Can I jerk you off while you do it?” Katie asked, her lips still parted and eyes still glowing.

“Sure.”

“Can you come on my chest for me?”

“Yeah. If you want.”

Quinn reached down and stood Katie’s cock upright. She pressed it against her quivering hole and then she took a deep breath. Here goes nothing, she thought. She sunk down, letting that cock penetrate her bum. It felt strange—like it didn’t belong. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel right. And she’d never felt fuller before in her life—like she suddenly had to rush to the bathroom to relieve herself, but she knew that she didn’t actually have to go. She froze for a moment as her butt pressed against Katie’s pelvis. She took a series of deep breaths and then she rose up slightly. Maybe anal sex wasn’t for her. Maybe being penetrated really wasn’t all that everyone at Finn’s made it out to be. But she was still willing to give it a chance. So she sunk back down again, and then she rose up and sunk down another time, and then another time, and then another.

She could feel Katie’s cock throbbing inside of her body. She could feel her tip swelling and her veins pumping blood into her member. It was a terribly strange feeling, but she was getting used to it. And after ten penetrations or so, it was starting to feel kind of nice. Katie’s cock was curved just perfectly to hit a sweet spot that made Quinn’s legs tremble. Quinn noticed her whole body quivering as she rose up and looked down to see half of Katie’s cock exposed, while the other half she could only feel inside of her.

While Quinn was looking down, Katie reached forward and slipped her fingers around Quinn’s cock. She started jerking her off. And for some reason, her cock felt more sensitive than ever before. She perked up and felt jolts of warm euphoria surging inside of her body. Why did it feel so good? And why couldn’t Quinn stop herself from bouncing up and down on that cock?

She was bouncing faster now, coming down harder, making her soft bum slap against Katie’s hard pelvis. She heard herself moaning and she knew that she was about to feel an orgasm unlike anything she’d ever felt before. Maybe there was something to this whole anal sex thing. Maybe the gays at Finn’s really knew what they were on about…

Katie clenched Quinn’s cock with a firmer grip. She pumped harder, making Quinn’s whole body tremble. “Oh God,” Quinn blurted out without control of herself. She started groaning and squirming. Katie held her in place and even helped guide her as she bounced on the hard pillar of cock. And then Quinn groaned loud and felt a hot rush passing through her member. She looked down and saw streams of white coating Katie’s chest. And Katie couldn’t have been more pleased. She watched with glowing eyes for a moment until it was too much—then she came deep inside of Quinn’s tight body.

Quinn fell to the side, making Katie’s cock slap against her own abdomen (which was covered in Quinn’s warm load). She tried to catch her breath, but it was difficult. She was completely exhausted, almost wheezing, and still in a half-state of euphoric bliss. She managed to turn her head to look into Katie’s eyes. Katie was smiling. Quinn smiled back. And then Katie wiped a glob of Quinn’s cum with her finger and tasted it. Then she reached down and wiped up lots of that cum and spread it all over her cock, making her cock glisten with sticky jizz. Quinn found it strangely arousing. “We can fuck again in ten minutes, once I catch my breath,” she said.

“Deal,” Katie said with a big smile. There was a long silence in that small bedroom. And then Quinn spoke. “By the way—your lookalike is in one of my classes.”

Quinn looked over at Katie, her heart skipping a beat. “What?” Quinn said.

“This guy who looks just like you—he’s in one of my classes. I mean—he looks like you when you aren’t dolled up. I actually thought he was you. You guys must be twins separated at birth or something.”

“Which class?”

“My morning economics 301 class,” Katie said. “He even sounds just like you—when you aren’t like this, I mean.”

Katie found herself forcing a smile. “Interesting,” she said. Her mind was back in that chaotic anxiety, once again worried that it was just a matter of time before news of Quinn’s transition reached her friends and family. If this Jeremy guy was determined enough to find Quinn, then there was a good chance he would reach out to Quinn’s family—they were all easily found on Facebook and other social networking platforms. So Quinn knew that she would have to reach out to him before he had the chance to unknowingly ruin everything.


