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PICTURES OF HER


Grant’s twin sister, Lizzy, has it all after she meets her new boyfriend. He’s the son of very rich parents who happily fund his expensive photography hobby, buy him cars and apartments, and pay for his every bill. His wealthy parents fly him and Lizzy around the world on lavish vacations. How could Grant not be jealous?

Now, at the airport without a passport, Lizzy needs Grant’s help; there’s a temporary permit on her laptop, and she needs Grant to message it to her. Grant thinks nothing of it, until he he sees a folder on her desktop: Luscious Lizzy. That folder is filled with pictures taken by Lizzy’s new boyfriend—and those photos are also being sold on a controversial adult website.


CHAPTER 1
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Iknew that my twin sister had been dating a photographer for a few months. I knew that he’d convinced her to do some casual photoshoots for his Instagram; I saw a few of the pictures on his feed and the photos were fine, I guess.

They were just… pictures: pictures of my sister laughing, posing with her lunch, smiling on the beach, wrapped in a long flowy sundress. I didn’t think anything of them. They had a few likes—mostly from her boyfriends supportive family members.
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Okay, so maybe you’re wondering why I’m telling you about some benign photos of my twin sister. Stick with me for a minute.

Collin was the boyfriend’s name. He had rich parents and never had to work a day in his life. His parents bought him a brand new townhouse, paid in cash (no mortgage). They bought all of his camera gear for him, and they put him through photography school. Yeah—he was one of those kids.

His portfolio was very artsy; maybe it was impressive to other photographers, but to normal people (like me), it was weird, hipster crap. Okay, so I’m just being honest now.
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I had nothing against Collin; he was a fine guy. He came over a few time for Sunday night dinners. He was polite, meek, always smiling. He drank girly beer (Bud Light Lime), and he sometimes would rant about something photography related, which would always turn into gloating about some award or another—but at least he never came off as rude or overly obnoxious.

Okay, so now you’re wondering why I’m telling you so much about Collin—and I promise I’ll get down to business in a second. Just hang tight. This is all important information.

Collin’s rich family loved Lizzy, my sister. She was Collin’s first real girlfriend, and they were determined to do what they could to keep Collin and Lizzy together. So for their six-month-anniversary, Collin’s parents gifted the couple a two-week Caribbean vacation. My sister spent days packing for the trip, teeming with excitement; neither of us had ever left the country.

She left at 4:45 AM on a Saturday morning for the airport. I was tasked with taking care of her little Pomeranian, Sushi, while she was gone. It was 5:45 AM when Sushi began crying at the door; she had to pee. I groaned and crawled out of bed, and it was a good thing that I did, because had Sushi not gotten me out of bed, I wouldn’t have seen that my phone was ringing. “What is it?” I asked, groggy.

“Are you home, Grant? I left my stupid passport!” my twin sister shrieked.

You might be wondering why I keep reminding you that she was my twin sister—and not just my sister. That information is important. We were, of course, fraternal twins, but we looked very, very similar. Until the age of twelve (when Lizzy sprouted tits), people thought that we were both boys, and they assumed we were identical twins. More on that later…

“Doesn’t your plane leave in, like, thirty minutes?” I asked.

Now, it’s worth quickly telling you about my sister’s lifelong inability to organize herself for anything. She was always a mess, always scrambling at the last minute, whether it was homework or going into a government building and applying for a passport. My sister did not have a proper passport, but, amazingly, the government had issued her a temporary permit for travel—something I didn’t even know existed. It was a signed slip of paper with a golden seal on the bottom right corner, and it was valid only for the two weeks that she was to be in the Caribbean.

“Where is it?” I asked.

“I have no idea,” Lizzy said. “But they’ll take a copy. There’s one on my laptop.”

I dragged me feet over to her pink laptop. “I need your password,” I said.

And, to my surprise, she gave it to me without hesitation.

Now, it’s also worth pointing out that Lizzy was a very private person; she didn’t ever let anyone touch her phone, her iPad, or her laptop. If anyone so much as grazed her devices with their hand, she would shoot up and say, “What are you doing with my stuff!?” If you walked into the room while she was on her computer, she would instantly shut the screen like a fourteen-year-old boy watching porn. No, I don’t think Lizzy was watching porn or doing anything unsavoury; she just preferred to keep her business as private as possible.

“It’s in a folder on my desktop,” she said to me. I could hear the tension in her voice—not because she was cutting it so close to missing her flight, but because I now had access to her personal computer.

I found the document; I sent it to her; she made her flight.

And then, after walking Sushi, and after drinking a cup of coffee, I went back into Lizzy’s room.

Okay, I know what you’re thinking: I’m a terrible brother. But I didn’t mention one little detail a moment ago: when I was getting Lizzy her passport copy, I noticed a folder: ‘Luscious Lizzy’.

Now, I had no idea what that meant… but it sparked my curiosity. Why did she have a folder on her computer called ‘Luscious Lizzy’? What could that even mean?

It wasn’t my business, but I was curious, and it didn’t seem like such a big deal to take a peek; it’s not like I was going through Lizzy’s browser history… yet.

Okay, so I wasn’t such a great brother, but… Lizzy didn’t normally hide things from me, and I didn’t hide things from her. Yes, she was private. Yes, she kept her passwords from me… but we knew everything about each other; we were twins, after all. We had that twin connection that you hear so much about; it’s a real thing. We grew up so close that our parents had to separate us when we were thirteen, because our closeness was making people think that we were always going to be entirely codependent.

And she’d never mentioned anything about Luscious Lizzy.

Now, I was seeing something that made me gasp: photos of Lizzy in provocative ways, in different lingerie outfits, shot in various settings—mostly fancy hotel rooms.
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She had a wig on in the photos: a blonde wig with bangs. She was wearing some sort of pushup bra, making her tits look huge… and then I saw a photo of my sister naked, teasing her slit with the tips of her manicured fingers, and that’s when I clicked away from that folder, heart pounding.

I wasn’t meant to see those photos. Now, I could see why Lizzy was so protective over her things…
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But why did she have those photos? I could only assume that Collin had taken them—but for what? Were they just for their own entertainment?
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No guy wants to see provocative pictures of his sister, so I put that laptop away and got out of that room fast. My heart raced and a nausea swirled in my gut. I wanted to go back in time so that I could un-see those pictures. The image of my lingerie-clad sister was trapped in my brain. I couldn’t get rid of the image of her glistening pink slit, manicured fingers prying it open. Oh God, what I would pay to un-see those photos!

Sadly though, my curiosity did not end there; it only got worse.


CHAPTER 2
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Imade the mistake of looking up Luscious Lizzy on the internet. At first, it seemed like nothing relevant came up, and then I noticed a link to an OnlyFans page with that very same name.

Now, I wasn’t about to pay for my sister’s OnlyFans—if it was really her OnlyFans. I didn’t want to see anymore than I’d already seen… but I had to now if this was something she was actually doing. I wanted to think that the pictures were just a private source of intimate entertainment for her and her boyfriend; I didn’t want to think she was sharing herself with anyone willing to shell out five bucks.

I now knew her password, so instead of paying for her OnlyFans, I logged in using her email and password. Sure enough, she had an account, and she had a profile with that name: Luscious Lizzy.
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That account had been active for almost two years. There were thousands of photos.
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One that stuck in my mind, for whatever reason, was of Lizzy in a skintight one-piece, satin, with only two thin black strips of fabric covering her nipples. In that particular set of photos, her crotch became wetter and wetter with each photo, until there were drips of arousal fluid trickling down her thighs.

Oh God—the things I wish I could un-see!

My sister had been whoring herself out online for nearly two years. I don’t want to describe to you what I saw when I quickly scrolled down that feed; I won’t be too descriptive, but there was penetration in every hole; there were videos (taken in our house), and there was one particularly bone-chilling set of photos of Lizzy fucking her strap-on-clad teddybear: an oversized teddybear that we shared growing up.

I would never look at teddy the same again.

I was tempted to show my mother. I knew that she would be outraged—maybe even enough to kick Lizzy out of the house. My mom, by the way, worked for the Church of Jesus Christ. Her father (my grandfather) was the pastor there for almost four decades.

As I sat there, my thoughts were a whirlwind of emotions. I couldn't comprehend the fact that my sister had been selling her intimate photos online. It was as if I were looking at an entirely different person, a side of Lizzy I had never known before. I could feel my pulse quickening, my mind racing. What was I supposed to do with this newfound knowledge?

Our mother was a devout, conservative woman who held a firm belief in family values and modesty. She had raised us with a strict moral compass, teaching us the importance of faith and decency. I knew that if she ever found out about Lizzy's secret life, the consequences would be disastrous. The very thought of exposing my sister to our mother's wrath made my stomach churn.

However, I couldn't shake the feeling of disapproval that gnawed at me. The idea that my sister was exploiting herself for money was unsettling, to say the least. It went against everything we had been taught growing up. Part of me wanted to confront Lizzy about her choices, to make her understand the potential repercussions of her actions. But would confronting her only drive a wedge between us? Was it even my place to judge her?

I mulled over these questions for what felt like hours, pacing back and forth in my room. The image of my mother's face, contorted with disappointment and anger, played over and over in my mind. I imagined her finding out the truth, her heart shattering into a million pieces as the perfect image of her daughter crumbled before her eyes. I couldn't bear the thought of being the cause of such pain and turmoil in our family.

On the other hand, the protective instinct I had for my sister only grew stronger. I didn't want her to continue down this path, potentially putting herself in danger or damaging her reputation beyond repair. Like—what was she thinking!? Why was she using her real name? Well, she had created the account when she was sixteen (so many of those photos were technically illegal, even though she was now eighteen). So maybe she was just too immature to think to use a different name. Well, at least she didn’t have our family name attached…

Maybe, I reasoned, I could talk some sense into her when she returned from her trip. Perhaps there was a way to resolve this without involving our mother and causing irreparable damage to our family's dynamic.

