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STARLET

Maggie is at the peak of her Hollywood career, acting in the biggest blockbusters, dating the hottest celebrities, attending the biggest events. Her twin brother, Devon, is just where he was ten years ago: unnoticed, unpopular, and unemployed.

So when Devon gets the opportunity to house sit for his super-famous twin sister while she’s out of the country on a secretive film shoot, he can’t help but wonder what it would be like to be her for a day.


CHAPTER I

I was honestly surprised when my twin sister agreed to meet with me at all. I hadn’t seen her in almost five years, since I called her a bitch for not giving me a hand-out after I asked so nicely. I wasn’t in the best place back then—drinking heavily, still envious of her popularity in high school, of her mega success since… At least that’s what my therapist convinced me: that I drank because of her.

But I’d come a long way in five years. I think the lack of communication with her helped me realize that I should take responsibility for my own life, and not try to blame others or compare my life to others, even when the other in question is my wildly successful biological twin.

Though I still think she should have at least helped me out—maybe not given me the money, but she could have recognized that I was going through a tough time and offered to help somehow—maybe pay off some of my debt, find me a better apartment, anything really. Instead, she just rolled her eyes the second I asked for money, and then she told me she would consider it once I had my life sorted out. Back then I could only think, how the hell can I get my life sorted out with all of this debt?

Well, somehow I managed, though the debt was mostly still there, and I still had the occasional drink. But I was sure that I was in a better place, and I was sure that she was going to see it once we met up for the first time in five years. And I was sure she was going to give me some money—just ten or twenty thousand dollars. To her, it was pennies.

She was late for our rendezvous. Her security was there on time, standing at the restaurant entrance, ready to pat me down. She had a whole security team that followed her around the world, ever since that crazed fan ran at her with a knife. His plan was to kill her and then himself, so he could spend eternity with her in the afterlife. He got fifteen years in prison.

The pat down seemed unnecessary. I was her twin brother for crying out loud. I should have been the one patting down those security guys. They brought me over to a little table in the back corner of the restaurant. Her security sat at the two nearest tables, with their black suits and dark sunglasses and their earpieces. I rolled my eyes. I’m sure it’s pretty scary to have your life threatened, but it also must be pretty flattering. No one ever tried to kill me so they could spend eternity with me. She could have been a little bit grateful.

Anyway…

She showed up about a half an hour late, after I’d already had four waters and two trips to the bathroom. I had to fight back the urge to roll my eyes at the sight of her. She was all dolled up: her hair professionally curled and styled, her makeup professionally done with dark eyes, her dress sparkling as if she was on her way to the Academy Awards, and maybe she was. Even her red shoes sparkled, like she was wearing props from The Wizard of Oz. She put her purse down on the chair between us and she smiled.

The whole restaurant was looking at us now. I felt like a complete dweeb, like it was high-school all over again. I was wearing my baggy grey hoodie and an old pair of jeans. It was all I had that was clean. “Devon, it’s been so long,” she said.

“Maggie,” I said. “You look… Larger than life. Let’s go with that.”

She laughed. “Thanks. I’m going to a gala tonight, but I need to make a few appearances first. You know how it goes.” I didn’t ‘know how it goes’ but I smiled and nodded anyway. “I was so happy when I got your message. You know I’ve been thinking of you a lot lately,” she continued.

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?” I couldn’t help but notice all of the diamonds shining in my eyes—on her ears, around her wrists, around her neck. The only place there was no diamond was around her ring finger. She’d recently gone through her third divorce. There was still a tan line where the ring should have been.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s just because we’re twins. They say that twins can read each other’s minds, even across the whole world,” she said.

“Do they say that?”

She laughed. Everyone in the place was staring at us, even her security guards. Between that and the sparkling of her diamonds and her dress and her shoes, I was having a hard time remembering what I wanted to ask her. I’d planned out the whole conversation, gone over it fifty times in my head, but now I couldn’t remember anything.

Oh right, I needed some money. I was going to ask for a loan, which I fully intended on paying back, but I secretly hoped she would insist that I don’t bother. I’d read online that she’d made twenty million dollars on her last film, and another fifteen million for a commercial she did for Nike. The Nike Commercial was fifteen seconds long—apparently a two day shoot. Can you imagine? Seven and a half million dollars per day of shooting?

The least she could do is help out her twin brother.

“I was going to call you, and then you called me. How funny is that?” she said. “It’s like we thought of each other at the same time.”

“Well, I tried to call you three weeks ago, but you changed your number. So I had to look up your agency, I called them, was told to call back in three days, when I called back, I got put through to your agent. I left a message with your agent, but after a week, I suspected you weren’t given the message, so I went online and found your manager, got in contact with your manager, put in a message with him, and then a week later, you called me back.”

“I’ve had to increase my security, after the attack,” she said.

“Right.”

“I was inches from death, Devon. You have no idea how scary that is.”

“I’m sure it was pretty scary,” I said. The waiter came by with my fifth water. He asked if I wanted to order anything else, but I wasn’t sure whether I was getting the bill or not. I’d asked earlier how much a Coca Cola cost and was told nine dollars—no way in hell was I paying nine dollars for a Coca Cola.

Maggie ordered herself a thirty-five dollar cocktail. I shuddered at the thought of getting the bill. “So you’re not drinking anymore?” she said to me once the waiter was fetching her drink. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said. I didn’t bother telling her that I was still drinking, just in better moderation.

“Well that’s great. Devon.” She smiled. “Have you found a new job yet?”

I’d found dozens of new jobs since I’d last spoken to her. Now, I was flipping burgers at a fast food joint. I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing fantastic.”

“Maybe you should cut your hair—it would probably look better for employers.”

I forced a smile, though I could feel my face turning red. My hair was getting long, but I couldn’t afford a haircut. Even a ten dollar cut at some lousy barber seemed like a waste of money when I could hardly afford rent.

Her drink came quickly. She had a few sips. She smiled at me, asked one of her security guys for the time, and then said, “Is that really the time? I have an appearance I need to get to. It was nice seeing you, Devon. I hope we can do it again some time—maybe in eight months, when I’m back from Brazil.”

“Wait—you’re leaving already?” I said.

“I wish I could stay longer.”

“Just wait—I need to ask you something.”

She paused, staring at me, waiting for me to get on with it. “Well?” she said.

“I was wondering if I could borrow some money—a loan—to pay off some of my debt. I hate to ask, but it would really help me out, help me get back on my feet.”

She continued to stare at me, that smile gone now. She shook her head in disappointment. “That’s what this is about? After five years, that’s all you wanted to talk to me about?”

“I know you’ve made over thirty-five million dollars already this year. The least you could do is help your twin brother out,” I said. “I owe the government a lot of money, Maggie. If I don’t pay up, they’re going to throw me in jail. I don’t want to go to jail. I promise I’ll pay it back eventually. Not that it would make a difference to you. You probably make fifty thousand bucks a day just in interest. Am I wrong?”