CHAPTER VII

A few days had passed since Jeremy tried on that dress. He wanted to forget he’d ever done it, but the reminder was always there whenever he went to change or take a shower: his shaved legs. Apparently, leg hair takes a long time to grow back. He didn’t even have stubble yet. His legs still looked like they belonged on the cover of some women’s fashion magazine.

And in those few days, he’d tried his best to fight the temptation to try on any more women’s clothing. But those temptations became too strong when a shipment of new clothes came into the store. It was an edgier line of clothes that the store had just picked up: ripped jean shorts, fishnet stockings, and low cut tops. They were trying to appeal to a young market, and they ended up appealing strangely to Jeremy.

He spent the first few hours of his morning shift trying to fight the urge to try the fishnet stockings on—just to see how they looked on his long, smooth legs. It was around 10:00 AM when he finally caved. He took a pair of stockings and slipped into the changing room. He knew he could pull his jeans over the stockings if anyone came into the store—which is exactly what ended up happening.

He ended up helping a customer for thirty minutes while wearing skin-tight fishnet stockings under his jeans. As soon as the customer left, he went to get changed. But instead of taking the stockings off, he got another idea: why not wear more under his jeans? He ended up snatching a cute red thong and slipping it on under his jeans, while still wearing those fishnets. He helped another customer while wearing red thong and black fishnets. He felt naughty and excited—a feeling he’d never really felt before. Why was it so fun putting on women’s clothing? Why couldn’t he just hate it the way he was supposed to—the way he expected to when he first put on that stupid dress?

He filled a bigger bag full of borrowed clothes before leaving for the afternoon. He even nabbed a wig off of one of the storefront mannequins (the storefront mannequins had higher quality wigs than the ones inside the store). The wig was long and dark brown, just like the wig he saw Quinn wearing in those Ferris wheel photos. The second he got home, he locked himself in his room and started getting dolled up. He was quicker this time, and his makeup job was better. He had fun trying on different outfit combinations, but nothing could get him to take off those fishnets. He loved the way they made his legs look.

Six hours went by before he realized what he was doing, and he managed to stop himself (but not before jerking off while dressed up in a skirt and a tight-fitting cardigan.

He stuffed all of the clothes back into the bag and he stuffed that bag into the back corner of his closet. He didn’t plan on retrieving that back until his next shift, which wasn’t for a couple of days. He was already upset with himself for bringing the clothes home and allowing himself to indulge in what was becoming a dark habit. He knew he needed to come to his senses and realize that he wasn’t just like Quinn—he was a man and he was happy as a man.

But his defiance only lasted twenty-four hours. It was Friday night and Jeremy couldn’t think of anything to do—except for one thing.

He felt the strangest urge to get dolled up and head down to Finn’s. And that urge was only encouraged when he navigated over to Quinn’s Facebook page and saw that she wasn’t planning on going out. ‘Family’s in town. Can’t make it out tonight. Have fun everyone!’ her post read. So it seemed perfect: a place where if didn’t matter if people could tell he wasn’t really a woman, and if anything went wrong, they would all think that he was Quinn.

And why not indulge? If Quinn was going out as a woman anyway, then what did Jeremy have to lose? There was already the risk that people would think that Jeremy went out at night dressed as a girl, so it’s not like he was making his odds of being found out any worse.

He resisted the idea, but only for an hour or so. Then he found himself fishing that bag out from his closet. He decided he would at least get dolled up to see if he could pull it off. He wasn’t committing by any means—at least that’s what he told himself.

He put on his fishnets and his red thong, and then he put on that little black dress that he first wore back in the clothing store. He liked the outfit, especially with the long brunette wig. He not only looked like a convincing woman—he also looked like Quinn.

Jeremy’s roommate was out, so Jeremy felt free to try out his best female voice. He recorded himself on his phone to see if he sounded any good, and he was pleasantly surprised to hear that he sounded great. He wondered if Quinn had the same female voice, or if hers was different. Why would it be different if they regular voices were the same? The heels Jeremy nabbed from the store fit perfectly, but they weren’t easy to walk in at first. He had to do a few stretches up and down the hallway before he had his balance figured out. Then he found himself painting his nails with the little jar of nail polish that was in that little makeup kit he also nabbed from the store. He was starting to wonder if he should pay the store back, seeing as he currently had no plans of returning anything.