As the sun began to set, casting an orange glow across the room, I decided that I would wait for Lizzy to return before making any decisions. I would give her the chance to explain herself, to hear her side of the story. Maybe there was a reason for her actions that I couldn't comprehend without her perspective. After all, we were twins, and our bond had always been strong.

But what if talking to her wasn't enough? What if she refused to see reason and continued down this whorish path? The thought of betraying her trust by confiding in our mother weighed heavily on me, but the possibility of losing her to a world I couldn't understand was even more unbearable.
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I sighed, feeling the weight of this secret pressing down on me like a crushing force.

I hardly slept that night, knowing that my sister had been keeping a very dark secret from me.

And the account was two years old—eighteen months older than her relationship with Collin. So who was taking the photos before he came along? Collin had definitely been working with her on those shoots; they were professional, using expensive gear that my sister simply didn’t own or know how to use. Maybe Collin had been around for longer than we all realized (he was six years older than Lizzy, so maybe their relationship was kept a secret until she turned eighteen). Or maybe there was a boy before Collin who had similar camera knowledge.

What if Lizzy had been groomed or trafficked into this!?

Oh God, the possibilities made my stomach churn. I wasn’t able to eat dinner, or breakfast.

It was two days later when I logged into that OnlyFans account again. Now, you’re probably scratching your head, wondering why I would do such a thing. Well, after two days of intense anxiety over the issue, I was no longer sure if any of it was real.

I had to see if it had all just been a strange nightmare, or if my sister really was a whore online. Well—you already know the answer: she was a whore, and she was active.
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Since arriving in the Caribbean, she’d posted two new photo sets. I clicked away before seeing anything gross. But I did see something that left me speechless: how much money my sister was making per month.

“$12,000!?” I shouted.

“What’s that, Grant?” my mother called out from the kitchen.

“Uh, nothing!” I shouted back. My head was spinning; I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. That was more than my parents made—combined! How long had she been making cash like this!? What was she doing with it? There were no signs of money like that…

I found a payment history section on that website. She’d earned over $150,000 since starting that website. So where was that cash? Was she actually paying for that Caribbean vacation?
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Then, I found her Twitter account: an account that posted blurred images to lure people towards the OnlyFans page. On that Twitter account, she had 940,000 fans.

I had to rub my eyes and do a double-take. “What!?” I gasped.

Now, I was a bit angry; she’d been hiding all of this from me. We were supposed to have a close bond; we were twins! Now, I felt like I knew nothing about her. I felt like my twin sister was a total stranger, drifting further away from me every day.

Just while I was on that damned website, three different men ‘tipped’ her, and one sent a message asking to pay for a private, customized video; he wanted to pay five-hundred bucks to see my sister taking a shit.

I nearly puked as I clicked away. “Gross!” I cried.

“What’s the matter, Grant?” my mom called out.

And I have to tell you: I was damn-near close to telling her everything. I was furious with my sister; I don’t know if I’d ever been this mad with her. I was hurt, knowing that she was keeping a secret life from me. If she had told me, I wouldn’t have been angry; sure, I would have probably disapproved, but I wouldn’t have been crushed, hurt, or furious. In a weird way, I now felt like I’d lost my sister.
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That night, Lizzy posted a sex video on that website; I didn’t watch it, of course, but I saw the thumbnail (I was back on the site to see if my eyes had lied to me about that $12,000 monthly figure). In the thumbnail, Lizzy was on her hands and knees, and Collin’s shaft was being pushed into her butthole.

No one wants to see their sister like that.

Okay, so that was the last time I went to that website; that was the last time I looked at her OnlyFans or her Twitter—and I never saw another intimate photo of her. I couldn’t see anymore; I think one more photo would have put me into the insane asylum.

I’d accepted it: my sister was earning a fine living as an E-whore, and there was probably nothing I could do about it. If I told my mom, Lizzy would likely be kicked out of the house, but it wouldn’t matter; Lizzy probably had enough cash to buy a half-decent townhouse with cash… or she could just move into her boyfriend’s half-million-dollar townhouse, and she could use that cash to pamper herself however she wanted.


CHAPTER 3
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Her photos haunted my mind, no matter how hard I tried to expel them from my thoughts.
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The sun was dipping low, spreading a cozy blanket of pink and orange across the sky as I strolled towards the downtown area to hang out with some buddies. It was Friday night, and we'd agreed to meet up at our favourite bar to kick back and shoot the breeze after a hectic week. But even with the prospect of good times and chill vibes, I couldn't shake the nagging worry clawing at the edges of my mind.

As I got to the bar entrance, I tried to shove thoughts of Lizzy and her secret life out of my head, focusing on the here and now. Taking a deep breath, I stepped inside, greeted by the dim and welcoming atmosphere and the low buzz of conversation.

Another image of Lizzy crept into my brain. I pushed it out.
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Scanning the room, I spotted my friends chilling at a table near the back, faces lit up by the warm glow of the overhead lights. I headed over, faking a smile as I greeted everyone and took a seat.

We chatted about everything from the juiciest office gossip to weekend plans. My friends were as lively as ever, their laughter and teasing filling the air. But no matter how hard I tried to get into the spirit of the night, my thoughts kept drifting back to my sister and her hidden side.

Time ticked by, and I got more and more spacey, my responses barely making sense. I could feel the tension building as I wrestled with the choice before me: should I confront Lizzy about her online shenanigans or keep it all to myself?

I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I almost didn't notice the group of familiar faces making their way towards our table. It was some of Lizzy's yoga pals, their expressions cheerful as they greeted us. Guilt surged through me as I forced a smile and chatted, all too aware of the secret that hovered between us like a dark cloud.

"You know," said Jenna, a petite brunette, "I still can't get over how much you look like Lizzy, Grant." She was looking right into my eyes. Her smile almost seemed teasing, as if she was telling me that I looked like a girl. I had to bite my tongue to keep my cool.

“Yeah, well, we’re twins.”

“I know,” she said. “But it’s more than that. I don’t know.” She giggled. “It’s hard to explain.”

I bit my tongue again; now, my tongue was getting a bit sore.

“Like, if you put on a wig and some makeup, you could have anyone fooled.”

“And tits,” said Lars, one of my friends—then all of my friends started laughing. “Lizzy’s got a big set on her.”

I punched him in the arm; I didn’t like anyone talking about my sister’s tits—especially now that her tits were making her an amazing living. I didn’t need the reminder that men were fawning over my sister. And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was possible one or more of my friends knew about Lizzy’s secret; maybe they kept it from me, and had been enjoying my sister’s ‘content’ for many months.

“Seriously though,” continued Jenna. “You look like her; it’s not a bad thing.”

The others joined in with nods and hums of agreement, their eyes darting between my face and the image of my sister they held in their minds. I let out a dry chuckle: a forced noise that probably didn’t sound quite so genuine.

"Yeah, well, we are twins," I reminded them again, trying to keep it light.

Everyone laughed, but the mention of Lizzy only dragged me deeper into my thoughts. I tuned out of the conversation, my mind consumed by the images I'd found on her computer and the potential drama if our mom ever found out… if anyone ever found out.

As the night went on, the weight of my sister's secret pressed down on me, like an invisible hand squeezing my chest. I excused myself from the table, pretending I needed a bathroom break, and headed to the bar to order a strong drink. Maybe the warmth of the booze would help calm the dread inside me, even if just for a little while.

I took a swig, the liquid scorching my throat as I leaned against the counter, trying to ground myself in the present.

“Is something wrong, bud?” Lars asked, approaching me from behind—and giving me a decent scare.

“Huh?” I said.

“You’re acting weird. You’re all tense and quiet.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“You get dumped or something?”

“I was never dating anyone.”

“Well, I don’t know; that’s just how you’re acting. We’re supposed to be having fun, but there’s, like, a dark cloud hanging over your head.”

I thought about telling Lars the truth. I wanted to confide in someone, so I could make sense of the situation—but I knew if I told him, he would just go and try to find pictures of my sister; it was no secret that he liked my sister’s large breasts.

Yes, she had large breasts—my friends loved to point it out. But nobody had ever talked about being ‘attracted’ to her in any sort of romantic way. My friends never asked if they could ask her out. They never dared to bring her name up when we played games like ‘Fuck one, Marry one, Kill one’. She was off-limits—and I half-assumed that she was just not on anyone’s radar, but maybe my friends had just been polite to me because they knew that nobody wants to hear guys talking dirty about their sister.

“Come back to the table and quit being a weirdo,” Lars went on.

I obliged, thinking I could just forget about it with another drink or two, but Lizzy’s friends decided to stick around, hanging out with us—and constantly talking about Lizzy. “She’s so lucky to have a rich guy like Collin,” they said. “He treats her so well. He buys her whatever she wants.”
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I tried changing the topic, but they just wanted to talk about Lizzy. “I think Collin’s going to propose to her. He’s so in love with her. It’s so cute.”

I bit my tongue and turned away. I hated Collin now, knowing that he was possibly behind this whole OnlyFans thing; and what if he was behind the creation of it, back when Lizzy was underage? Did that make Collin some sort of criminal? Was he guilty of facilitating illegal pictures of… children?
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And now, he was taking photos of her, posting them online, not caring who was indulging in the nudity and intimacy of his girlfriend. God—I wanted to kick his rich-boy head in so badly.

“If they ever split up, I have dibs on Collin,” said Faith, another one of Lizzy’s friends.

The girls giggled, and I just bit my tongue, getting a bit more drunk, trying hard not to tell them what I knew about Lizzy, and about Collin.