She shook her head again. “I’ll see you around, Devon,” she said, and then she was escorted away with her security posse. Once she was in her limo and gone, the whole restaurant turned to look at me, at the pathetic mess of a human, alone at that corner table, stuck with a thirty-five dollar bill for a single drink that was hardly touched. I didn’t have the thirty-five dollars to pay the bill. My credit cards were maxed out. I had a ten dollar bill in my wallet. How was I going to pay that bill? Was I going to have to run, like some lowlife criminal?

I noticed the purse on the chair next to me. I looked around to make sure no one was looking, and then I peeked inside. In her wallet was a giant wad of one-hundred dollar bills—at least a few thousand dollars. I left one of the bills on the table, and I left with the purse.

I wasn’t planning on stealing the money. Believe it or not, I planned on returning it, with all that money still inside. As much as I needed that money, and as much as she didn’t, I wasn’t about to stoop to that level.


CHAPTER II

I got a call from one of Maggie’s people the next day. “Do you have Maggie’s purse, by chance?” they asked.

“Why isn’t Maggie calling? Who is this?” I asked.

“I work for Maggie.”

“Well, yes, I have her purse. And she can come to my house to get it. She can come—not one of her people.” I looked over at the purse, which was sitting on my kitchen counter. Over the past twenty-four hours, I’d been tempted a few times to go into that purse and fish out some of that money. For dinner that night, I had a craving for Chinese food that I couldn’t afford. That money seemed far too convenient. She would never notice a single missing bill, and a single bill could have paid for a week’s worth of Chinese takeout. But I resisted the urge.

“I can have one of Maggie’s people come get the purse,” said the person.

“No, only Maggie. It’s her purse, she can come get it like a regular person.”

“You know she’s very busy.”

“I don’t care. No one is too busy to act like a regular human being.”

The person sighed and said, “I’ll talk to her about it and get back to you.” I waited for that call back, but it never came. Instead, a few hours later, my buzzer buzzed. “Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s Maggie. Let me up.” I buzzed her up.

She came into my apartment. For once, she was dressed like a regular person, in a hoodie and jeans, with her hair tied into a messy bun. She looked around my apartment and said, “This is where you live? It smells… weird. Why do you live here, of all places?”

I forced a smile. There’s something exceptionally infuriating about a person being so far removed from reality. She may as well have been asking, ‘Why are you poor? Why don’t you just go out and be successful?’ She was just lucky and she didn’t even realize it. She wasn’t even a very good actress—she was just cast in a series of successful movies. Had those movies flopped, or had she not gotten the roles at all, she would be in the same exact scenario I was in. She would know what it was like to live in a crappy apartment, above an aspiring DJ and below an aspiring tap dancer and next to an aspiring chef for an Indian prison. “Do you want your purse back or what?” I said.

“Sure. Thank you.”

I lead her into my kitchen and handed her the purse. She looked around the kitchen with that same apprehensive disgust. “I get it, my place sucks. It’s really not that bad when you get used to the sounds and the smells—and you get used to it quicker than you’d think. Really.”

“You know, if you want, you can stay at my place—just while I’m away for that shoot in Brazil. Maybe you can save some money or whatever.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Get out of this place for a bit. Maybe look for a better job. Oh, but please don’t tell anyone I’m going to Brazil. The director is very secretive and doesn’t like people knowing what he’s doing until his movies are out… You know how it is.”

I didn’t know how it was, but I forced another smile. I hated the pity, but how could I say no to the offer? I knew her house—I’d seen pictures of it online, on a ‘top ten celebrity houses’ list. She had two swimming pools, a home gym, a tennis court, a squash court, a basketball court, everything. It was like her own private resort, and it was going to be mine for eight months. I could tolerate a bit of pity under the circumstances.

“Just, no parties. Maybe no guests at all. It’s nothing personal, I just… I have a lot of expensive art, and I don’t know any of your friends, and—”

“—I get it, no friends. Just me. If you’re serious, I’d be happy to housesit for you while you’re gone. When do you leave?”

“In three hours,” she said. My heart throbbed. I was going to start my eight-month-long vacation in three hours? I had to fight to hide the smile from my face.

“Okay, sounds good. Thanks, sis.”

“No problem, bro.” She smiled. “I should be going. Take good care of that house for me. I’ll see you when I’m back.”

We hugged for the first time since I could remember—maybe since we were little kids. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all. Or maybe I just liked the idea of free stuff so much that I’d forgotten how cold she’d been towards me since becoming a big success.

Regardless, I couldn’t wait to get to her place. As I packed my bag, I was suddenly hyper-aware of all the noise in my building, all of the off-putting smells. How had I lived here for so long? How had these sounds and smells not driven me to the brink of insanity? Maybe they had—maybe I was insane. Maybe, subconsciously, they were part of the reason I drank.

I didn’t have money for a cab, so I had to take the bus to Maggie’s house. To be more specific, I had to take four busses, and even after four busses, I still had to walk forty-five minutes, because there weren’t any busses that travelled into the gated community that Maggie lived in. I had to wait at the gate for a good fifteen minutes while the gate attendant phoned Maggie’s people, to see whether I was being serious. He was speechless when he came back to open the gate, probably wondering how a shmuck like me knew Maggie Harper, one of the biggest actresses in Hollywood. I was surprised he didn’t just see the resemblance in my face, like everyone else. Sometimes people would tell me that I looked like a male version of Maggie Harper. I never told anyone that she was my twin sister, though.

I was all sweaty when I finally arrived at her place. I had all of the codes written on my wrist—the code for the front gate, the code for the front door, the code for the mailbox (she asked me to bring her mail in for her). The code for the front door had almost rubbed off completely with sweat, but I was able to make out most of it. It took me a few tries to get into the house, as I couldn’t tell if the last number was a five, a six, or an eight. It was an eight. The first thing I did once inside was write the numbers down on a notepad. And then, I looked around the place.

I couldn’t believe she lived there. I couldn’t believe anyone lived there. It was an incredible place. Every room was massive, with thirty foot ceilings. The fridge in the kitchen was nearly the size of my apartment’s whole kitchenette. I started giving myself a tour of the house when the intercom started to ring. In each room was a little screen with views of all the cameras. Now, they were all turned to the gate. There was a delivery man at the gate. I pressed the ‘SPEAK’ button. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“I have a delivery for Ms. Harper,” the delivery man said, so I buzzed him through and met him at the front door. He looked at me strangely, and then he looked past me into the house. He handed me a large basket, filled with specialty cheeses and sausages. There was a card attached to the basket. It was from a production company based out of Turkey.