He didn’t have a purse or even a clutch, so he had nothing to carry his makeup kit in. So he was going to have to hope nothing would get smudged or ruined during his night out. Though surely there would be a woman in the club willing to lend a hand if something happened.

Jeremy was halfway to Third Avenue when he realized he’d left his apartment and passed dozens of people on the street. The whole thing happened in a quick blur, as if he was drunk, but he hadn’t had a sip of alcohol in days. He was high on the nervous excitement of doing something new and naughty. He didn’t know what to expect—maybe he would have the time of his life. Strangely, he didn’t feel the least bit shy. He wasn’t afraid of people staring right into his face, because he knew that no one would recognize him. And even if they did, they would assume he was Quinn and not Jeremy. So for the first time in his life, he felt invincible and guarded, even though he was wearing a short dress, fishnet stockings, and makeup.

He stopped at a little bodega to buy a pack of gum. The young man working didn’t feed him any strange looks, and neither did any of the patrons in the store. Even when Jeremy got on the bus, he didn’t receive any strange looks—except for one, from a man on his way home from the gym. The man looked at Jeremy and then his gaze drifted down to Jeremy’s tush. He grinned and gently licked his lips, which made Jeremy slightly uncomfortable but somehow flattered at the same time. Jeremy received a similar look from another man two bus stops later, and he realized no one could tell that he wasn’t actually a woman. He just couldn’t decide if that was a victory or a defeat.

He decided to count it as a victory—at least in the moment, while he was indulging and letting go of his inhibitions.

A familiar group of men greeted him at the entrance of Finn’s. This time, he played along, pretending to be friends with them, kissing them on the cheeks, but never explicitly pretending to be Quinn. His plan wasn’t to impersonate Quinn. He didn’t have a plan. He just wanted to indulge in a place where he was free to indulge. The fact that Quinn hung out there frequently was just a minor inconvenience. But once inside, it didn’t matter. The music was too loud to mingle. Jeremy made a point of waving back at everyone who waved at him. He made a point of dancing with everyone who wanted to dance. And he made a point of drinking with every guy and trap that bought him a drink.

The night quickly slipped away from him as each shot of liquor seeped into his brain. But he was on cloud nine. Every time someone leaned over and yelled a compliment into his ear, he blushed and smiled. He knew that every one of those compliments was, in a way, an insult, but he decided he would worry about that in the morning, once he’d had his fun. He knew that his indulging would only make his newfound gender confusion more confusing, but he decided he would worry about that in the morning as well. For now, he only cared about having a good time—and he was having one of the best times of his life.

Though the night took a sharp turn when he came to his senses and realized he was in a bathroom stall with a strange man. The man had his hands all over Jeremy’s body, and Jeremy had his hands on the man’s solid, packed chest. He froze as reality caught up to him: the man bought him a few drinks, danced with him for a bit, and then bought him a few more drinks. He introduced himself as Tony, but that was the only piece of conversation Jeremy could remember.

The man took Jeremy’s hand and pulled it down between his legs. He had a big bulge, which was already throbbing and erect. Jeremy’s heart hopped up into his throat. He tried to breathe but he was only able to wheeze. “You okay?” the man asked. He had a deep, jazzy voice.

“Yeah,” Jeremy said. He was terrified of offending the man, and terrified of letting him down. So when the man leaned in for a kiss, Jeremy just closed his eyes and kissed back. He surrendered and allowed the blur of the liquor to take him away again. The next thing he knew, he was on his knees, sucking a long, hard cock, his nose nestled in the man’s trimmed pubic hair, the sweet warmth of the man’s pre-cum on Jeremy’s lips.