Then, Faith turned to me, red in the cheeks. “You really look like your sister; I never really noticed it before.”

“I get it,” I said.
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“But it’s true. I know you’re twins, but… wow! You guys really look exactly the same!”

“I remember when we were kids,” Lars said, piping in. “Your parents would always get you guys mixed up. Even I would get you mixed up. You were both so… androgynous.”

“I get it,” I growled.

“Well, it’s true,” said Lars. “You guys are legit twins.”

“I get it!” I snapped.

The room turned silent. Everyone looked at me, looking pale and confused. I decided that was my cue to leave. “Sorry,” I said. “I’m tired. I should probably head home.” They didn’t say anything as I got up awkwardly and left.

But I couldn’t sit there and hear anything else about Lizzy.

I went home and went straight to bed, fuming—and a bit dizzy from the strong liquor. I had always been a lightweight; my small frame and literal light weight didn’t help me any.

The morning sun streamed through the window, casting a warm, golden glow on the bedroom walls. I groggily blinked away the sleepiness, feeling a little more at ease compared to the previous night. The endless chatter about Lizzy had been exhausting, but maybe today would be a fresh start.

Stretching, I got out of bed and padded to the kitchen to make myself some coffee. The aroma filled the air, and I felt the familiar warmth and comfort of my morning ritual seep into my bones. After a quick breakfast, I decided it was the perfect time to tackle the DIY project I'd been putting off for weeks.

Gathering my supplies, I realized I was missing a crucial tool: a small, versatile wrench. I tried to remember where I'd last seen it, and then it struck me: I'd left it in the basement during my last project. Feeling a renewed sense of purpose, I headed downstairs to retrieve it.

The basement was dim and cool, a stark contrast to the bright warmth of the morning sun. As I flipped the light switch, I caught a glimpse of a dusty corner, piled high with boxes and forgotten items. I knew the wrench had to be somewhere around there.

Sorting through the clutter, I came across a box that didn't seem familiar. It was a large, unassuming cardboard box, taped shut and shoved under a rickety table. Curiosity piqued, I pulled it out, my mind racing with the possibility of uncovering some long-lost treasure.

I grabbed a pair of scissors and carefully cut the tape, lifting the flaps of the box. My heart sank as I realized what lay inside: a collection of Lizzy's intimate items, the tools of her secret trade.

My hands trembled as I lifted a slinky, red negligee from the box. The silky fabric was soft, adorned with delicate black lace trimmings. I could almost picture Lizzy wearing it, posing provocatively for the camera. I shook my head, trying to dispel the image.
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Next, I found a pair of black, thigh-high stockings, still in their original packaging. The material was smooth and elastic, the tops decorated with intricate lace designs. My eyes drifted to a lacy, black garter belt, the delicate straps meant to hold the stockings in place, accentuating the seductive look.
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Also in the box was a blonde wig, with bangs: one of many that she apparently owned (she certainly had one with her on her vacation).

I swallowed hard, feeling the tension building in the air, the weight of Lizzy's secret bearing down on me once more. Despite my best intentions, I couldn't escape the reality of her double life.

As I dug deeper into the box, I found a set of handcuffs, cold metal links gleaming in the dim basement light. They were the real deal, not some flimsy, novelty item. Alongside them lay a soft, black blindfold and a matching, feather tickler. The items seemed to tell a story of fantasy and desire, a world I had never associated with my sister. I almost gagged, but managed to keep my composure.

The final object in the box was a sleek, black vibrator, encased in a velvet pouch. I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest, as I reluctantly pulled it out. The device was smooth, its shape designed for maximum pleasure. I could barely believe that my sister was using something like this in her secret photoshoots. Oh God—I wanted those images out of my head!

The basement suddenly felt suffocating, the air thick with tension and buried secrets. I dropped the vibrator back into the box and hastily resealed it, my hands shaking as I fumbled with the tape. The wrench was long forgotten, the importance of my project dwarfed by the magnitude of what I'd just discovered.

I went back to my room, trembling, heart racing. I hated this; I hated everything about this.

And suddenly, I had her friends’ comments pinging around in my head: “You look so much like her!”

Why were these thoughts determined to torture me? Why could I have no relief?

And… was it true?

The basement seemed to close in on me, the walls pushing closer, the air thick with tension and secrets. I couldn't shake the memories of my sister's friends insisting on how much we looked alike. Their words echoed in my head, a chorus of voices that wouldn't quiet down.

I thought back to that OnlyFans page, where Lizzy was making a staggering $12,000 a month.

My mind raced, and I couldn't help but wonder if there was any truth to their claims: if I really did look that much like her. It was a thought that both intrigued and terrified me. And for reasons I couldn't fully explain, I felt a strange compulsion to see for myself just how similar we were. I had everything I needed to make a determination, after all…

With my heart pounding, I went back to the basement, my footsteps echoing in the empty space. The box of Lizzy's intimate items beckoned me, the contents hidden behind a thin layer of cardboard and tape. I carefully opened the box again, my hands trembling as I reached for the blonde wig I had glimpsed earlier.

The wig was a beautiful, golden blonde: the same shade as Lizzy's natural hair, but cut differently enough that it made her look different—enough that she wouldn’t be recognized on the street. It was styled in soft, loose waves that cascaded down past the shoulders. As I held it in my hands, I could almost see Lizzy wearing it in one of her sultry photoshoots.

I groaned at the thought.

The tension in the room grew, a palpable force that seemed to suffocate me. I hesitated, my mind warring with itself, caught between curiosity and fear. But in the end, the urge to know the truth was too strong. With shaking hands, I carefully placed the wig on my head, adjusting the strands until they framed my face just as they would have framed Lizzy's.

My heart pounded in my ears as I turned to face the full-length mirror that stood in the corner of the dusty basement. The dim light cast eerie shadows on the walls, but it was enough for me to see my reflection. I blinked, my breath catching in my throat, as I took in the sight before me.

The blonde wig transformed my appearance, softening my features and making my eyes appear more vibrant. I stared, transfixed, as I realized that I did indeed look strikingly similar to my sister. The resemblance was uncanny, almost as if we were the same person. Of course, I knew that after years of being confused for her as children… but it had been so long since anyone made that mistake.

The new knowledge sent a shiver down my spine.

The room seemed to spin around me, the tension mounting with every passing second. I was caught in a whirlwind of emotions: disbelief, confusion, and a strange, inexplicable fascination. I couldn't tear my eyes away from my reflection, my gaze locked on the person who looked so much like Lizzy.

I tried to imagine what it would be like to live her life, to pose for those provocative photos and rake in thousands of dollars every month. The thought was both thrilling and terrifying, a potent mix that made my head spin.

But then, as I continued to stare at my reflection, the reality of the situation began to sink in. The tension that had been building reached a crescendo, an unbearable weight that threatened to crush me. I tore the wig from my head, my hands shaking, my breath coming in short, panicked gasps.

This wasn't me. I wasn’t Lizzy—and I wasn’t as morally corrupt as she apparently had been for so long. No—I wasn’t like that…

But $12,000… that’s a lot of cash. If I could even earn one-third of that, I would never have to worry about working again in my life…

Back in the safety of my room, I closed the door behind me, trying to put some distance between myself and the haunting contents of the basement. My heart still raced, and the tension from before lingered, refusing to leave me in peace.

I sat on the edge of my bed, my mind racing with thoughts of Lizzy and the money she was making. The figure seemed astronomical: $12,000 a month for creating that racy content. I couldn't help but wonder what kind of life I could have if I were to make even a fraction of that amount.

The idea was tempting, seductive even. If I could make a third of what Lizzy made, my life would be dramatically different. I could pay off my student loans, travel the world, and maybe even quit my dead-end job. The possibilities seemed endless.

But every time I entertained the thought, I quickly pushed it away. The idea of following in my sister's footsteps, of creating explicit content for strangers to consume, felt wrong on so many levels. The thought of it made my skin crawl, and yet, the allure of the potential money kept pulling me back in.

As the day wore on, the idea continued to gnaw at me, refusing to be silenced. I tried to distract myself with work, hobbies, anything to keep my mind off of it. But the thoughts kept creeping back in, like an itch I couldn't quite scratch.

It was then that another idea began to form in my mind: what if I were to create content, just like Lizzy, but keep my identity a secret? I could wear a mask, use a pseudonym, and maybe even alter my appearance slightly. The thought made my heart race.

I laughed the idea off, but it came back, again and again—and each time it came back, I considered it more seriously. I could have used the cash after all…

Could I really do it? Create explicit content and make some extra cash, all while keeping my identity hidden from the world? The idea seemed ludicrous, and yet, I couldn't shake the feeling that it might just work. I really did look a lot like my sister.

As night fell, I lay in bed, the darkness pressing in around me, my thoughts consumed by the prospect of following in Lizzy's footsteps. I knew it was a dangerous path, one that could lead to ruin if I wasn't careful. And yet, the temptation was almost too strong to resist.

I tossed and turned, my mind racing with possibilities and potential consequences. Sleep seemed like an impossibility—so it seemed pointless to even be in my bed. And as the night wore on, the tension that had been building all day threatened to swallow me whole, leaving me adrift in a sea of uncertainty… and temptation.


CHAPTER 4
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Has something ever happened to you that made you think, ‘Wow—now that was a real coincidence!’ Well, everyone believes in coincidences, of course, but sometimes a coincidence is just too intense to ignore…

Like when I got out of bed the next morning and saw that my mom had slipped a letter under my door, from the government. I didn’t think much about it as I opened it, and then I nearly shrieked when I saw that I owed two-thousand dollars. “For what!?” I gasped, and then I read on after forcing myself to blink a few times.

