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THEY LOOK ALIKE

George meets his dream girl one afternoon and goes on the best date of his life. She couldn’t be more perfect: she’s smart, funny, beautiful, and she shares all of George’s interests. But George accidentally loses her number and he never got her full name. After weeks of searching, he’s convinced he will never see her again.

But two years later, he spots her at a bar. He doesn’t hesitate to make his move. But she’s not the same. That spark is gone, but George is determined to bring it back. He can’t figure out why she doesn’t remember their perfect date from two years before—until he meets her family.


CHAPTER I

I was in the waiting room at a job interview when I saw the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my entire life.

She walked into the room, checked in with the receptionist, and then she took the seat across from me. For a brief moment she looked up at me and smiled and my heart melted. She had big, glossy eyes, and perfect skin. Her facial features were soft, and her hair was done up in a complex up do. She wore a pinkish-white dress that made me think: if this employer has any sense, he will hire her instead of me.

“Hi,” I said after a few minutes of courage building. She looked up at me, her eyes wide as if she was surprised I said anything.

“Hey,” she said, and she smiled again, making my heart melt just a little bit more.

“George,” I said.

“Hi George.”

I could tell that she was nervous for her interview: her shoulders were tense, she kept her knees pressed closely together, and she was breathing with slow, methodical breaths. She held her clean, creaseless resume with both hands.

“George,” the interviewer said from the office doorway.

“Well, that’s me I guess,” I said. I stood up. She smiled at me while I walked into the office. And I couldn’t get that smile out of my mind. It was like a poison. My whole introductory speech was forgotten, left behind in that waiting area. Instead, I just took a seat and stared blankly at my interviewer. When he asked me to talk a little bit about myself, I just said, “Uhh,” like a brainless moron. And as you can imagine, I didn’t get the job.

“Thanks for coming in today,” he said after just four minutes in the room.

They made me leave through a different door—I guess so I wouldn’t disturb the other interviewees. The exit door brought me down a long hallway that eventually led to the elevator I came in through. But I wasn’t ready to leave. I doubled back to that waiting area, so I could get a few more words in with that beautiful woman in the pinkish-white dress.

But the lobby was empty. She must have been interviewing. I took a seat. The receptionist gave me a strange look, as if she was deciding whether or not she should kick me out. But she did nothing.

I sat there for fifteen minutes before I heard a door open and close from within the room. I jumped up to my feet and ran down to the elevator. And then I saw her, coming down the hallway with a big smile on her face. “How did it go?” I asked.

She looked at me curiously before laughing. “Did you wait here for me?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah, I guess so.”

“It went well. I think they really liked me.”

“How could they not? Look at you. Let’s grab a drink to celebrate.” The offer shot out from my mouth before I could stop it. It was blunt and uninvited. But for some reason, she accepted my invite. We went across the street to a little bar and ordered a couple of drinks. We clinked our glasses and then I begged her to tell me more about herself. She sipped her gin and tonic slowly.

She was mysterious. She told me that she’d done a lot of travelling, but she wouldn’t say where. “Oh, you know, all over the place,” she said. She told me she had a college degree, but she wouldn’t say in what, or where she got it. “Aren’t they all the same?” she said. And when I asked where she was from, she just said, “Small Town, USA—but I grew up in Big City, USA,” as if I was supposed to know what that meant.

But we had so much in common. We both loved the same music. Her favourite band was Pink Floyd, just like me—but she preferred The Wall, while I preferred Dark Side of the Moon. We both loved Monty Python, and we laughed like children while reminiscing about our favourite scenes. She was modest and humble and she laughed at all of my crappy jokes. She couldn’t have been more perfect.

We were finishing our drinks when our eyes met. There was a perfect moment where everything made so much sense. She was the girl of my dreams and I’d finally found her. And then she said, “Well, I should be going. It was nice meeting you.” She stood up and grabbed her purse.

“Wait—Can I get your phone number?” I asked.

She smiled—that amazing smile that had the power to melt hearts. “Sure,” she said. She wrote her number on a napkin and then left without looking back. I sat down and ordered another drink: my own little celebration. I had a feeling that this would be the more important relationship of my life. I could see a future with this girl. I could see us getting married, having a few kids, retiring to a little beach house on Prince Edward Island. She was perfect and I could tell that she really liked me by the way she was looking at me.