The man was holding Jeremy’s head in place as reality once again caught up with Jeremy. They had only kissed for a few minutes before Jeremy had his hand down the front of the man’s jeans, his fingers around the warm girth of his cock. He jerked him off a bit until the man pushed Jeremy against the stall wall and sunk to his knees. Jeremy thought it was strange looking down and seeing a man sucking his cock, and even stranger seeing his legs clad in fishnet stockings. The man got Jeremy rock hard and on the verge of coming, but Jeremy didn’t want the fun to end, so he pulled the man to his feet and dropped to his knees to switch positions.

And now, the man was squirming, his cock throbbing powerfully. He was about to cum—Jeremy could tell, but he wasn’t sure how he could tell. He kept sucking, kept bobbing his head, kept tickling the man’s tip with the tip of his tongue. And it only took another minute before the man bellowed out a battle cry and unloaded a huge, warm load in Jeremy’s mouth. Jeremy coughed and gagged and spat the cum out, all over his perfect white dress. He tried to use toilet paper to get the white stains out, but there were set, at least until he found a laundry machine. So it was an awkward, long walk home with his check covered in another man’s cum, still with the taste of bitter pancake batter on his tongue. But despite the unfortunate mess and questionable taste, the memory of the night remained fond in his head. He was excited and grinning the whole way home. He fell asleep with that smile on his face.

And then he woke up without a smile to be seen as the whole night remained vivid in his mind without the alcohol to hold back his inhibitions. He’s gone out dressed like a woman and sucked a man off in the bathroom stall of a gay bar. It was a new low if he’d ever had one…


CHAPTER VIII

It wasn’t even 10:00 AM and Quinn’s phone was buzzing with new messages. Her friends from the club were all asking her how she was feeling. “You drank so much last night, but at least you had fun,” one message read. It didn’t take long before she realized her doppelganger had been at work once again. Quinn quickly replied, “What exactly did I do last night?”

“You partied hard. And then I saw you and that hunk run off to the bathroom. Nice catch,” read the reply. Quinn’s gut turned.

It wasn’t what she’d expected: her doppelganger was now impersonating her at her local hangout, gambling with all of the friendships she’d spent the past few years developing. Her reputation was now a mystery—what did this Jeremy guy do last night? What did everybody think that Quinn did last night?

She quickly pulled open her Facebook account and found herself staring at that message from Jeremy—the one that had been sitting untouched for over a week now. She knew she had to respond to him, tell him to back off and find his own life, but she was afraid of how he might react. If she offended him, he might just block her and leave her with so many unanswered questions. And not to mention, she was terrified of talking to the guy.

For so many years, she didn’t even think of him as a person. He’d always been a sort of supernatural entity: a ghost that only existed in her friends stories—a version of herself had she gone and made all of the wrong choices. She didn’t know much about Jeremy, but she didn’t like what she knew: he was a college dropout (although he was apparently back in school now), he worked at some clothing store in the mall, and he rode some rusty bicycle around town. Quinn had worked hard her whole life, avoiding the pitfalls that many of her friends had fallen into: drugs, excessive alcohol, video games, and so on. During college, while her roommates stayed up drinking and playing online games, she studied, even though there was always a controller waiting for her. During her fourth year of college, she was studying almost ten hours every day, trying to make sure she got into med school. Sometimes she would look back on all of that hard work and wonder how she managed to even stay awake.

And now there was some lowlife trying to hijack her life—some guy who thought he could bum around for years and then just take everything she worked hard for. No, he wasn’t a guy—he was a ghost, a daemon, some sort of evil spirit. Reaching out to him was too scary. She couldn’t do it—not until she saw that Jeremy was a real person and not just some malevolent entity.

So the next morning she woke up early and headed down to the local college. She knew where she could find him, assuming he wasn’t skipping class (which wouldn’t have surprised her): in Economics 301. She’d never taken an economics class, but she knew which building they were found in. It was 8:00 AM when she arrived.

Students were buzzing in the hallways. Almost everyone had an extra-large Starbucks cup in their hand. It was hard to read the labels on the doors as students funnelled into classrooms. Quinn stayed near the wall, with a ball cap on her head and a pair of big sunglasses over her eyes, just in case she bumped into Jeremy. She just wanted to see him—she didn’t want their paths to cross. She still wasn’t convinced that the universe wouldn’t collapse if their paths crossed.