Well, apparently I hadn’t paid my taxes in two years… because I’d never paid taxes before in my life. I’d only ever worked part-time jobs, and I assumed that whatever taxes I owed to the government were being taken off the paycheques. Look—I won’t bore you with details of my tax situation; long story short: I made a big mistake and now the government was expecting me to pay up.

I showed the letter to my mom. “Have you ever gotten anything like this?” I asked.

She eyed me curiously. “Haven’t you done your taxes in the last two years?”

“Nobody told me I had to!”

Okay, you probably think that I was a real idiot; and I was—just like most young people. It’s not like our schools taught taxes… Don’t get me started on that rant…

“I don’t have the money for this,” I said.

“You aren’t borrowing money from me!” my mom said, scowling at me. “We put a roof over your head and food in your stomach; you can deal with your own taxes.”

“But mom—I don’t have two-thousand dollars. I don’t have two-hundred dollars!”

“Then maybe it’s time to get a job again. It says you have a full quarter to pay. That’s plenty of time to make two-thousand dollars, even working minimum wage. It’s not like you have to pay rent or any bills.” She rolled her eyes, totally unsympathetic to my situation. As usual, she was trying to turn an annoying situation into a learning opportunity. Well, if she really cared about learning, she would have taught me about taxes in the first place.

Frustrated, I went to my room and got right to looking for work. I told myself that I would find something decent: a job where I could sit behind a desk and make eighteen bucks an hour—maybe something part-time, so I wouldn’t have to lose too much of my life.

Well, nothing like that exists when you don’t have a college degree or any decent working experience. I won’t get into that rant either, but basically, all that was available to me was minimum wage: $11/hour work, and they expected full-time… and the jobs sucks: burger flipping, bathroom cleaning. There was a ditch-digging gig paying $14/hour, but it said that they were looking for someone strong—and that definitely was not me. My twin sister could probably lift more than me.

Hopeless, I turned off my computer. I felt sick. I felt defeated. I thought about my sister, who was making a comfortable twelve-thousand each month, and now she was living her life to the fullest on a white sand beach, basking in the sun. It hardly seemed fair; she just whored herself out and got to live a perfect life while I was in a full-blown meltdown, looking into burger flipping jobs…

And I did the math; it would take me six months at one of those burger flipping jobs to make what my sister made in a month!

I sighed, rubbing my eyes and feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders. The unfairness of it all made my stomach churn. And once again, the thought of creating my own lewd content for cash crept back into my mind. If Lizzy could do it and get away with it, why couldn't I?

The idea was both terrifying and, somehow, exciting—and I couldn't help but let my thoughts wander, imagining what it would be like to have that kind of money. I could pay off my debt in no time, maybe even have some left over to treat myself. But at the same time, the fear of being caught, of my mom finding out, made my heart race.

I paced back and forth in my room, my thoughts racing a mile a minute. Was it really worth the risk? Could I live with myself, knowing that I had stooped to that level? But then again, if Lizzy could do it, if she could keep it a secret and live her life without any guilt or shame, maybe it wasn't as bad as I thought.

I went down to the basement, opened the box, and looked at the blonde wig. It seemed to taunt me, daring me to put it on and give it a try. I hesitated, the fear and the desire battling it out inside me. After a few more moments of internal struggle, I made a decision: I would try it, just once, and see how it felt. If it was too much, if the guilt and the fear were too overwhelming, I could always stop.

If I could make myself look unrecognizable—maybe I could snap a few photos, put them online, and let people pay me a buck or two for them… it seemed like a lot less work than going out, dropping off applications, interviewing, training, and then showing up for work day after day.

With shaking hands, I grabbed the wig and put it on my head, adjusting it until it looked just right. I glanced at myself in the mirror, and I couldn't help but marvel at the resemblance between Lizzy and me. Since puberty, I really stopped thinking about how much we looked alike. Now, I was realizing we still looked very much the same.

With the wig, we really did look almost identical.

I took a deep breath, trying to gather up the courage to take the next step. I felt a strange mix of excitement and dread, the adrenaline coursing through my veins as I considered the path I was about to take. The possibility of making so much money in such a short amount of time was thrilling, but the fear of being caught was equally terrifying.

I spent the next few hours experimenting with different poses and outfits, trying to find the perfect combination that would make me look as much like someone else as possible. I wanted to be unrecognizable; I didn’t want this little experiment to end in humiliation. I took pictures of myself from various angles, comparing them to the ones I had seen on Lizzy's account, trying to imitate her style as closely as possible. She knew what sold, so all I had to do was copy her; I had her tools at my disposal, after all.

As the time passed, I found myself getting more and more into it. The fear and the guilt were still there, but they were slowly being overshadowed by the excitement and the possibility of a life-changing opportunity: money.

Maybe I could see it from Lizzy’s perspective, just a little bit. Maybe I could see how the prospect of cash slightly outweighed the whole moral dilemma. If nobody knew my real identity, was it really so wrong?

I began to think about how I could market myself, how I could make myself stand out from the thousands of other people doing the same thing online.

As the day turned to night, my initial hesitation and fear were replaced with a newfound determination. I knew that what I was doing was risky, that there was a chance I could be caught and face serious consequences. But the potential rewards were too great to ignore, and I found myself more and more willing to take the risk.

I took a few dozen pictures: posing like a girl in front of the mirror. No, my pictures weren’t quite as high-quality as Lizzy’s; I didn’t have a professional photographer partner who owned thousands of dollars worth of lighting equipment, never mind high-tech cameras, tripods, and diffusion boxes and all those other fancy pieces of equipment.

My pictures weren’t so bad though—as long as I wasn’t featuring my face. I didn’t have any makeup on (and didn’t know how to put makeup on), so I had to live with pictures of my body, with Lizzy’s padded bra to give the illusion of a bust.

No, they weren’t the sexiest photos; I wasn’t naked. I wasn’t even shaved; I covered my legs with tall white stockings, and put on a tight dress. I had to awkwardly tuck my penis between my thighs so that there wasn’t an embarrassing bulge. But the pictures were… kind of hot (a few of them, at least). They were fine enough that I figured I could put them on an OnlyFans and convince a few fools to pay a few bucks.

So I was disappointed when I went to make an OnlyFans and found out that they required ID, and there was a process to get an account off the ground. “Seriously!?” I groaned.

Well, I won’t bore you with the details—but now, I was committed. I’d embarrassed myself by taking the photos, so I went through the humiliating process of uploading my ID. There were no rules against pretending to be a girl, and it’s not like anyone except for some staff members at the OnlyFans headquarters would see my real name.

I had to wait two days. In that time, I did what Lizzy had done: I made a Twitter with a fake name: Taylor Tease.

I liked the name; it seemed silly, fun, but also sexy enough. I posted a few photos, copying my sister’s hashtags, and then I went down to the basement to take some more photos.

That was my whole day: back and forth, sneaking around the house like a hungry mouse. I felt so silly, especially when I would refresh Twitter and see that there was no activity on my posts. I began to wonder if I was just out of my element, and out of my league. I bit my tongue and forced myself to look at Lizzy’s content (okay, I told you I never looked again, but I peeked a few times for tips). The only difference between her content and mine was the quality of the photos: the lighting, the angles…

Okay, so maybe there were more differences than that. Lizzy showed her face. Lizzy had real cleavage; I was hiding my chest with specific outfits and angles. Lizzy’s legs were shaved. Lizzy had makeup on. Lizzy spread open her legs to show her cunt (blurred on Twitter, but still showing enough to give the idea). Lizzy flashed her tits and pinched her nipples and put objects into her body, and—okay, you get the idea.

The realization hit me suddenly: I was not at all prepared to do what Lizzy was doing.

Embarrassed, exhausted, and defeated, I decided to put a plug in this crazy, stupid idea. I don’t know why I thought that I could do what Lizzy was doing, just because her friends said that I looked like her. I don’t know why I thought it would be that easy. I don’t know why I thought that it was just a matter of taking some selfies in her lingerie. Of course it wasn’t going to be that simple—of course part of what made Lizzy successful was the fact that she was actually a woman…

And then, when I woke up, I saw the email from OnlyFans: my account had been approved… but not only that—I had three people sign up overnight.


CHAPTER 5
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There, in my account, was $12: what I would have made in an hour at a McDonalds. There was one comment: ‘Take it all off.” Some guy named Ken Baker. He wanted to see me naked, apparently… Well, I couldn’t be naked for him, because I didn’t actually have tits and a pussy.

And now, I was suddenly brought to a state of silence, staring at the screen, wondering what had happened. It was a moment before I discovered that one of my selfies had been picked up by some account that re-posted similar content. I guess a few guys liked what they saw enough to look for my username on OnlyFans.

Well, after a few minutes of stunned silence, I went back to the basement. I eyed that box. My parents were out for the day, so I had the house all to myself. So I decided to devote that morning to getting a few more photos—half decent ones this time.

I set up in the guest room, where there was an abundance of natural light pouring in through the sheer curtain, which gave a nice even glow, like a diffuser on a stage light. I got into that wig and one of those tight little lace bodysuits. But now, I had to figure out another problem: body hair.

My pubic hair was sticking out from my crotch. My leg hair was showing through the sheer stockings.

Okay, no problem: that’s what razors are for. I had no issues shaving away my hair—so I got to work. In the bathroom, I ran a hot tub and shaved the way my sister shaved every second morning. It took a long time, but now, I had motivation: that bill from the government that was sitting in my room. I had to get it dealt with, and right now, this seemed like the easiest solution.

I also still had that $12,000 figure glowing in my mind: the money that my sister was making each month. The thought of even having a third of that… money like that would be life-changing. I could move out. I could start saving for a rental property, which I could manage. I could get some serious investments going. I could afford to go to college. I could chase one of my dreams. Maybe there was hope for me after all.