I figured I may as well help myself to the sausages and cheeses, seeing as they wouldn’t last the eight months until Maggie was back. I wrote a note, reminding me to let Maggie know about the delivery, so she could send her thanks or whatever it was that she did.

An hour later, the intercom went off again. Another delivery: another gift basket. This one filled with chocolates and other treats, from a talent agent in Russia. Another hour later, there was another basket, this one from the UK. I was starting to think this was going to be an every day occurrence. In just a few hours, there were more treats than I could eat in three weeks on that counter. Maggie had no idea how lucky she was. She probably thought everyone got gift baskets on a daily basis, that no one had to pay for their own snacks.

The cupboards were loaded with food—and I wouldn’t be surprised if it was all from gift basket deliveries. I wouldn’t have to spend a dime on food for the eight months I was there. It was all too perfect. I should have showed my crappy apartment to Maggie years ago. I could have used this pity back when I was really struggling, when I was getting fired from my job and when I was getting thrown out of bars for being too drunk and too poor.

Oh well, all of that was behind me—at least for the next eight months. Now, I had an opportunity to relax and to enjoy myself. I got comfortable by the pool, soaked up some sun, and I called my landlord, told him he could rent out my apartment. I would find a new one in eight months—hopefully with more money and a better-paying job.

I didn’t own a bathing suit, so I sat by that pool in my boxer shorts. After a while, I started to wonder if there might be a pair of swimming trunks kicking around the house, maybe from one of Maggie’s ex-husbands. I went up to her room and riffled through the multiple closets. There were no swimming trunks. But I did find her bikinis. I held up a black pair of her bikini bottoms and wondered if it could pass as a speedo. At least it was waterproof, unlike my boxer shorts.

And I figured, what difference does it make? It’s not like anyone’s watching me anyway. The closest neighbour was one hundred yards away, and unless someone had some crazy zoom lens up in the hills, no one could see me.

So I went swimming in her bikini bottoms. They held my cock and balls in place surprisingly well. It was a little bit weird at first, with my butt cheeks out, but after a few minutes, I relaxed. I was on vacation, after all. I may as well act like it.

After my swim, I lay on my stomach on one of the pool chairs, to even out the tan I’d been accumulating throughout the day. That may have been the first time my bare ass ever felt direct sunlight. It felt nice.

And her guest bed felt even better that night—memory foam mattress, bamboo sheets… It was probably worth more than everything I owned combined. Can you imagine? Owning a guest bed worth more than someone’s entire net worth? And she had twelve guest rooms, all with the same bed.

I’d never been so happy falling asleep in my life.

And I’d never been so embarrassed waking up. There was a message on my phone, from Maggie. It read: “Hahahahahaha, looking good!” and there was a link to a tabloid article with my picture: my backside as I stood by the pool in her bikini bottoms. “Maggie Harper swims topless!” was the headline.

“There are swim shorts in the guest room closets,” she said in her next message, and she was right. Each closet had a few bikinis and a few pairs of swim shorts, as well as housecoats, ironing tables, irons, and pyjamas.

I wasn’t sure whether I should be more embarrassed about the fact my twin sister saw a picture of me in her bikini bottoms, or about the fact a major tabloid mistook me for my sister.


CHAPTER III

I got over the embarrassment fairly quickly. I’d made more embarrassing mistakes in my past, like when I ended up on the front page of the newspaper after getting naked and running through a veteran’s museum. I was drunk. It wasn’t one of my proudest moments, to say the least.

So when I went for a swim that morning, after collecting a basket delivery, I made sure I was wearing the proper swim shorts. And I made sure not to walk over to the glass barrier that separated Maggie’s property from the hills where paparazzi apparently hid with long-lensed cameras. Though, unfortunately, that topless photo of me made it’s way around the internet. On one site, it had over two thousand comments, mostly men complimenting my ass, thinking they were complimenting Maggie’s ass. I had a good laugh at the comments.

I’d never really been complimented by strangers before, so I enjoyed them as much as I could, despite the fact that they were all compliments from people who thought I was a woman. When life gives you lemons, right?

One of the basket deliveries came with a letter, which I decided to open and read, in case it was important enough to pass along to Maggie. It was a role offer from a major production company. I went back to the mailbox and found the script that was delivered along with the basket. It was a thick script, almost two-hundred pages long, but I was bored, so I read it. It was pretty cool, reading a script for a major movie years before the film’s release. I felt like an insider, like I was somehow more important than everyone else who didn’t get to read the script.

I read it by the pool, out loud, doing voices for all of the parts. All of the lines for Maggie’s character—assuming she accepted the role—were highlighted, probably by some unpaid intern. They wanted her to play a badass cop who fights a gang of criminal strippers. It wasn’t supposed to be a comedy. When I wasn’t laughing out loud, I thought I was doing a pretty good acting job. I could do her voice perfectly—I always had been able to do Maggie’s voice spot-on, since we were little kids. In high-school, she would always give me her cellphone and ask me to pretend to be her when our parents called. I would sit up in my room, four rooms over from my parents, mimicking her voice so she wouldn’t get in trouble. She would have done the same for me, had I ever been invited out to a party—at least so she said.

I was reading that script aloud when the house phone rang. I went inside to answer it, and ended up answering it in her voice. “Hello?”

“Hey Maggie, it’s Dave. I was hoping we could talk.” It was her ex-husband, and he actually bought my voice.

Dave Thomas was a movie-star. He starred in a lot of big budget action movies. I’d never actually met him, but I liked all of his movies. So when I realized it was him, I tensed up. I was too embarrassed to admit that I was just playing around, that I wasn’t really Maggie, so I went along with the rouse. “Can we talk another time?” I said.

“I’ll be quick. I just wanted to tell you that… well… that I’m still in love with you. And I want you back.”

Now I was really tense. Answering the phone like Maggie was a big mistake, and I couldn’t back down now. He would be furious if I told him I was just screwing with him. So I said, “Maybe we can talk about this another time. I’m just getting ready to go to Brazil for a while.”

“I’ll come to Brazil to see you then. Where in Brazil are you going? Never mind that, I’ll find out from my manager. Just please, don’t see any other guys until I talk to you.”

“Please don’t come to Brazil,” I said.

“We’re meant to be together. I won’t let anything tear us apart.”

“I need to go,” I said, and I hung up the phone. My heart was pounding. Woops. I wondered if I should send Maggie a warning, or if I should just play dumb, and if she asks, I can tell her I never spoke to her ex-husband. I was going to need to be more careful from now on.

I spent the rest of that day by the pool, drinking the craft beer that came in one of that morning’s gift baskets. I spent the rest of that week drinking beer by the pool. I got so drunk one afternoon that I ended up in my twin sister’s bedroom, putting on her clothes. I put on a red dress that extended down to my feet, and a pair of white high heels. I even drunkenly smeared some makeup on my face, and I tried curling my hair with her curling rod. I went down to the pool and leaned over the glass wall and shouted at the paparazzi. “Take photos of me now!” I yelled. “Fuck you! And fuck racism!” I also yelled.