She carefully scanned the busy hallways for Jeremy as she waited for the business to die down. She couldn’t spot him, but she wasn’t completely sure what she was looking for. Would he be a guy or would he be a girl? According to some of Quinn’s friends, he’d been quite the natural female at Finn’s, so it was possible that he often dressed up like a girl. But Quinn didn’t see any male or female versions of herself in those hallways. It was 8:15 AM when the halls were finally quiet—just a few stragglers rushing towards their classrooms.

Quinn finally found the door labelled Economics 301. She reached for the handle of the door but she was afraid of going in now that the lecture had already started. What if everyone turned and looked at her when she walked in? What if Jeremy saw her before she saw Jeremy? Would it matter? She wasn’t entirely sure what she was afraid of, but she knew for certain that she was afraid.

So she pressed her face carefully up to the small door window and looked into the classroom. It was a large lecture hall, seating close to two hundred students. She looked for a while, brushing back a strand of her brunette hair, but she couldn’t spot Jeremy. But she knew she couldn’t just walk in and walk up and down the isles looking. She needed a better plan—but what could she do?

She suddenly felt a chill crawl down her spine. Maybe she didn’t want to see Jeremy. She’d gone so many years without seeing him—maybe it was best that they continue to avoid one another. She could always find another club to hang out at. There were a few different ones in town that she’d been meaning to try out. She could tell all of her friends that she had an imposter, and then she could just move on. Hell, maybe she could even move towns and get away from Jeremy completely.

She turned around to leave and bumped into a man. She jumped and nearly fell onto her ass, but the man caught her and held her still. “Sorry,” he said. She looked into his eyes and her heart stopped beating momentarily. She was staring into her own eyes. She had bumped into Jeremy.


CHAPTER IX

He recognized her immediately: he was staring at Quinn, and she must have been there to see Jeremy. Why else would she be there?

His tongue felt strangely numb and his hands were trembling. He’d heard about her for so many years and now he was staring at her—and everything he’d heard was true: she really did look exactly like him. The resemblance was uncanny—they were even more similar than identical twins, which seemed impossible.

They both remained silent. Jeremy tried to think of something to say, but he couldn’t muster up any words. Surely Quinn had heard about his carefree night at Finn’s, and maybe she was here to confront him about it. Jeremy felt his face turning red. If she talked to her friends, then she surely knew that Jeremy had dressed up, and she maybe knew that he’d made out with a couple of guys and fooled around in a bathroom stall with one of them.

“So you’re Jeremy,” she said. Even her voice was bone chilling: sounding just like the girly voice he recorded on his phone before heading out to the club.

“And you’re Quinn,” Jeremy said. He looked down at her, but only for a second. It was nice to see her dolled up, to see that she really looked convincing and even kind of sexy. It was a nice reassurance that Jeremy looked good when he went out to Finn’s—because he was fairly certain that he looked just like her. Though her outfit was much cuter than what he came up with. She was wearing a little black pencil skirt and a blouse with frills around the shoulders. The choker around her throat was just like the one he wore, but her heels were way cuter. He found himself looking down at those heels now, wondering where she got them.

“I’m supposed to be at work,” Quinn said. “But I—uh—wanted to come by and see you.”

Jeremy bit his bottom lip and looked away. It was hard looking her in the eye—like looking into a mirror, except your reflection is judging you. “I guess you, uh, heard about the other night.”

“I heard some things, yeah,” Quinn said.

There was a long, awkward silence. Jeremy knew that Quinn heard about the guy in the bathroom. “I guess you’re here to hear an apology then,” Jeremy said without looking at Quinn. The whole moment felt surreal, as if he was dreaming. And he wasn’t positive that he wasn’t dreaming, though he couldn’t wake himself up no matter how hard he tried.

“I don’t know,” Quinn said. “But we should maybe figure out some ground rules or something.”