But I will tell you that I felt very stupid once I was back in that lingerie, back in that wig, now with my smooth legs stretched out. I took a number of snaps, still avoiding my face. A bit of Photoshop was necessary to blend out the seams of those flesh-coloured bra pads. But by noon, I had four new pictures on Twitter.

But no new activity.

Again, I went to bed feeling defeated, feeling like the $12 was some sort of fluke, or maybe some way OnlyFans gets a new user’s hopes up.

But in the morning, there was a new $15. I was now at $27/month. I froze for a moment, and then I bounced up and down, excited—until I saw the frustrated comments: “This is it? This is what I paid for?”

“Are you going to take it off, or not?”

“Show something. What am I getting here that I’m not getting on Twitter?”

Okay, so I was providing shitty content. But the money was real, and I could see how this could be profitable. I just had to treat it like a job. I had to approach it like a business: determined weak points and spend each day addressing them.

So that day, I worked on creating some more ‘lewd’ content that I wouldn’t post to Twitter uncensored. I’m guessing you want to know what I posted, and it’s not something I’m proud of (and it wasn’t easy to get the pictures without a tripod). Okay, okay, I’ll tell you: I took pictures of my backside, with me bent over, butt cheeks spread open. I used my hand to cover my crotch. The pictures looked… fine. I mean—I think they looked girly. I didn’t have to do anything in Photoshop. I was fairly certain people would buy it… So I posted it.

I have to admit that my heart was pounding ferociously when I saw that picture—even blurred—on Twitter. I spent the next thirty minutes in Twitter’s settings, making sure my friends wouldn’t be able to find me by addressing the contact list or something.

Then, thirty minutes later, I saw the like. I saw the re-tweet. I saw the comment. I saw the heart-emoji. And then, I saw the email: a new user has signed up for your OnlyFans. It was another $4 subscription: another guy who wanted to see my content, even though it wasn’t good content; it wasn’t anything a guy couldn’t get for free elsewhere on the internet.

Look—I’m not going to pretend like I knew why these guys were so willing to pay for content. I mean—a quick search on Google turns up millions of super-high-quality naked ladies. I’m not here to speculate motives. I don’t think that there was anything special about the few photos that I’d posted.

I was just happy to be earning some cash, and now, I had to figure out how to grow this business.

That box didn’t have a lot for me to work with: a couple pieces of lingerie, a pair of shoes, and that wig (and the vibrator, which I was definitely not going to touch). I knew that I had to go into my sister’s bedroom and raid her closet if I was going to get anything half-decent for my ‘fans’.

My parents came home around 2:00 PM, so I had to work quietly and carefully, creeping into my sister’s bedroom, quickly raiding her closet, and then taking the haul to my room where I would sort through it and make up my outfits.

There was no lock on my bedroom door, but I couldn’t wait for night; I needed daylight to make my pictures look half-decent, so I had to work with my parents just in the other room. I got dressed quietly. I posed in the mirror. I made a makeshift tripod with some books and some double-sided sticky tape.

I hate to tell you, but I feel I have to: I took more pictures of my butthole that afternoon than I could count: me wearing different dresses and skirts, with my sisters panties hiding my crotch.

That evening, I uploaded about forty pictures of my little butthole onto Twitter and OnlyFans. Yes, I was embarrassed, but the thrill of seeing likes, retweets—and even the odd OnlyFans subscriber made it all worthwhile. No, I was nowhere near being able to pay off that government bill—but I felt some hope.
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I know that you think I’m some sort of hypocrite, and maybe you’re right; a couple days earlier, I was seconds away from telling my mom everything that I found out about my sister; now, I was spreading my butt cheeks for a tiny fraction of what my sister was making—and I was just justifying it as a means to an end.

I definitely was a hypocrite. My morals had dissolved seemingly instantly. I wasn’t thinking about repercussions. I assumed that I was safe between not showing my face and using a fake name.

And it was hard to think of any of those negative repercussions when I saw that the income was still rolling in: a few new subscribers every morning that I checked in.

In fact, all of my frustration and anger towards my sister turned into jealousy and curiosity. I hate to even admit this to you but I found myself logged into her account (using her email and password), and I did some research, collecting data, seeing what was working for her, and what I could potentially reproduce.

One photo that people really seemed to like was a picture of my sister’s face covered in thick, white cum. I don’t think it was real—probably just some mixture of baking soda and flour and corn syrup… at least that’s what I told myself.

I made my own mixture in the kitchen while my parents were out in the yard, working on the garden. I snuck that mixture back up to my room, and that’s when I realized it was time to figure out my makeup.

As much as I hated to admit it, I had to face the reality that I needed to master the art of makeup to elevate my whole persona.

I glanced over at my bedroom door, which I'd locked just in case. My parents were in the living room, watching some TV show, and I needed to be super quiet. My heart raced at the thought of getting caught, but I had to do this if I wanted to get to the next level. If I just sat around waiting for those few moments that I was home alone, it would take years to get any decent progress.

I tiptoed to Lizzy's room and opened her makeup drawer, searching for anything that could help me. I grabbed foundation, concealer, mascara, eyeliner, and some lip gloss, then scurried back to my room as quietly as possible.

Back in my room, I spread out the makeup on my desk and took a deep breath. This was uncharted territory for me, and I was feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. I stared at the makeup for a moment, wondering where to even start.

"Alright, Grant, you got this," I muttered to myself, trying to pump myself up. “Let’s make you into a hot chick.”

I picked up the foundation and began to apply it to my face, using my fingers as a makeshift brush. It felt a little weird, but I was doing my best to blend it in. I followed up with the concealer, dabbing it under my eyes and on any blemishes I could find.

I glanced over at the door every few seconds, my heart pounding, making sure my parents hadn't caught on to my little secret experiment. The tension in the room was thick.

Next up was the eyeliner. I'd seen Lizzy apply it a thousand times, so it couldn't be that hard, right? I held my breath, steadying my hand as I attempted to draw a straight line across my upper lash line. It wasn't perfect, but it was a start.

I moved on to the mascara, carefully coating my lashes and trying not to poke myself in the eye. Finally, I applied the lip gloss, which felt a little strange but also kind of cool.
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I stepped back to examine my handiwork in the mirror. I couldn't believe it was actually me staring back. I looked... different, but not half bad for my first attempt. Maybe I could pull this off after all.

As I admired my new look, I suddenly heard footsteps approaching my door. Panic set in, and I quickly wiped off as much makeup as I could with a tissue. I held my breath, waiting for the inevitable knock, but it never came. The footsteps retreated, and I let out a massive sigh of relief. That was way too close for comfort.

Feeling a little more confident, I decided to give it another shot. I mean, what did I have to lose at this point, right? I carefully reapplied the foundation and concealer, this time taking my time to blend it more smoothly. I could feel my heart racing in my chest as I started to get the hang of it.

Next, I picked up the eyeliner again. My hand was steadier this time, and I managed to draw a neater, more precise line. It wasn't perfect, but it was definitely an improvement. I could feel a spark of pride beginning to ignite within me.
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The mascara was easier this time around, too. With the experience from my first attempt, I was a little more comfortable applying it. I carefully coated each individual lash, trying not to blink too much and ruin my work.

Now for the lip gloss. I hesitated for a moment, considering whether or not I should even bother. But, I figured I'd come this far, so I might as well go all in. I applied it as evenly as I could, taking extra care to stay within the lines of my lips.

As I took a step back to reevaluate my progress, I was shocked by the reflection staring back at me. I looked... good. Like, really good. The makeup had transformed me into a completely different person. I felt a little thrill at the thought that I was actually kind of cute like this. It was such a strange sensation, and I couldn't help but stare at my reflection for a moment longer.

But as quickly as the thought came, I pushed it away. I couldn't afford to get too attached to this new look, especially with the risk of getting caught. My parents were just in the other room, and if they found out what I was doing, I'd be toast. I needed to keep a level head and focus on my goal: making money.

This was just for business—nothing else.

I had to get the picture that I set out to get. Carefully, I dripped that cum-mixture onto my face in big, fat globs. It was terribly chalky tasting (I got a bit on my lips), but it looked legitimate enough.

I spent twenty minutes getting the perfect shot of me making a moaning face as the thick goo crept down my skin like molasses.

Once happy, I knew it was time to clean up—and clean up fast.

So, with my heart pounding in my chest, I started to clean off the makeup as quickly and quietly as possible. The adrenaline was pumping through my veins, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and fear for what lay ahead.

As I put away the makeup, I took a deep breath to calm my nerves. I knew that this was just the beginning of something wild. I had no idea where any of this would take me—but I knew that the money was going to get better and better.

I was smirking as I thought about the financial potential.

I glanced at the clock on my wall and realized that I had been in my room for almost an hour. Time had flown by as I got lost in the world of makeup and self-discovery. I knew I needed to wrap things up before my parents started to wonder what I was up to.

As I finished putting away the last of the makeup, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of accomplishment. I kept looking at those pictures; I really looked like a girl. And yes—I know what you’re thinking and it’s true: I looked exactly like my sister. It’s not like I was lusting over myself. But I could see why guys might get excited. I had my sister’s cat-eyes. I had the same plump, glossy lips.

And I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

When I woke up the next morning, I saw the comment. “Wait—are you Luscious Lizzy? Is this your alt-account?”

My heart fell into my stomach. I suddenly considered the possibility that this same guy had messaged Lizzy on her account to ask the same question. ‘Do you know about this person who looks just like you?’ My God—if Lizzy found out what I was doing!

I scrambled to my settings account, fully determined to deactivate before it was too late. But that’s when I noticed that I’d surged up beyond $150/month overnight. I paused—my hands turning cold. Shutting that account down was not so simple; I couldn’t just let that potential income vanish because I was afraid.