I went to use the bathroom. With my big smile on my face, I must have looked hammered. But I didn’t care.

I returned to my table and sat down to finish the last sip of my drink. But my drink was gone. So was the napkin with the phone number on it. I jumped to my feet and ran to the bar. “Who cleaned my table?” I asked frantically.

“Probably your server,” the bartender said.

“Where is she? She threw out something very important.”

“I think she went out for a smoke,” he said.

My heart was suddenly racing. I ran outside and then I ran around the building. I couldn’t find our server. I couldn’t ever remember what she looked like. I’d spent the whole afternoon staring into those beautiful eyes…

And it dawned on me that I never even asked my dream girl for her name.

I eventually found my server, but she wasn’t able to find that napkin. I begged her to check the garbage, but it was already thrown into the dumpster. I would have climbed into that dumpster had they let me. But it was behind a fence and locked with a padlock, and they had strict rules about letting customers dig through the garbage. The phone number was lost. I had no way of contacting that beautiful woman.

I called the office where we’d both interviewed. They weren’t allowed to release any names for what they called, “obvious reasons.” I waited a couple of weeks and then I went down to that office. I assumed she’d gotten the job, but she wasn’t there. I went back again a week later, and the receptionist threatened to have security remove me from the building after I started looking in through office windows.

She was gone, disappeared from my life as if she’d never existed. She was the one that got away. Until I saw her again, two years later, at a dive bar on music trivia night.


CHAPTER II

I showed up at the bar with a group of friends. We had a little music trivia team, and we usually frequented the bar a few blocks down the street—but they were currently dealing with a rat problem—so we found ourselves at a new location, ready to drink and lose at music trivia.

We were at a little booth in the corner. I was in charge of writing down all of our answers. Every time a song came one, everyone on my team would start shouting the answer, no matter how many times I told them to keep their voices down—the table behind us was clearly stealing our answers. But the free round of drinks for the winning table wasn’t worth taking the game too seriously.

The game started out in the 50s. They played five song portions before moving into the 60s. After another five song portions, the game shifted into the 70s, which was my specialty. The first song came on—an easy Led Zeppelin tune. I wrote down the answer quickly. The second song was a more obscure Jethro Tull song. Everyone in the bar was groaning and scratching their heads while I quietly wrote down the answer. And the third song was easy, too. It was a song by the Hollies. I went to write it down, and then I noticed her walking through the door.

I froze. I completely forgot what I was doing and I suddenly remembered that perfect afternoon we spent together. I remembered the discarded napkin and the dreadful feeling that filled my gut when I realized I would probably never see her again. But here she was—in the flesh, like the Pink Floyd song that came on next, which I failed to write down. “George, wake up! Don’t you know this song?” one of my teammates asked. “It sounds familiar.”

“It’s Pink Floyd,” I said, but I didn’t write it down. I couldn’t bring my attention away from her.

She went and sat down with a group of friends—all woman—and I stood up.

“Where are you going?” my buddy asked. “We need you.”

“Just do your best without me for a minute,” I said.

Fate didn’t abandon me. Whatever god was floating up in the sky didn’t forget about me. I walked up to her table. I took a deep breath in and tried to hide the big, goofy smile from my face. “Hey,” I said, and everyone at the table looked up at me. I was looking right at her and she was looking right at me.

“Can we help you?” one of the girls said. And I just stood there, waiting for her to remember me. She looked at her friends and laughed before looking back at me.

“Are you okay, man?” she said.

She was just as beautiful. She was even wearing her hair up, braided and wrapped meticulously. And she was wearing that same pinkish-white dress. But it still looked brand new; as if this was only the second time she’d ever worn it. “Don’t you remember me?” I asked.

She stared at me and shrugged her shoulders. “Should I?” she said.

I laughed. “I hope so. Two years ago—we both interviewed for the same job. You were wearing that same dress. We went out for drinks after.”

Her friends looked at her and giggled. “Really?” one of them said.

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Are you sure?” she said. “I feel like I would remember that.”