And then I passed out. I woke up next to that pool in that red dress and red lipstick. The high heels were in the pool, and my makeup was smeared all over my face. Thankfully, there were no tabloid articles, no photos circling around the web. I got undressed, took a shower, and I laid in bed until my hangover passed.

If I wasn’t careful, my eight month vacation was going to be cut short, and my relationship with my sister was going to be cut off completely.

I didn’t even get up to retrieve the gift basket deliveries that came that afternoon. My head was pounding too hard. I didn’t get out of bed until the next day, when I finally had an appetite. I made myself some eggs and bacon and I slowly got ready for another lazy day by the pool. I went to bring in the mail. There was a handful of letters, one with a familiar logo.

It was my high-school logo—our high-school logo. It was addressed to Maggie, but I opened it up anyway. It was a notification of our upcoming ten-year reunion—just two weeks away. Had it really been ten years? My God… I’d accomplished nothing in ten years. In fact, the job I had after graduating high-school, as a receptionist at an insurance company, was better than the job I had now, flipping burgers—a job that probably didn’t exist anymore, as I’d missed a few days in a row already.

In ten years, I’d regressed. And Maggie, who everyone thought was at her peek in high-school, the most popular girl in the whole damn place, the Prom Queen, was now the queen of the world. She went from being super popular in school to being massively popular on a global scale.

There was no way I could go to that reunion, surrounded by all of my old friends who were now doctors, lawyers, even school bus drivers, but school bus drivers were making more money than I was making. It would be high-school all over again, everyone looking at me like I was just some pathetic nobody—and they wouldn’t be wrong. They would all probably laugh at me, just like they did in high-school.

I threw the letter aside. Maggie would be praised if she showed up at that reunion, and still, there was no way she would step foot in that old high-school auditorium. Even if she was in town and not working, she wouldn’t bother. I wished I could feel that praise and popularity that she felt on a daily basis. Even just getting the gift baskets, which weren’t even addressed to me, made me feel like a superstar. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it would feel like to actually have my name on those baskets, to be invited to parties all over the world, to have movie stars calling me on the phone, begging me to take them back.

Instead I just had a bag of old clothes and a drinking problem.

I looked at that letter again. Maybe I could feel that praise and popularity, just for one night. How hard would it be to pass off as my sister? I already fooled the paparazzi by mistake. I’d fooled Maggie’s ex-husband with my voice. I knew Maggie better than anyone.

I shook my head. Was I going insane? Was I actually considering dressing up like Maggie for a night to go to my own high-school reunion? The thought made me smile. My God, I really was considering it.


CHAPTER IV

It seemed like such a silly idea, but that didn’t stop me from wondering: how hard could it be? One night surrounded by people Maggie hadn’t seen in a decade. Sure, they’d seen her in movies, but they didn’t actually know her anymore. If I were to say something out of character, they would have no idea.

I knew I could do the voice, so all I really had to do was pull off the look, which couldn’t be too hard; we were twins, after all.

But why? What was the point? Why would I ever consider risking her reputation and my own? For a laugh? Out of boredom. I wasn’t bored, especially with all of Maggie’s amenities at my disposal. I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be laughing. If anything, I would probably be as nervous as hell the whole time, from the moment I put on the panties, to the moment I washed off the makeup. So what was the real reason?

I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted, for once in my life, to feel what it was like to be popular, to have people want to talk to me, to be the centre of attention. And was that really so wrong to want? And was impersonating my sister really such a crime? I could keep it low key, make an appearance, and then leave.

Or was it really a stupid idea? What if people took photos of me? What if those photos made it to the tabloids—‘Maggie Harper shows up at high-school reunion!’ And then what do I do if those tabloids make it to Maggie? How would I explain it to her? I couldn’t—but still, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could really do it.

I found myself in front of the mirror, with a picture of my twin sister open on my phone. I compared our faces. Upon closer inspection, we looked pretty much the same. As kids, people were always confusing us. We hadn’t grown up to look too different. She started wearing makeup and doing her hair all fancy. Maybe some of her features were a bit softer than mine, but that could have been some simple makeup tricks. The only way to know for sure was to do my own makeup.

So I dug through her bathroom cupboards and drawers until I found an assortment of makeup supplies. I stared closely at her photos, and tried my best to mimic her look. I didn’t realize how intricate makeup could be until then, as I looked very closely at each little detail. Her eye-shadow was done in three different, but very similar colours. Her eyeliner was thicker towards the temples and it thinned out towards her nose. She did a subtle double flick out. She was light with her mascara, which I discovered was not so easy to accomplish. It took me a good half a dozen tries before I thought I’d done a pretty good job.

I noticed some lightening down the centre of her nose and on her cheekbones. At first I thought it was lighting, and then I realized it was one of her makeup tricks, to give her face more definition. I imitated the technique. It looked ridiculous after my first attempt, but I tried again, feeling like I could do better, and it turned out I was right. It was a slow process, but in the end, I think I pulled the look off. I could have taken a photo and submitted it to a Maggie Harper lookalike contest and I probably would have won. I had her genetics on my side.

I tried curling my hair the way hers was in her photos, but the result was far from flattering. I looked like a Cabbage Patch Kid. I washed my hair and decided to straighten it instead. Straightening was much easier, and I thought it actually looked pretty sexy. I didn’t realize how long my hair was until I straightened it. It was touching my shoulders!

I ran my fingers through my hair and delivered a few lines to myself in the mirror. “Hey babe, how’s it going?” I said to myself. “I only work a few weeks every year but I’m still a multi-millionaire, and I still manage to complain about how hard my life is.” I made myself laugh.

She had more closets full of clothes than I had rooms in my apartment. I spent over an hour sifting through options, expensive dresses singlehandedly worth more than my entire wardrobe. I tried a few things on. They all looked silly with my hairy legs and my lack of breasts. I found a drawer full of bras. Stuffing a bra with toilet paper looked realistic enough, especially once I had a dress covering my lack of cleavage.

I tried on a black dress that extended from my neck to my toes. It had an open back and a long slit down the side that showed off my hips. It was a gorgeous dress, but probably a bit much for a high-school reunion. Next, I tried on a red dress, that had a short, poofy skirt. It looked cute hanging on the rack, but it was actually insanely slutty, showing off my whole bum and my upper chest. If I was going to pull that off, I would need real tits and a firmer tush.