“Sure. That sounds fair. I was just… curious to see what you did. I didn’t mean to step on any toes,” Jeremy said.

“It’s fine. Sort of. But now people think that I’m a little slut—excuse my language. If you think that’s what I do, then you’re unfortunately mistaken. By the way, you have a bit of mascara still on the side of your eye.” She reached out and wiped the edge of Jeremy’s eye, making his heart skip a beat. Her hand was strangely feminine, but strangely just like his own at the same time. Everything about her seemed so feminine, but that meant that he was also feminine.

“Thanks,” Jeremy said. He could feel that his face was a shade of dark red. Quinn knew about his sexual escapades. She probably knew more than he knew, seeing as he’d been too drunk to remember everything clearly. Maybe he’d hooked up with another guy during the height of his drunkenness, and he just couldn’t remember. Maybe he did something embarrassing in front of all of Quinn’s friends.

“I don’t mind if you go to Finn’s, but you need to figure out a way to be yourself—not me.”

Jeremy nodded his head. The lump in his throat prevented him from responding. Instead he just mumbled and forced a smile. He wanted to say that he had no plans of going back, but he’d had so much fun—he really wanted to go back and do it again, even though his sensibilities were begging him not to. It wasn’t too late for him to forget about the makeup and the wigs and the girly clothes. It wasn’t too late to embrace his masculinity and ditch his newfound cross-dressing hobby.

“But I know it’s inevitable that people will think that you’re me. So you need to figure yourself out a bit more. I saw a picture of you—a friend sent it to me this morning. You don’t look bad, but girl—what are you doing with your eyeliner? And those heels were not made to go with that dress. If you really want to go back to Finn’s, or anywhere dressed as a chick, then you need to let me take you shopping.”

Jeremy nodded again, his embarrassment weighing in his gut. But he felt strangely excited at the idea of going on a shopping spree with Quinn. He wanted some tips. She was a makeup goddess. Even now, her makeup was perfect and awe-inspiring. Even her hair was tied up in an impressive loose braided bun, which Jeremy wished he could do. He could learn a lot from Quinn. But accepting her invite meant embracing his femininity and ditching his masculinity. He still wasn’t sure he wanted to go down that path. No, he knew he didn’t want to go down that path, but his weak will was pushing him away from his sensibilities.

“Do you have any other classes after this?” Quinn asked.

Jeremy shook his head, still unable to respond properly.

“Good. Then I’ll meet you here when you’re done and we’ll go to the mall. We’ll get you a proper outfit and some decent makeup. You’ve got money right? I can always lend you a bit. But I mean it—if you’re going to go out looking like me, you’d better look good.” She stared into his eyes. She had pretty eyes, which weren’t quite the same as Jeremy’s—the one indication that they weren’t cloned at the same factory. They were the same shape, but Quinn’s eyes had a hint of green and a hint of blue, whereas Jeremy’s eyes were simply a light brown colour. “Well? Go to your class. Don’t just stand there.” She gave him a little shove, so he turned around and went to class. It was an hour-long lecture, which he didn’t hear much of. His mind was racing with excitement and anxiety—a feeling he was becoming far too familiar with. He found himself watching the clock more than his professor. He was the first one up when the second hand reached the twelve o’clock position.

He had planned a little apology speech for Quinn, but as soon as he saw her, he was speechless all over again, his tongue numb and his hands trembling. He forced a smile and nodded after she said, “Are you ready to go?” He felt a bit like an obedient dog.


CHAPTER X

Jeremy spent most of the money in his bank account, and then Quinn spotted him a few hundred bucks so that he could spend even more. A lot of that money was spent on makeup supplied—makeup was much more expensive than Jeremy expected. But nothing was cheap—even the many dresses and skirts were more than he was expecting, but he knew it was a worthwhile investment if he was going to continue going out as a girl.

It wasn’t until he was buying his tenth little outfit that he realized he’d made his decision: he was going to surrender to his feminine urges. It seemed like a shame not to surrender to the girly persona. He looked stunning in every little outfit he put on. And with his new wig, he felt sexier than he knew possible. There were girls in the mall looking at him with jealousy burning in their eyes. So how could he pass up such a grand opportunity? Some trans women would have killed for his feminine looks, so why not embrace them?