“I’m positive,” I said. It was her—I knew with certainty that it was her. Maybe she was just trying to play it cool, but there was no way she couldn’t remember that day we spent together. I could still remember how much fun she was having—how much fun we were both having. People don’t forget moments like that after just a couple of years.

“Well, I apparently made quite the impression on you,” she said.

“To say the least. You gave me your number, but I lost it—the server threw it away while I was in the bathroom. I tried to climb into their dumpster, but they stopped me.”

“Wow… That’s… something,” she said, looking at her friends and laughing again. She was a different person with her friends. Two years before, she was so sweet, so gentle, and painfully nice. Had something changed, or was this just the way she was with her friends?

“I tried to find you, but you never gave me your name,” I said.

“That’s a shame,” she said sarcastically.

“But now you’re here. So let’s go on a date. Give me your number and I’ll call you,” I said.

She looked at her friends, raising her eyebrows as if an insane person was harassing her. “No, that’s okay. Thanks, though,” she said.

“C’mon, just give me a chance. Maybe you don’t remember that day now, but I promise you’ll remember once we chat for a bit.”

“We’re chatting now.”

“You know what I mean.” My stomach turned. She wasn’t the same sweet girl I took out for a drink two years before. Even if it was just a façade she was putting on for her friends, it wasn’t right. It was a turn off. But I’d spent two years wishing she would walk back into my life, and here she was—so I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity.

And a stroke of luck finally came my way. “Fine. I’ll give you my phone number and we can go out for one drink. One hour. And if it’s not the best hour of my life, I want you to delete the number from your phone and rip up this napkin. Don’t lose it this time,” she said as she handed me a napkin with her phone number on it. I folded the napkin carefully and slipped it into my pocket. I planned on putting the number into my phone right away, as soon as I was back at my table.

“Deal,” I said. I wasn’t worried about the terms she’d set out. She had a blast during our first little date, so I had no reason to believe she wouldn’t enjoy our second date. “I’ll give you a call tomorrow.”

“I guess you will,” she said, and her friends all snickered. But I was determined to break through her defences to rescue that sweet, perfect girl I met two years before at a failed job interview.


CHAPTER III

A part of me was surprised when she answered the phone. The phone number was real—she was really giving me a chance. But even on the phone, when she was alone in her apartment, she was still playing hard to get. “Just one hour—like we agreed,” she said. “At the end of the hour, I’m getting up and leaving, even if it’s mid-conversation.”

“Even if you’re having a great time?” I asked.

“Don’t get your hopes up.”

We agreed to meet at the same bar we first got drinks at, after the interview two years before. She asked for the address, as if she didn’t remember the place—and maybe she didn’t. Maybe she was one of those people with terrible memories. I happened to have a particularly sharp memory, and I suppose I often took that for granted.

I put on my best shirt and my best pair of slacks, which ironically was the same outfit I wore at that fateful interview. Maybe she would recognize the outfit. I even went out and got my hair cut before the big date. I wasn’t going to let her slip away again. I had to impress her, and I had to make her remember that amazing afternoon.

I showed up ten minutes early for the date. She showed up about twenty minutes late. She was only wearing jeans and a sweater, and she had her hair tied up in a messy bun. I didn’t mind—she was still beautiful, even when she wasn’t trying.

She sat down across from me and looked me in the eyes. “Congratulations, you got the date you wanted so badly. Now make it count,” she said. I was nervous. I needed to make a good impression, but she wasn’t giving me much to work with. I was tempted to pick things up where we left off two years before, but I felt like I needed to run through a refresher with her first. “So, I’m George. What’s your name?”

She forced a smile. “Kate,” she said.

“I’m from Buffalo. Where are you from?”

“Is this a date or a game of Twenty Questions?”

I could feel my cheeks turning red. Something was wrong. We weren’t clicking, but I didn’t know why. “You like Pink Floyd, right?” I asked.

“Yeah, they’re okay,” she said.

“You told me they were your favourite band.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before a big smirk swept across her face. “Did I say that?”

“You did. Your favourite album is The Wall.”

“Interesting,” she said. “And on this date that we went on, did we kiss by any chance?”

“No,” I said. “We just had a drink and then you had to run.”