While I was trying on dresses, I came upon a drawer full of lingerie: lace and satin and fishnets. I shuddered at the thought of my sister wearing the slutty outfits, but I couldn’t help but wonder how they would look on me. I pulled out a black lacy one-piece and wiggled my body into it. It fit surprisingly perfectly, and had a convenient dark mesh material to hide my cleavage. I put on a pair of black stilettos to complete the outfit. I did a little spin in front of the mirror. My tush looked amazing—way better than I originally gave it credit for. The only giveaway was my cock, the bulge of which was impossible to hide, no matter how I rearranged it.

And it wasn’t until I was doing a little pose to highlight my bum that I realized I really pulled it off: I really looked like a woman, like my celebrity twin sister. I felt awkward staring at myself in lingerie, as if I was staring at my sister, but at the same time I couldn’t help it. I looked so good. I’d never looked good before. Even when I wore suits, I managed to look like a bum. But now, I looked like a lingerie model.

I tried on another piece of lingerie: a red two-piece with black fishnet stockings. It was an outfit you might see on a prostitute, but again, I pulled it off. I looked hot. It was no wonder all those guys online were complimenting my ass. I had a great ass. I caught myself complimenting my own ass.

As I was digging through that lingerie drawer to see what else I could try on, I noticed the time. It was almost three in the morning. I’d been playing dress-up for hours. I really had lost my mind.


CHAPTER V

I don’t know why, but getting dressed up again was the first thing on my mind when I woke up the next morning. I wanted to go down to the pool, I wanted to soak up some sun, I wanted to read a book, but more than anything, I wanted to see what those other dresses would look like on me, what I would look like with a different makeup style, different hair style, and so on.

I ate breakfast quickly and I didn’t even bother with coffee before rushing up to the closet to pick out a series of new outfits to try on. But before I put anything on, I went to the bathroom to shave up—my face, my arms, my chest, my legs, everything. I even moisturized with one of Maggie’s fancy moisturizers, to give my skin that soft glow that women tend to have.

A part of me thought that I would put on a dress and I would immediately realize I’d been delusional the day before—maybe still under the influence of the booze from the day before that. But as soon as I was in one of those little dresses, staring at myself in the mirror, I realized I wasn’t wrong. I looked better in a dress than I’d ever looked before. Better as a woman, that is.

In Maggie’s jewellery drawer (one of many) I found some cute gold clip-on earrings and bracelets and necklaces. I tried on a combination of things. It didn’t seem to matter what I put on—it all looked great. I was starting to realize that Maggie had good taste.

And while I was all dolled up, the intercom rang. I looked at the little screen to see a man holding a big basket. And I decided, why not get the basket as Maggie? Maybe it could be a good first test, to see if I really could pull off the high-school reunion rouse. “Come on up to the front door,” I said, and then I turned to the mirror.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself. I can do this, I told myself. I straightened my dress, perked up my hair with my fingertips, and I went to answer the door. And as soon as that door was open, I realized I’d made a big mistake—maybe one of the biggest I’d ever made.

Standing at the door with a big basket full of flowers, was Dave Thomas, Maggie’s latest ex-husband. I should have looked closer at that intercom screen. I’d just assumed it was another basket delivery. I wanted to slap myself. I wanted to slam the door in his face, run up to the bathroom and wash off all the makeup. But instead, I just stood there, trying to will myself out of my paralysis.

“Darling, I’ve missed you so much,” he said, holding out the basket. I was waiting for him to realize he wasn’t looking at his ex-wife. Any second now… Any second… Why wasn’t he realizing it?

“Thanks,” I said, doing my best Maggie voice as I took the basket. Why was I playing along? Because I thought I could do some damage control. I thought if I could just get him out of there quickly without him realizing he was talking to his ex-wife’s twin brother, it wouldn’t be so bad. But then why did I accept the basket? Why did I say thank you? Why wasn’t I asking him to leave? I didn’t know anything about Dave and Maggie’s relationship. I didn’t know why it ended. I didn’t even know why it started. Did they meet on a movie set or something? Did he cheat on her? Did she cheat on him?

“You look just as beautiful as ever—more beautiful, even. God, I feel so stupid for ever letting you slip through my fingers.” He took a step inside. My body somehow became more tense.

“Thanks,” I said again.

“I want you back. I know you said not to come to your house again, but I couldn’t help myself. I tried calling you, but you’ve changed your number. I heard about the attack. My heart broke when I heard about it. I’m so glad you’re okay.” He put his hands on my hips and looked into my eyes. My God, how had he not realized it yet? Did my sister and I really look that much alike?

“I, um, think you should go,” I said.

“No, no. Let me stay. Let me explain everything. Let me apologize. Let’s make this better now.” He walked by me, into the house. A cold filled my nerves. I needed to figure this out. Every second that went by, I was further into the corner with a dwindling chance for escape.

“Another time,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Now is the only time. Before you leave for Brazil. God, I’m so happy I caught you before you left.” He went straight to the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of wine. “I know it’s early, but let’s have a drink and relax. It will help us talk, you know?”

“Another time, Dave. I’m busy right now.”

He stopped and stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Why are you so tense? What’s going on? Do you have someone else here with you? Another guy?” He looked around, placed the bottle down, and started for the bedroom. I went after him, trying desperately to think of a way to stop him. But my brain couldn’t muster anything except complete surprise of the fact he still thought I was his ex-wife, the celebrity actress, Maggie Harper.

He stormed into the bedroom and looked around. My bag was there on the floor, my male clothes billowing out of it. He looked down at the bag and stared at it for a second before turning slowly to me. “What the hell is that? Whose clothes are those?”

“They’re my clothes,” I said, still doing my best Maggie voice, still hoping I could get him to leave without having to reveal myself to my own and my sister’s detriment.

“Your clothes? They look like guy’s clothes to me. And why are they in a bag?” He looked around the room. “Whoever’s in here, you’d better come out now!”

“Dave, you’re acting crazy. Those are my gym clothes and that’s my gym bag.”

“Those clothes are way too baggy for you.”

“Yeah, so I don’t get recognized. I’ve been going to a new gym down the street—which is where I’m going now. I’m late to meet with my trainer, so if you don’t mind…”

His cheeks became red. “Oh, I’m sorry. Well, I, uh, I guess maybe this can wait.”

My heart was pounding. It was a close call—close to what? I wasn’t entirely sure. But he didn’t recognize me, and that was all that mattered. I walked him to the door, said goodbye, and just before he walked out, he turned around and kissed me on the lips. He slipped a hand behind my head, and another behind my back. I would have pulled away had I not frozen completely, my muscles rigid and tense. “Just admit that you miss me,” he said gently, his forehead against mine. He pulled me close into his body. I could feel his big, hard muscles against me, the bulge of his big cock against my abdomen. For once, I was happy that my cock wasn’t huge, so he couldn’t feel my bulge.

He gave me another kiss on the lips—which I felt just as unprepared for, though I should have seen it coming—and then he left.