I just had to take more precautions. “I’m not her,” I said to the guy in a reply. “But I guess I do look a bit like her!” And next, I deleted all of my photos where my bedroom was visible, where our basement was visible—so most of my pictures. I scrubbed my Twitter and my OnlyFans, and got to work on making content that was less damning.

This process involved going to the thrift store, buying a big pink cloth that I could hang up as a backdrop. I also found a big, thick makeup book in the used book section, and it had pictures of different styles. If I was going to do this, I needed to look different; I couldn’t look exactly like my sister.

I picked up a few other things too: a little red dress, and then I found a super tight black latex bodysuit, and a black collar accessory. But before leaving, I saw something weird, something I’d never seen before. I stopped and stared at it; it was behind the counter, wrapped in plastic. It looked like a latex Halloween costume: skin coloured, tight, and realistic: it was a women’s torso.

“You want help with something?” asked the young man working at the store.

“What is that?”

He turned to look at it. “It’s for transgender people.”

“But what is it?”

“It’s a chest. I guess you just put it on; I don’t know. It’s the first one we’ve ever gotten here. I had to look it up to price it; the things cost, like, four-hundred bucks new.”

I saw that it was selling for $40. “I’ll take it.”

He paused. He eyed me for a moment, as if I was some sort of pervert, as if I was planning to lay it on my bed and jerk off onto the realistic tits. Well—I didn’t care what he thought; there was too much potential in the thing; I could look like a real girl. I could make so much cash with that thing!

He took it down and handed it to me without saying a word. He looked me up and down again, and then he backed away. Oh well—I didn’t know him, and I had money to make: a lot more money than he was making at that store.

Heart pounding, I took the weird chest thing home. It occurred to me as I stepped into my room that it might not even fit, but I was determined to make it work. Getting into it wasn’t easy; the latex material stuck to my skin. Once I had it half on, I was terrified I would have to cut it off of my body to remove it.

But I kept wriggling and squirming, until it was on my chest. The tightness of it made the seams almost invisible. “Whoa,” I said, bouncing up and down, watching as those fake boobs bounced in the mirror.

I caught myself giggling. The sight of the bouncing tits was odd… but not as odd as the feeling: that jiggling weight on my chest. I swayed from side to side. “Holy shit,” I said as my mind filled with potential.

I tried to take it off, but it was really stuck on me. After five minutes of squirming, I realized I could get it off—but it would take a good amount of time, and since I wanted to get new pictures, there was no sense in taking it off just to have to put it on again…

So off to work I went: slipping into that black latex outfit, putting on that blonde wig with the straight-cut bangs. I gathered my stolen makeup supplies and got to work: concealer, mascara, lip gloss, blush, eyebrow filler, eyeliner—the works. I had that book open and I was copying a style. Making an eyeshadow gradient was hard, but the effect was well worth the effort. I grinned as I looked into the mirror.

Then I practised posing, spending fifteen minutes working on my posture before I even thought about taking out the camera. I found out quickly that I looked cute when I giggled.

Then, with the sun beginning to set (knowing I would soon lose my daylight), I started the photoshoot, using my DIY tripod to hold up my phone as the timer took a photo every ten seconds (an app I downloaded, which was free). I was on my bed, posing as if I was about to be on the cover of Playboy.

It was actually kind of fun, in a silly way, especially when I folded down the black latex top to reveal my realistic-looking breasts. I purred and moaned at the camera. I winked and grinned. I turned around and gave the camera something I knew that I could pull off: a spread-open butthole shot.

I felt so naughty, so dangerous—and so excited. I knew this was dangerous territory, but I couldn’t help myself; I was having fun. And it was satisfying fun whenever I heard my email ding, letting me know a new person had stumbled onto my account.

I was growing. Soon, I would have a good gig and a decent secret income, just like my sister.


CHAPTER 6
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My sister was working hard on vacation. I checked on on that Twitter, seeing new photo sets being posted every day: bikini photoshoots down on the beach, and sensual shoots in her expensive resort room.
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There was one photo of my sister that caught my attention: an old photo that she was now posting, maybe just to keep up with her publishing schedule. I knew it was old because it was taken in her bedroom.
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In the photo, she was wearing a deep red lingerie one-piece, cut deep down the chest, showing off all of her cleavage. No, I wasn’t looking at my sister’s cleavage, or any part of her body for that matter. I was looking at her ensemble, and now, I was wondering what it would look like on me—and how it would feel. My God, that fabric looked so soft, so lightweight—the way it just gently hung off of her erect nipples. I wanted to know what that felt like.

And, as fate would have it, while snooping around Lizzy’s bedroom, I found a secret stash of outfits. In her closet was a loose baseboard. I pulled that baseboard down and saw that there was a hole: a gap between the drywall and the floor, and in that hole I could see a box. I reached in and pulled it out; it was long and flat, but heavy. I pulled off the lid and gasped at the sight of dozens of lingerie outfits, all neatly stacked and pressed down.

That got me wondering if there were more hidden treasures in that room—and there were; on the other side of the closet was another loose baseboard: another box, this one filled with dildos of various sizes.

I blushed and tucked that box back.

Next, I discovered a box filled with Polaroids: shots of my sister, presumably taken by Collin. In some, she was dressed, in some, she was in her undies, and in some, she was naked and engaging in sexual acts.
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I took pause when I saw a picture of her in a pink floral two piece that was cut in a very unique way. Again, it looked so soft, and it framed her so well; I wanted to find that outfit.

And I did find it, in the hidden compartment of a suitcase that was tucked into her closet.

Yes, I was snooping; I spent hours in my sister’s room, finding all of her secret toys and outfits. She had many secrets, many hidden gems. But the real breakthrough was when I found the camera: a Sony camera, which was apparently worth three-grand (I looked it up after finding it). With it was a small tripod, and a ring-light. It was all tucked into a box that was underneath her dresser.

There were photos on that camera: things no brother wants to see. I groaned at the sight of my sister pissing on herself in our family bathtub.

I ejected the SD card; I wasn’t going to delete her pictures. A new SD card at the drug store was $15, so I made a quick trip there and back. Now, I had some tools to make better content.

First came the makeup, then the wig, then came the outfits. It was a long, tiring day; it really did feel like a job after a while: changing outfits, fixing my makeup, analyzing photos.

I got about two dozen good shots of me in my sister’s outfits. I felt a bit silly, as usual, but I tingled with excitement when I looked at the photos and saw that they were convincing…

At least I thought that they were convincing.

There was one fan on my OnlyFans page that didn’t seem to agree. “I know you’re a trap,” he said. I had to look up the term to see that it meant a boy pretending to be a girl to trick boys online.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I replied, heart fluttering. I found myself looking through my photos, trying to figure out how he could tell.

“I have a good eye for these things,” he said back, quite quickly. “It’s okay. I like it. I’ll pay you $100 for a jerk-off video.”

My heart skipped a beat. A nausea swelled in my stomach, and I began to feel faint. I ignored the message, going on with my business (I had lots of posting to do on Twitter, which involved coming up with lots of hashtags and whatnot). But the man was persistent. “$150 if you can get it to me today. Cum on yourself. If it’s good I might even leave a tip.”

My heart sputtered again. A coppery taste filled my mouth; I didn’t want to make the content… but it was hard to turn down the cash.

$150 was about what I would make working two eight-hour shifts at some minimum wage job—and now, I could make it in ten minutes.

With trembling hands, I set up the camera. I took a deep breath. I could feel the sweat forming on the back of my neck. “You can do this,” I whispered to myself.

I had the sheet set up behind the bed. I took one last deep breath and pressed the record button. Now, I was climbing onto the bed.

I wanted that cash…

I looked into the lens, feeling like ten thousand people were watching me, feeling like my mother was watching me, feeling like my grandparents were watching me, feeling like all of my friends were watching me. Oh God, it was an awful feeling! But I had to force a smile; I had to make the content good, or I wouldn’t get a dime.

I started by touching myself: rubbing my sides, teasing my little satin outfit. I pulled up that tiny skirt, showing my tiny panties. My heart fluttered once more, sending a faint sensation rushing through my body. I was tempted to jump to my feet and turn off the camera—but I’d already come this far.

I pushed my hand down between my thighs and began to rub myself. I moaned: a fake sound. Now, I knew that if I could just speed up the process, this would all be over with soon enough.

I rubbed and rubbed until I felt a tingling: arousal. I moaned again, now using my thumb and pointer finger to stroke the length of my bulge, which was now stretching out my little panties.

“That feels so good,” I whispered in my girly voice; my heart jumped again—maybe I was being too brave now; it was better that I remained silent.

Next, I gently folded the panties down, letting the cock out. I forced a smile at the camera, and I continued stroking myself, gently pulling my foreskin back, squeezing hard to make my tip bulge, red.

I paused to get undressed; I figured full nudity was probably what this person wanted, and my breast-form was so tight that the seams were hiding themselves by stretching thin. I knew that if I looked ridiculous in the end product, I could just choose not to send the video; I had control over this situation still.

I grabbed my cock and began to stroke: up and down with a tight fist. It was dry, and there was no lube nearby, so I spat onto the tip of my erection and spread the saliva down. I looked back at the camera and grinned, trying hard to stay in character. I bit my lip.

It started feeling pretty nice—and I could see myself in the flipped monitor of the camera: I looked kind go hot for a girl with a hard cock. I almost caught myself giggling. I tightened my grip. I stroked harder and harder.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

Then, I heard my parents coming in; they were home early, now filtering into the living room. There was a good chance that they were going to come in and check on me… but I couldn’t stop; I was so close to finishing that video.