They were on their way back to Quinn’s car when Jeremy noticed the lingerie store. There was a little lacy one-piece hanging in the front window that especially caught his eye. It was a nude colour and sheer in all the right places. “Do you want to try it on?” Quinn asked.

Jeremy’s cheeks turned red. He didn’t realize he was staring at it so blatantly. He looked at Quinn, who had a big grin on her face. He tried to say no, but he really did want to try it on.

“It will only take a minute. Besides—every girl needs at least one piece of nice lingerie. Especially if you’re going to be sneaking into bathroom stalls with guys.”

Jeremy’s cheeks turned redder. He hated that she’d heard about that. Jeremy had just been experimenting drunkenly with that guy. He wasn’t gay. He didn’t like men. He was still attracted to girls—maybe more than ever, now that he knew how much effort went into looking good. In fact, he found himself stuck in more than one changing room that afternoon, waiting for his erections to pass. Seeing himself all dolled up was strangely arousing, as if he was getting to look at a sexy woman who he could control. It was a silly though, but arousing nonetheless.

Quinn grabbed the nude one-piece and handed it to Jeremy. “Let’s get you into a changing room.” The store was quiet save for the old woman working behind the counter. So the girls had free reign of the whole changing area. Jeremy slipped into the change room at the far back of the store. “Just give me a minute,” he said. He undressed and then found himself staring at the little outfit. It was soft in his hands, and almost weightless. He rubbed it gently against his skin and then he smiled. Was it really so wrong to indulge in this new fantasy? Was he hurting anyone by dressing up like a girl? Maybe he’d been resisting for all the wrong reasons. Maybe this was what he was meant to do.

He started to pull the lingerie over his body. It was tight. He had to fully unzip the zipped in the back just to get into the little number. And once it was on, he couldn’t reach back to do the zipper up. He strained for a moment and then realized he couldn’t do it alone. So he opened the changing room door a tad and poked his head out. Quinn was sitting on a chair with her legs crossed, reading something on her phone. She looked cute and peaceful—happy in her own skin. Jeremy was excited to finally feel happy in his own skin—excited to show himself off to the world, once he was ready. “I need a hand,” he said to Quinn.

Quinn put her phone down. “With what?”

“I can’t do the zipper up.” Jeremy looked over and noticed a few people wandering around the lingerie store. So he cowered back into his changing stall. The lingerie he was wearing was mostly see-through, and did nothing to hide his cock. He hid it with his hands as Quinn stepped into the small space. He turned his back to her and she gently grabbed the zipped and tried pulling it up. “It might be a bit too small,” she said. She stepped closer and pulled the zipper harder. “I don’t want to rip it.”

Quinn smelled nice, like roses and a quiet campsite in the morning. She took another step forward and tried to pull the zipper up one last time. Jeremy felt her soft skirt rubbing against the backs of his thighs. And he was pretty sure he could feel something else: the slight bulge of a flaccid piece of Quinn’s body…

Quinn suddenly wasn’t moving. Jeremy looked back and saw that Quinn was looking down, so Jeremy looked down and noticed he’d gotten slightly erect. “I—I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s just all the rubbing.”

Quinn let a nervous laugh slip. “It’s just funny. It looks just like mine,” she said. “We really do look similar, huh?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy said. “Though I think you’re a bit prettier.”

“Are you kidding? Look at you. I don’t think I could pull this thing off.”

“I don’t think I’m pulling it off,” Jeremy said, blushing.

“You’re pulling it off,” Quinn said. And now the unrelated twins were looking each other in the eye. And a moment later, their lips were pressed together. Jeremy wasn’t sure what made Quinn want to kiss him. He wasn’t even sure if it was Quinn who kissed him, or the other way around. But he wasn’t too obsessed with trying to figure that out. His mind was suddenly blank, swept away in the moment. Quinn’s lips were soft. He opened his eyes for a moment to see her face, which was beautiful. She opened her eyes a moment later and Jeremy blushed, closing his eyes quickly. Then he heard her giggle.