CHAPTER VI

I could smell him for the rest of the day. His mix of cologne and musk lingered in my nostrils as I sat by the pool, trying to think of anything else. But I could only think of his lips against mine. I wasn’t happy about the fact I’d been kissed on the lips by a man, but a small part of me was giddy that I’d been kissed by Dave Thomas, the action-movie star. There were probably thousands of women in the world who would die to kiss Dave Thomas.

And I was also feeling giddy because I knew I could pull it off—pull off being Maggie.

If I could fool Dave, I could fool the class of 2007. My unexpected run-in with Dave was a small taste of what I was looking for: that stardom, that popularity. He was desperate to be with me, to be near me, to kiss me. Maggie was surrounded by that everywhere she went, even before she was a celebrity. In high-school, people fought over who got to sit with her at lunch, who got to stand around her between classes, who got to sit next to her in calculus. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if teachers fought over who got to teach her.

And now I had a chance, for one little night, to feel that popularity.

It was the night of the reunion, and I’d spent the better half of the day trying on different outfits. I’d thought I had my outfit all picked out, but when I woke up that morning, I panicked. What if it wasn’t the absolute best possible option? I only had one night to be a woman, so I had to make it count, and I had to make the most out of it. I couldn’t just settle on an outfit that was okay—I needed the best.

I must have tried on fifty different dresses. It was a black mermaid dress that I ended up going with, that fit my form so perfectly, it would have been a shame not to go with that dress. It was a velvety texture that went perfectly with the pair of long, black velvet gloves I found in the drawer just beneath the dress. I loved the way that dress felt as it hugged my skin. I didn’t know fabric could be so soft—it made me wonder what kind of burlap my male clothes were made from.

I decided not to mimic my twin sister’s makeup style. I wanted to try something different, something a bit more personal, something that I’d always admired on other women. I went really dark around the eyes, creating a smoky effect with the eye shadow. I didn’t use a myriad of colours, I just stuck to black and a hint of green on my eyelids, to bring out the colour of my eyes. In my opinion, I looked way hotter than my sister.

I wanted to curl my hair, but it wasn’t long enough, so I straightened it again. I even got risky and decided to cut bangs into my own hair, using a YouTube tutorial to guide me. The end result was super sexy, but it could have been a huge disaster. I was lucky.

For jewellery, I went with a simple gold necklace with a diamond pendant and a pair of diamond earrings. For shoes, I went with a pair of black stilettoes. They were hard to walk in (and they hurt my feet) but they made my ass look so damn good so how could I not?

And then, before leaving for the event, I admired myself in the mirror. I loved the way I looked. I wished I could have looked that good all the time. And it wasn’t like it was Maggie’s money making me look good. I could have pulled off a very similar look with a forty dollar trip to the thrift store and a cheap makeup kit. I was sexy because of me—because of my face and my body. And that thought made me smile.

But the smile was short-lived when I remembered that it was all fake—I was just roleplaying. I was actually a man, and men don’t get dolled up and put on dresses. As a man, I was still a nobody, I was still invisible in a sea of mediocrity. I had what it took to stand out as a woman, but sadly, I was not a woman.

At least for that night, I could thrive, and get a taste of what that feels like.

It took me twenty minutes to find the keys to all of Maggie’s cars. I must have checked every single drawer. It turned out, the keys were just kept in the cars’ ignitions. I guess it would be pretty hard for some petty criminal to steal with the locked garage and the series of locked gates. And if they were going through that much trouble already, chances are they would know how to hotwire a vehicle.

I went with a sleek black Mercedes Benz. I could have gone with the Ferrari or the Rolls Royce, but those were too flashy for me. Plus, the Benz went perfectly with my dress.

My heart didn’t start racing until I pulled into my old high-school’s parking lot, and I saw the stream of my old classmates funnelling into the school. I recognized so many of them, and that was when I realized so many of them would probably recognize me—had I been there as myself. They all knew Maggie, and most of them likely remembered that she had a twin brother. And one little slip would be enough for this whole scheme to fall apart.

I got out from my car, straightened my dress, and I took a deep breath. I stared at that entrance, adorned with the banner: ‘Welcome Back Class of 2007!’

I could still turn around. I didn’t have to go through with this crazy nonsense. But how could I turn back now? How could I get this far and stop, knowing my goal was just twenty steps away? After another deep breath, I started towards the entrance.

There were very few people entering the building without a date by their side. It occurred to me, as I approached that door, that everyone probably knew about Maggie’s recent divorce. It was on the cover of every tabloid magazine, next to every grocery store checkout line. Would they think I’m free game? That I’m back on the market? And what would I do if anyone asks me out?

I never actually figured out what I would do if anyone took my picture, and if that picture leaked its way to the media. I stopped walking towards the door, my muscles filled now with a cold tension. Maybe this was a big mistake. I never thought it through. I’d been blinded by the excitement of being popular for once in my life. But that popularity obscured reality and consequence. I started to turn around when someone grabbed my arm. “Oh my God, Maggie! I was so hoping you would come, but I didn’t actually think you would. My God, Maggie, you look fantastic!” Holding my arm and staring into my eyes was Helen Smith, Maggie’s best friend from high-school. Helen used to spend every afternoon at our house. I would always hear the two of them up in Maggie’s bedroom, gossiping, dreaming about boys.

She looked good, though she hadn’t aged nearly as well as my sister, or as well as me for that matter. She had her hair dyed blonde and her big boobs pressed tight in a skimpy dress. She was only a little stumble away from a double nip slip. Her husband, a tall, slender man, was staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “Richard, this is Maggie, my BFF from high-school. Maggie, this is my husband, Richard,” Helen said.

Richard was slow to extend a hand. He stuttered something unintelligible as I shook his hand. Helen had a big smirk on her face, so proud of herself for finally proving she was best friends with a future celebrity.

“C’mon, let’s go inside and get a table before all of the good ones are taken.” She took me by the arm and led me inside. My head was spinning and my heart was beating. This reunion was suddenly the last place on the planet where I wanted to be. But what had I been expecting? Was I hoping no one would come up and chat with me? Was I hoping no one would stare at me? That’s exactly what I’d been hoping for—it’s exactly what I wanted. But I was so used to being invisible that maybe I didn’t really think it would happen.

As Helen sat me down at a table in the middle of the auditorium where I failed many basketball team try-outs, I couldn’t hold onto a single thought for longer than a few seconds. Everyone was looking at me, pointing me out to their spouses and friends, or just staring with amaze. Helen’s husband, sitting across from me, was staring at my chest, practically drooling on the table. Helen was going on and on about something unimportant, just trying to speak constantly so everyone knew she was friends with me.