I gripped tighter and pumped faster. I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes. “C’mon,” I whispered, massaging my tip hard. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I heard footsteps coming down the hallway now. I was playing with fire—but I was so, so close.

I took a deep breath. I leaned back. I prayed for privacy and then I felt it happening: a surge of euphoria tingling in my loins. I let out a sharp gasp, and then I felt the warm splash against my face; I was cumming: shooting warm cream hard, into my own visage.

I turned my face away, but it was too late; I’d already made a mess of myself, and now my cock was blasting onto my chest.

The warm goo trickled down my breast form and my abs. One last hard blast followed a few soft ones, and then I came back to reality—and realized being caught by my parents would be damn-near the end of the world, so I sprung to my feet and rushed to the door—just in time.

My dad turned the door handle, but I stopped it from opening. “Grant?” he said.

“Yeah?” I called back, trying to act casual—but my voice was trembling.

“Are you okay in there?”

“I’m just getting dressed to go out with my friends,” I said. “I’m, uh, naked.”

“Okay,” he said. “Just wanted to check in on you.”

It was too close. I was so shocked that I had to lower myself to my knees, so I wouldn’t faint. My forehead was hot. I felt sick. It was two minutes before I remembered that I was recording, so I rushed over to the camera and stopped the tape.

I had what I needed.

I edited out the embarrassing final few minutes and sent the man what he asked for. He sent the money: $150 and a $20 tip. “Hot,” he said. “I came twice watching it.” And it was weird to think that a man was getting off to a video of me: ejaculating while looking at me… it was a new sensation.


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]


Life had taken a wild turn in just a few short days. My little side hustle was starting to gain traction, and I couldn't believe it. Every day, I found myself checking my account and watching those numbers grow. It was thrilling, almost intoxicating, to see the fruits of my labor paying off so quickly.

I understood Lizzy now. I totally got why she was doing this.

I'd received my first payout a few days earlier, and it was a pretty sweet feeling. It wasn't exactly enough to quit my day job, but it was a start. I decided to treat myself a little, maybe grab that new video game I'd been eyeing for months. After all, I deserved a little reward for my hard work, right?

As I kicked back on my bed, controller in hand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride welling up within me. I'd taken a huge risk, and it was paying off in a big way. But as much as I wanted to bask in the glow of my success, there was a nagging feeling at the back of my mind that wouldn't go away…

Lizzy would be home in a day or two. I knew I had to face her at some point, and I wasn't sure how I was going to continue this venture with her home. I still had to figure out how I was going to get everything back in its right place, so she wouldn’t know what I was doing…

Or would I tell her? I always told her everything—and maybe this could be—in a weird way—a way to bond.

Would she be proud of me, or would she think I was just piggybacking on her success? It was a thought that kept me up at night, tossing and turning as I tried to figure out what to say.

No—I couldn’t tell her; it would be too humiliating. I didn’t want her thinking that I was some pathetic, desperate loser.

But for now, I pushed those thoughts to the back of my mind and focused on the game I wanted to buy; I deserved a little break, a little moment of peace before the storm that was undoubtedly brewing on the horizon.

As I continued to play, my phone buzzed with a new notification. Another message on my OnlyFans account. My heart skipped a beat as I reached for it, eager to see what my fans had to say. Most of the messages I'd received so far had been encouraging, supportive, and downright flattering. It was a nice change of pace from the judgmental glares and whispers I'd experienced in my everyday life.

But as I opened the message, my gut clenched in fear. The words on the screen seemed to mock me, taunting me with the knowledge that my secret was no longer safe.

"Hey, I didn't know Luscious Lizzy had a twin! You two look so much alike! Are you guys going to do a collaboration!?”

My heart raced as I read the message over and over again, trying to figure out what to do. How could someone have figured it out so quickly? Was Lizzy really popular enough that she was known by all of the horny folk on the internet? Had I been too careless, too obvious in my attempts to emulate my sister's success?

I shouldn’t have used the same hashtags. I should have put more effort into looking different. I shouldn’t have used her clothes or copied her makeup styles. Oh God, what was I thinking!?

Panic set in as I realized that my perfect little world was about to come crashing down. If he was messaging me, he was probably messaging her too…

I had no choice but to face the music and come clean to my sister. But how would she react? Would she be angry, or would she understand that I was just trying to find my own way?

As I stared at the message on my screen, I knew one thing for sure: my life was about to get a whole lot more complicated.

“Grant!” my mom called out.

“What is it?” I managed to say after a moment of shaking off my shock.

“I need you to go and pick your sister up from the airport tomorrow morning. I got called into work. You can take dad’s truck.”

I could taste that coppery taste again on my tongue.

I got another message around 2:00 AM, on OnlyFans, from a new fan: “Are you Lizzy’s sister? Please do a collaboration. I would pay big money to see you sucking her fat nipples.”

I shuddered at the thought of being sexual with my sister; it was never going to happen.

And then I shuddered even harder at the thought of one of these guys sending Lizzy a link to my page, with the question, ‘Is this your sister!?’

And I knew that Collin was helping to manage her ‘career’, so Collin would probably see those pictures as well: me in lingerie and makeup.

My heart raced as I processed my mom's request. The thought of being the one to pick Lizzy up from the airport filled me with anxiety. It was like the universe was conspiring against me, forcing me to face my sister head-on…

"Uh, sure, Mom," I stammered, trying to keep my voice steady. "No problem."

As I lay in bed that night, sleep eluded me. My mind raced with thoughts of the impending confrontation with my sister. What would I say? How would I explain everything? And what if she hated me for it?

Or worse, what if she was just downright humiliated at the thought of me seeing her OnlyFans content? I didn’t want to make her feel awkward and humiliated. I mean, sure, I was upset with her for keeping a big secret from me for so long… but I didn’t want her feeling like she had no privacy at all.

The alarm blared the next morning, jolting me out of my fitful sleep. My stomach churned with nerves as I got dressed, my hands shaking as I laced up my shoes. This was it: the moment of truth.

The drive to the airport was a blur. My mind was consumed with a mix of fear and dread, knowing that there was no turning back now. As I pulled into the arrivals area, I spotted Lizzy's familiar face in the crowd, her eyes scanning for me.

When she saw me, she smiled. She skipped over to me casually. I nearly fainted, but she didn’t look like she was onto me; she wasn’t carrying an awkwardness with her, and she wasn’t refusing to look in my eyes.

Instead, she just seemed… normal. She hugged me. “Thanks so much for waking up so early to pick me up,” she said. “You’re a lifesaver.”

“Where’s Collin?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“He was invited to some film festival in Venice, so he got on a flight last night,” she said, turning and looking towards the luggage belt. “So I flew home alone. Anyway—how have things been here?”

We chatted for a bit, and I tried to determine if she knew anything. She was just being too casual—there was no way that she knew… but it still seemed like it was just a matter of time before some stranger on the internet gave me away. I knew that I had to tell her before she found out in another way.

But mustering up that confession was damn-near impossible.

As we pulled away from the airport, the tension in the truck was palpable. I could feel the weight of the secret I was carrying, the words I needed to say burning a hole in my chest.

The drive home felt like an eternity, each passing mile marker a countdown to the inevitable conversation that loomed before us. I knew that I couldn't keep this from her any longer, but the fear of her reaction was paralyzing. What if she never forgave me? What if this was the end of our relationship as we knew it?

“Mind pulling over?” she said as we neared a gas station. “I want to get a drink. And I kind of have to use the bathroom.”

“Sure,” I said.

She went in and I waited in the car. A few minutes passed. I decided to check in on my messages, to see if any fans were ratting me out. Then, I realized I’d left my Twitter app open; thank goodness I hadn’t checked my phone while Lizzy was in the car, because her profile was open on my app—and now, it was showing a new post, posted 10 seconds ago: Lizzy in the gas station bathroom, flashing her tits and pinching one of her nipples. It already had a dozen likes.

I saw her coming now, so I stashed the phone away, turning red all over.

“Get what you need?” I asked.

“Yep,” she smiled.

We continued home. Lizzy made small talk, oblivious to what I knew about her, and oblivious to what I’d been doing on the side.

My heart thudded in my chest as I helped Lizzy unload her luggage from the truck. The weight of the secret I was carrying felt heavier than ever, and I knew that I couldn't keep it from her any longer. But before I could muster the courage to say anything, my phone buzzed in my pocket.

A notification from my Twitter account appeared on the screen. My stomach dropped as I read the message from a user: "Hey, didn't know you liked to play dress-up. That's cool, man. Looks like you’re trying to cash in on your sister’s whorish success, though. Pretty pathetic.”

My heart raced as I realized who the user was: my so-called friend, Tyler. How had he found out about my account? And why was he trying to expose me like this?

I mean—I assumed we were friends; we hung out every few weeks, played video games together, and I helped him get through high-school by doing his homework for him.

As I stared at the message, my mind raced with thoughts of how to handle the situation. Should I confront Tyler? Or should I come clean to Lizzy before he had the chance to spill the beans?

Before I could make a decision, another notification popped up on my phone. It was a screenshot of a post Tyler had just made on social media, exposing my secret to the world. The image showed me dressed as my online persona, complete with makeup and a wig. The caption read, "Looks like Grant's been taking notes from his sister. Guess he couldn't resist the easy money, huh?" There were pictures of Lizzy too, blurred, of her in sexual situations. There was a blurred photo of me showing my butthole. Those photos were being shown to thousands of people now: friends and relatives.

I felt the blood drain from my face as I realized that my worst nightmare had just come true. My secret was out, and there was nothing I could do to take it back.

Lizzy was smiling. “You okay, Grant?” she asked with her giggly, casual tone.