The kiss ended and they pressed their foreheads together. “I’m sorry,” Jeremy said, his mind still spinning.

“For what?” Quinn asked.

“I don’t know.”

They kissed again. This time Jeremy spun around to face Quinn. He slipped his hands around her waist and she slipped her arms around his torso. It was a minute or two before Jeremy’s hands relocated to her chest. He squeezed and then realized he was squeezing real tits. “These are real?” he said, sounded shocked and dumbfounded.

She laughed. “Of course they are. Two years of hormones. This is what you’ll look like in two years, too.” She unbuttoned the top few buttons of her blouse and then pulled it off. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her tits were small but magnificent. Jeremy held them gently. His trembling hands made the tits jiggle slightly. He bent forward and gently sucked one of her nipples. She moaned. She had a cute moan. “Just two years?” he asked.

“They were almost this big after one year,” she said. “Something to look forward to.” She ran her fingers through his hair, and he sucked again, pulling her nipple out, making it erect. His hand slipped down her torso and pushed down the front of her skirt, onto her bulge. “And are you keeping this?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Good,” he said. “I want to keep mine, too.”

“Good.”

He wrapped his fingers around it and gently began to tug it. It was already semi-erect, and now it was becoming fully erect fast. He reached down further to feel her swelling ball sack. It strangely felt just like his—but that shouldn’t have been a surprise at this point. He reached down and pulled his cock out from his lingerie and held it up to hers. They truly were identical, in shape and size.

They both looked down at their erections, which were pressed together. “We really are twins,” Quinn said with a cute giggle.

“I know. I can’t believe it.”

“The question is, who will get off first?” she asked, looking into his eyes. She wrapped her fingers around both cocks and began to stroke. “Whoever comes last has to eat it.” She had a big grin.

“Deal,” Jeremy said, his hands still trembling. His heart was beating quickly. He was completely sober and rubbing cocks with someone he’d only met a couple of hours earlier. But strangely, nothing about it felt wrong. Everything about it felt right and natural and good. He looked down and watched as their tips emerged from their foreskin containers, and then submerged back down as Quinn pulled up. It was a strangely mesmerizing sight. Quinn had a drop of glistening pre-cum on the tip of her cock. Jeremy wanted to bend down and lick it up, but he didn’t want to break away from the warm handjob. So he looked back into Quinn’s eyes.

She really was sexy. Her eyes were stunning and her smile was so adorable. But now, it didn’t seem like he was looking into a mirror. Now, he could see Quinn. He could see the beautiful individual who just happened to look a lot like him—not some sort of self-conscious reflection. They were both just people in a moment of lust, tucked away in a quiet mall changing room.

Quinn trembled. Her lips parted and a little whimper snuck out. She bit down on her bottom lip and then looked down. Jeremy looked down too, just in time to see her erupt. She had her free hand ready to catch the cum. She caught every blast in the palm of her hand. Jeremy didn’t last much longer—maybe five or ten seconds. His cock suddenly tensed and bloated and then erupted. Quinn used the same hand to catch the eruption. She brought that hand up to Jeremy’s mouth and she grinned big. “You lose,” she said.

So Jeremy bent forward and slurped up the cum. It didn’t taste so bad—it was warm and gooey and stuck in his mouth through a couple of swallows. Quinn helped him out by kissing him, open mouth, using her tongue to swab his.

“Did we just do that?” she asked.

“I think so,” Jeremy said.

“Maybe you can come to Finn’s with me tonight, so everyone can see that I haven’t been lying about you.”

“Sure,” Jeremy said. “And then maybe tomorrow you can come out with me, so everyone can see that I haven’t been lying about you.”

“Sure,” Quinn said. “And then maybe the day after that, me and you can just go out and—I don’t know—see a movie or something?”

Jeremy smiled. He couldn’t for the life of him figure out why he’d taken so long to finally meet his doppelganger—but he was so happy that they’d finally met.

THE END
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