And as I sat in my rigid paranoia, I saw him walk into the room: Daniel Derby, my closest friend from high-school, former computer geek, apparently now some sort of male model. He was tall, chiselled, surprisingly handsome. We used to eat lunch together under the stairs, where the bullies couldn’t find us. We used to talk about computer games and Magic Cards and weird foreign films that no one else had ever heard of.

I hadn’t seen him since high-school, since he went off to Yale to study computer science. He was the last person I expected to see all muscular and handsome.

I pulled my gaze away from him, not wanting to get his attention. He knew me (the real me) better than anyone in that room. If anyone was going to see through my guise, it was him. And as I looked away from him, I noticed all the women in the room staring at him. Even the married women looked at him with glowing eyes. I felt so jealous—Daniel was getting the same sort of attention as me, except he was getting it as himself. I was getting it while pretending to be someone else.


CHAPTER VII

So all of the men in the room were staring at me. All of the women in the room were staring at Daniel. Whenever I got up to get a drink or use the bathroom, I heard whispers of my recent divorce—Maggie’s recent divorce. The gossiping made me uncomfortable. People couldn’t seem to get it out of their systems. After a couple of hours at the event, I was still overhearing the same tired lines: “Does that mean she’s single?” “Do you think she would date someone who isn’t a celebrity?” “Do you know if she’s seeing anyone now? She’s here alone, right?”

I overheard a group of single ladies having a similar conversation about Daniel. “I heard he recently broke up with his fiancée.” “Do you remember him from high-school? I don’t. Are you sure he was even in our class?” “Yeah, he was friends with Maggie’s weird twin brother.” “Maggie had a twin brother? Why don’t I remember that? Where’s he now? Is he here somewhere?”

I couldn’t get very far without being stopped by one of my old classmates. “Remember me?” I heard about fifty times that night. No one ever had anything they really wanted to say—they all just wanted to be able to tell their friends that they spoke with the Maggie Harper. And wherever I looked, there were people staring at me, some with their camera phones raised and aimed in my direction. I thought it would be fun being showered with attention, but it was exhausting and nerve-wracking. Not just because those photos were inevitably going to end up online and possibly reach my sister, but because it was creepy—it was blatant disrespect for my personal space and privacy.

As people became more and more inebriated, it became more and more intolerable—suffocating, even. I had to get out of there. I couldn’t take any more. I excused myself for the bathroom and I slipped out the emergency exit. The cool night air on my skin was refreshing. The silence of the night air was peaceful. I took off my stilettoes and I walked across the field towards the football stands. I would sit down for a few minutes, gather myself, and then I would make a run for my car.

But as I took a seat, I didn’t notice the man sitting a few seats down—not until he took a drag from his cigarette and said, “Feeling overwhelmed, too?”

I jumped. “I’m sorry, I didn’t see you there,” I said. It was Daniel. He had his suit jacket draped over his shoulder and his tie loosened. He was staring up at the stars.

“It’s okay—I didn’t mean to startle you. They’re vultures in there. I’m impressed you showed up, to be honest.” He looked at me and smiled. I looked away quickly, worried he would be the one to see through my makeup. Because I wasn’t really wearing a disguise, unless you consider makeup a disguise. My hair was my own, my face was my own, my body was my own, save for the toilet paper stuffed into my bra.

“Why are you out here?” I asked.

“Same reason—I needed a break from everyone. When I was in high-school, I wanted to be popular so badly. Now, I’m glad I wasn’t.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I wouldn’t be the person I am today if I was popular. I wouldn’t have tried so hard to compensate for that popularity and developed all the skills I have today. Do you remember the popular people? Did you see them in there, tonight?” I thought about it. The football jocks were all sitting at a corner table, wearing their old Leatherman jackets, making the same dumb jokes, their muscles slowly deteriorating into their pot bellies. The girls every guy wanted to date were all tight and hard with plastic and silicon implants that made them look twenty years older than they were. The only people who seemed normal and cool were people I didn’t recognize—probably people like Daniel and me, who spent lunchtimes in hiding, who never made appearances at the school dances or on ‘most likely to succeed’ pages in the yearbooks.

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“By the way—how’s your brother doing?” Daniel asked. “I was hoping he would be here tonight.”

“He’s good. He’s, um, in-between jobs at the moment. Trying to get a few things together.”

“Ah,” he said, “I’ve been there. He’ll figure it out. He’s a smart guy—funny as hell, too. I miss him. I was his friend, by the way. I’m not sure if you remember me or not.”

“I remember you,” I said. “You’re Daniel Derby.”

He smiled, his cheeks rosy. “That’s right. And you’re Maggie Harper, the big-time Hollywood actress.”

I smiled. “I guess so,” I said.

“You know, me and your brother used to come out here after school and we would practice throwing the football around.” He laughed. “We always thought that we would get good enough to make the team. We thought that would be the solution to our lady problems. My God, we were terrible though.”

“Just awful,” I said, remembering those very afternoons.

“What’s that?” he said.

A jolt shot through my nerves. “I mean, I remember how bad my brother was at football. I can only imagine how terrible you guys must have been.”

“It’s funny to think how important we thought that was—as if that was the only way we would be popular and cool. Kids are funny, aren’t they?”

We both looked out at that field. As we sat there, a group of guys emerged from the school. They were stumbling, drunk. One of them had his phone out. “Man, none of these photos look anything like her. No one’s going to believe she was here.”

“Well, maybe if you had asked for a photo, rather than just taking one from across the gym!” said another.

We watched them stumble by, oblivious to our presence. My heart stuttered. I really hoped no one got a half-decent photo of me. As long as all the photos were crappy, I could easily deny that I’d come out if my sister asked.

Once the men were out of earshot, I said, “Man, there’s no way I’m going back in there.”

“That makes two of us.” He took one last drag from his smoke before tossing it aside. “Want to get out of here? I know a nice, shady pub where all the clients would be too drunk to recognize you,” he said with a big smile.

“That sounds perfect.”

We both got up and made our way around the football field towards the parking lot on the other side of the school. We decided not to cut through the school, to avoid all of our old classmates. It was a long walk, but worth the privacy. As we reached the end of the football field, the door opened and another group of friends poured out. Before they looked our way, Daniel grabbed me and pulled me into the shadow of a nearby bleacher.

“She’s got to be here somewhere! She couldn’t have just left. Are you sure it was even her?”

“I’m telling you, it was her! I talked to her.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“No one will believe me unless I at least get a picture. But I’m telling you, I talked to her. She’s fucking hot, too. I swear she wanted to sleep with me.”

Daniel was trying not to laugh, covering his mouth with his hand. I gave him a nudge. “What’s so funny?” I whispered, cracking a bit of a laugh myself. Maybe Maggie’s life wasn’t so much fun after all. There’s something to be desired about anonymity. I would take my privacy over the fanaticized obsession that everyone seemed to have over my twin sister—any day.