As I stood there in shock, Lizzy looked over my shoulder and saw the post. Her eyes widened, and she gasped. "Grant, w—what is this?"

I couldn't find the words to explain, my throat dry and my heart pounding in my ears. "I... I can explain, Lizzy. I just-"

But before I could finish, my mom stormed out of the house, her face a mix of anger and disappointment. “Pack your things and leave," she said coldly. "I won't have this kind of behaviour in my house. You—You’re sinners!” I guess Tyler was working hard to ruin my life, for reasons I just couldn’t understand.

I felt my heart shatter in my chest as I realized that my life was falling apart around me. My secret was out, my friend had betrayed me, and now my mom was kicking me out of the house. It felt like everything was crashing down around me, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

As I numbly packed my belongings, Lizzy watched me from the doorway, her expression unreadable. I felt a deep sense of shame and embarrassment, knowing that she had seen the real me and that I had let her down.

My mom pulled Lizzy inside, leaving me outside alone. They spoke for a long time, and then I looked up and saw Lizzy in her bedroom. She looked at me sadly, and then closed the curtains.

A moment later, my mom was back. “You’re out,” she said. “Live on the streets for all I care. You’ve brought so much shame to this family. You—You’re not my son!”

I was shattered, confused, sick. “What about Lizzy?” I asked with a faint voice.

“She’s going to be grounded for a long, long time.”

“But… we did the same thing,” I said, humiliated beyond belief.

“It’s different,” she said. “You’re both sinners. But you—your sin was especially vile. I can’t even look at you. Get out of here!” She was beginning to cry, and I was just stunned, thinking that I was living in some sort of nightmare simulation. Why was this happening?

As I picked up the last of my things and headed for the door, Lizzy finally spoke up from the window. "Grant, wait."

I stopped in my tracks, my heart aching as I looked back at her. "What?"

“I’m going with you.”

I blinked back tears, touched by her words. "But I have nowhere to go."

Lizzy took a deep breath and said, “You’ll live with me. We can get a place together, and we can start fresh. No judgment, no questions asked."

As I looked into her eyes, I saw genuine compassion and understanding. She didn't hate me for what I had done; she wanted to help me.

We still had that twin bond, no matter what happened.

My mom overheard the conversation and had enough; Lizzy was kicked out. My mom was hysteric, screaming, crying, breaking things. We spent five minutes gathering our things and then we left for a hotel.


CHAPTER 8
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The hotel room was small and cramped, but it was a temporary refuge for both Lizzy and me as we tried to come to terms with the reality of being kicked out of our childhood home. We sat on the edge of the beds, facing each other, an unspoken tension filling the air between us.

Taking a deep breath, I decided to break the silence. "I need to tell you something."

She looked at me with concern, sensing the gravity of my words. "What is it?"

"I…" I hesitated, unsure of how to begin. "You know about the... stuff I've been doing online. I want you to know that it wasn't to take advantage of your success or to copy you. I was just... desperate."

Lizzy's gaze softened, and she nodded for me to continue.

"When I found out about your account and how much money you were making, I couldn't believe it. I was struggling to find a job, and then that tax bill came, and I just... I didn't know what else to do. I didn't think anyone would find out, but then Tyler..."

I trailed off, my voice cracking with emotion. Lizzy reached out and took my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"It's okay," she said gently. "I understand why you did it. I'm not mad at you. I just wish you had talked to me about it first.”

I looked up at her, tears brimming in my eyes. "I was just so ashamed. I didn't want you to think less of me."

She shook her head. "I could never think less of you, Grant. You're my twin, my other half. We've been through so much together, and I know how hard things have been for you lately. Besides—I can’t even blame you; the money is good, and I saw a few of those pictures that you were posting… You looked really good.” She smiled.

I turned white. “You—You saw the pictures?”

“Yeah, a fan sent me the link a few days ago.” She giggled. “I thought you looked kind of cute. I wasn’t going to say anything because I didn’t want to embarrass you.”

It took a moment to process what she was telling me. My heart stammered and then I gathered my composure.

I wiped my eyes and took a shaky breath. "How did you end up doing it? The whole... online thing?"

She sighed and looked away for a moment, as if gathering her thoughts. "It started when I was at college. Money was tight, and I was struggling to make ends meet. I had a friend who was doing it, and she told me how easy it was to make money. I was hesitant at first, but eventually, I gave in. It wasn't ideal, but it paid the bills."

She met my gaze again, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and determination. "But I never wanted you to find out. I didn't want you to think that I was just... selling myself for money."

I squeezed her hand in return, my heart aching for her. "I don't think that. I know you did what you had to do, just like I did. We were both just trying to survive."

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of our shared secrets hanging in the air between us. But as we sat there, hand in hand, I could feel a renewed sense of connection between us, a bond that could withstand even the harshest of judgments.

Finally, Lizzy spoke up again. "So, what do we do now?"

“Can we live with Collin?”

She looked down. “Collin cheated on me while we were on vacation. I walked in on him with a man.”

“A man?” I said.

She nodded. “And he was taking it… It was—It was a bad thing to see. So I told him I wanted to split; he caught a flight home shortly after that. So… I’m not with Collin anymore.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s not your fault,” she giggled. “Besides, Collin wasn’t really my dream guy; I mean—he was cool at first, but he was always just off in his own world.”

I thought for a moment, considering our options. "Well, we need to find a place to live. And we need to figure out how to make ends meet.”

She nodded in agreement. “We can make some content together.”

“Ew!” I said.

“Not like that!” she snapped, and then she laughed. “I just mean, you can help set up the lights and camera for me, and I’ll do the same for you. It’s just business, Grant.” She grinned, blushing.

“I don’t want my sister to see me like that,” I said, turning my face away.

“And I don’t want my brother seeing me like that,” she said. “But money is money, and the money is good. I can take a long warm bath while you shoot, and you can go take a swim in the pool while I shoot. I saw the pool from the lobby; I think there was a sign that said it was heated.”

“That sounds nice,” I blushed.

Was it a happy ending for us? Well—I guess that depends on your definition of a happy ending. We’d been disowned by our parents, and now, all of our friends knew what we were doing, and that meant losing a lot of friends. We were homeless—at least until we could find a place (luckily, my sister had a ton of cash saved up, so staying in a hotel for a while wasn’t a problem).

But there was tons of hope for us on the horizon. Lizzy was still making over $12,000 a month, and I was about to crack $1,000—and growing fast. Financially, we had nothing to worry about. We both knew that we would find new friends: people who accepted our lifestyle.

It was a happy ending in the most important aspect, at least for me: after two years of slowly drifting apart, I had the most important person in my life back: my twin sister. Our twin bond had been reconnected, and we no longer had any secrets driving a wedge between us. No love is stronger than the love between twins—and now I felt confident that we would never lose that.
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One Year Later…

It's incredible how much can change in just one year. Not too long ago, Lizzy and I were left scrambling for a new start, having been kicked out of our childhood home. Our secrets had been uncovered, and it felt like our lives were in shambles. But now, things are so different that it's hard to believe we were ever in that situation.

We both decided to continue our OnlyFans ventures, refusing to let the judgment of others control our lives. We knew there would be people who wouldn't understand or accept what we were doing, but we chose to focus on our own happiness and success. As it turned out, our determination and hard work paid off.

Now, we're living in a beautiful house in a great neighbourhood. Thanks to our online success, we've managed to pay off half of the mortgage already, a feat that would have been impossible without our OnlyFans careers. It's a testament to how far we've come and the strength we've found in each other.

Lizzy has started seeing someone new, a genuinely nice guy that I think the world of. He knows about her past and doesn't judge her for it, which is more than I could have ever hoped for. He's kind, understanding, and treats her with the love and respect she deserves. Seeing my sister happy and in a healthy relationship fills me with a sense of pride and joy, knowing that we've overcome so many obstacles together.

As for me, I've started dating a girl I met through OnlyFans. We connected instantly, sharing a unique understanding of the world we'd both chosen to be a part of. We've done a few collaboration shoots together, and the chemistry between us is undeniable. She's incredibly supportive of my online persona and embraces all aspects of who I am.

She even likes it when I dress up as a girl, so sometimes I'll indulge her, even when we're not creating content for our accounts. It's a side of myself that I've learned to embrace, and I'm grateful for the acceptance I've found in her. We've built a strong, loving relationship based on trust and mutual respect, and I couldn't be happier. Though I am still getting used to date night, watching a movie on the couch while wearing her lingerie. The soft fabrics are very nice though—I can see myself really getting used to them.

Though our lives may not be perfect, and we may not talk to our parents anymore, we've built something that we can be proud of. Together, Lizzy and I weathered the storm and came out stronger on the other side. We've learned so much about ourselves and each other, and our bond as twins has only grown stronger.

We've also made new friends along the way, forging connections with people who understand and accept us for who we are. Our social circle is filled with genuine, supportive individuals who've become like a second family to us. Some of them make OnlyFans content; we’ve even done some collaborations with a few of them. My new girlfriend watched me with a smile as Thick Theron held me down and took my anal virginity. It was a weird feeling, being dominated and penetrated—but that video brought in so many new fans—and Thick Theron turned out to be one of the nicest guys I’ve ever met; we get beers and wings every Thursday now.

In the end, it's our unbreakable bond as twins that has carried us through the toughest of times. We've learned that we can face any challenge, as long as we have each other. And while our journey hasn't been an easy one, it's been filled with personal growth and discovery, shaping us into the people we are today.

I know that we'll always have each other's backs, no matter what the future holds.

Through it all, Lizzy and I have emerged stronger, wiser, and more resilient than ever before. And with our unshakable bond and unwavering determination, there's nothing we can't overcome together.

THE END
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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


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM
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PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT
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CREATING SISSIES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING TH JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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