Before we emerged from that shadow, the door opened again, and another group of friends emerged—this group was female. “Don’t you think he would make a good father for my kids? When I spoke with him, I swear he seemed interested in me.”

“You wish,” her friend said.

“If you were there, you would believe me. He’s just so nice. I want to be with a nice guy for a change.”

“If by nice you mean drop-dead-sexy, then yeah, he’s the nicest guy in the world.”

Now I was the one laughing. He reached over and covered my mouth to stop me from breaking out into a fit of laughter. “Shh!” he said with his finger to his lips. He was smiling and shaking his head. And then I got caught looking into his eyes. He was staring into mine.

And we kissed. I don’t know who initiated it—maybe we both did, at the same time. My hands found their way around his body, onto his big, hard muscles. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me tight into him. I felt so warm, so safe, so strangely relaxed. I let myself go, not even wasting a second on the thought that I was kissing a man. In that moment, it didn’t seem to matter. It didn’t even seem to matter to me that I was a man—even once he started to squeeze my breasts.


CHAPTER VIII

Our common sense was lost in the moment. My head was swirling and his must have been too. I was making out with a man, and I wasn’t bothered in the slightest. But why? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. Was it my guise seeping into my consciousness? Maybe it’s not something that can be explained.

I reached down and ran my fingers over his big bulge. He got the straps of my dress off of my shoulders and my dress fell to the ground. But I didn’t react. I didn’t reach down to cover my lack of cleavage or the bulge of my dick. And I didn’t do anything when he reached down and started to rub my cock. I didn’t even freeze up with anxiety, worried he was about to realize. Because in that moment, we were just two people making love. Not a man and a woman, not a man and a man—just two people. And we both felt it.

He slipped my panties down and took my cock in his big, muscular fist. He held it firmly as he began to stroke it, his lips still locked with mine. I had my hand down the front of his slacks, down the front of his boxer shorts, on his big, bare flesh. I couldn’t stop myself from massaging him until he was rock hard and huge.

Somehow we’d made our way further under the bleachers, out of sight of anyone. Somehow, I’d gotten him undressed, and somehow, he’d gotten me undressed. It all seemed to happen so fast, yet it seemed to last forever. I loved running my hands up and down his hard chest, feeling the bulge of all his big muscles. I loved when he cupped my face with his hand, when he nestled his nose against mine, when his teeth playfully pulled on my bottom lip. I loved the way his cock felt as I pulled back his foreskin, the way it throbbed, the way it got warmer and warmer, and harder and harder until it felt like I was holding a hot slab of metal.

He put his hands on my arms and spun me around, pushed me forward against a beam. I held onto that beam tightly, bent over, on my tippy toes. I had my bare ass perked up towards a big guy with a big, hard cock—and for some reason, I wasn’t even a little bit nervous. I wasn’t trembling, my head wasn’t spinning anymore. It all seemed so clear, so natural, so right. Though I did get a bit nervous when he slapped his big cock between my butt cheeks, and I realized just how big he was.

I’d never taken a cock in the ass before—and his wasn’t just a cock. It was practically the size of my forearm. With his cock cradled between my butt cheeks, I could feel his tip against my lower back. How was he going to get it in?

He slid his rod down and pressed that bulging tip up to my puckering hole. “Ready?” he asked, speaking for the first time since we became lost in lust.

“Yeah,” I said, even though I definitely wasn’t.

He pushed in, penetrating me just a little, but enough to make me scream aloud. He reached forward and covered my mouth. “Shh,” he said. And he started to sink his thick rod even deeper—and deeper, and deeper, and deeper. It felt endless, his pulsing veins rubbing against the walls of my anus, pushing up towards my sternum—maybe even further. I could feel him in my belly, no doubt about that. It didn’t hurt, but it did feel very, very strange.

But for some reason, I was so happy. This was the real feeling that I’d wanted from the start. This was what I set out looking for when I first put on one of Maggie’s dresses. It wasn’t the popularity or the fame—it was the feeling of acceptance, of being happy in my own skin. For once I was happy with myself, and others could see it. Daniel could see it. He wasn’t making love to me because I was famous, or because I was popular in high-school. He just liked me for me, and even though the makeup on my face belonged to my twin sister, and so did my dress and my shoes and my panties—I was still myself.

He started to pump my ass. I gripped that cool metal beam as hard as I could. Balancing on my tippy toes wasn’t so easy, but it was worth it. He was pushing his rod right into the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. “Just like that,” I muttered more than once.

He came down hard, slipping his whole cock out before each deep penetration. I felt his bulbous tip teasing the rim of my anus before he came down, his pelvis slamming into my butt, making it jiggle red. I didn’t want it to end. It felt so damn good. It felt so good that I was coming within a minute, my cock oozing warm, white goo all over a long metal beam. “Oh fuck,” I moaned, wavering in my euphoria.

He held me in place with both of his arms, fucking me harder and harder, faster and faster with each plunge. I couldn’t stop coming. My eyes were practically in the back of my head. My whole body was limp. Had he let go of my sides, I would have fallen to the ground. “I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt.

“Come inside of me,” I said. “I want your cum inside of me.”

His fingers dug into my skin, but I didn’t mind. He grunted louder and louder, and then I felt it—his hot load filling me deep. I gasped, my body tense. I’d never felt anything like it, hot blasts way up in my belly as my anus puckered around a thick throbber.

And then he pulled out and stumbled back and it was all over. As we caught our breath, we looked at each other, in silence for a moment before breaking out into laughter. He knew it was me—his old friend, and he didn’t seem to mind. Because I was being me—maybe for the first time in my life.

So when I woke up in the morning and saw the message from my sister on my phone, with a photo of me at the high-school reunion, I didn’t faint with nervousness or regret. I just smiled. “It’s weird that they think that’s you,” I replied. “I’m way hotter than you.”

She wrote back. “No way, bitch. I’m the hot one.”

“Read the comments,” I wrote back.

I ended up finding a new job fairly easily, as my sister’s stand-in on movie sets. It was an easy job, it paid well, and I got to hang out with famous people all day. It was fun travelling the world with her, staying in fancy hotels, working with the world’s biggest directors. They usually even let me bring Daniel along with me.

There was never much questioning as to whether I was making the right decision. When I came out and told everyone that I liked wearing dresses and makeup more than jeans and hoodies, everyone just shrugged their shoulders and went on worrying about their own problems. I think it was an easier pill for them to swallow, seeing as I looked great as a woman, and anyone with eyes could see it. Or maybe they could just see that I was happier in a little plaid skirt than I was in a pair of cargo shorts. I could see it when I looked in the mirror—that smile that never seemed to vanish from my face—and that was all that really mattered at the end of the day.

THE END
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