“This is just too funny,” she said, leaning back in her chair. She waved down the waiter. He came quickly. “I’m going to need a drink—vodka martini, and make it strong,” she said.

“And for you?” the waiter asked me.

“Just a beer—whatever’s on tap.”

The waiter walked away.

I was more confused than ever. Kate knew something that I didn’t. I could see in her eyes that she could now remember our date, and for some reason she seemed to think it was very funny. Maybe she wasn’t being completely honest with me on our original date. Or maybe she thought I worked for the company she was interviewing to work at—and she thought that she could get in by sucking up to me. Or maybe there was something glaring that I was overlooking now, as I stared into her eyes.

There was something different about her eyes. They weren’t quite as bright and full of life. She had the same soft features, but that glow was missing. And now that I was looking at her face, I could remember a mole that was just above her lip, which was now missing. Maybe she had it removed, or maybe it was fake—a bit of dabbed on makeup.

But I was sure she was the same woman. “Do you remember this bar?” I asked.

She looked around, still with that big grin on her face. “It’s starting to come back to me. I think I ordered a gin and tonic. Right?”

“That’s right. You said it was your favourite drink,” I said.

She laughed. “It always has been,” she said. But there was a strangely condescending tone in her voice—I couldn’t understand why. Maybe this was just the way she was when she was comfortable. Maybe she was just tense and nervous before because she was applying for a job.

“We talked about Monty Python—remember?” I said.

“Of course we did. What else did we talk about? How much did I tell you about myself?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not much, honestly. You were vague about most things. You didn’t even tell me where you were from.”

“I didn’t tell you that I’m from Small Town, USA?”

“No—that’s exactly what you said. You do remember,” I said. I felt my heart jump up in my chest. There was hope. She remembered the date, which meant she remembered me. So surely she remembered how much fun we had. Right?

She looked at her watch. “You’ve got twenty-five more minutes before I leave,” she said. The waiter returned with her drink and she took a long sip.

“You could always stay longer—maybe order a gin and tonic. You know I went to Red Rocks to see Roger Waters last year. He played The Wall in its entirety. It made me think of you.”

“That’s nice,” she said, taking another sip from her drink.

“It was one of the best shows I’ve ever seen. Though I could have done without all of the political stuff he threw in there. Have you ever seen him perform live?”

“Never,” she said. “You know who I really like?”

“Who?” I asked.

“The Backstreet Boys. I saw them when I was eleven. They were so good.”

I didn’t even know how to respond. I couldn’t name a single Backstreet Boys song, and I was shocked to hear that she could go from liking Pink Floyd to liking a mediocre boy band from the 90s. I was starting to think that we had less in common than I’d thought. I was starting to think that maybe, over the past two years, I’d romanticized our date together so much that I’d invented feelings that weren’t ever truly there. Two years is a long time for a mind to stew on a single encounter. Maybe I wasn’t as charming as I remembered, and maybe she wasn’t as perfect.

“Backstreet Boys, huh? I’ve never really listened to them.”

“What about N-Sync?” she asked.

“Nope.”

“Maybe I’ll make you a mix-tape.”

I forced a smile. “Sure.”

The conversation got better. After she’d had a few sips of her drink, she started talking more freely, telling me childhood stories about her and her brother, and talking a bit about her time in college. “So what did you take in college?” I asked.

“Chemistry,” she said.

“Weird,” I said. “So why were you interviewing for a position at a publishing company?”

And there was that big smirk again. “I guess I was just seeing what options were available,” she said. “Is that what you do: publishing?”

I started telling her about my job working for a major publisher. She listened for a minute and then she checked her watch. She grabbed her purse without saying anything and she stood up. “See you later, George,” she said, and then she walked away, before I was even finished telling her about my job. And that was the end of the date. She didn’t even have the last sip of her drink.

But she had been sitting with me for exactly one hour, so I suppose I should have seen it coming. Though I’d truly convinced myself that I would be able to make her stay past the arranged time. Maybe she had other commitments. Or maybe the date just sucked and I was in complete denial.

I waved down the waiter and paid the tab. I wasn’t interested in sticking around any longer than necessary.


CHAPTER IV

I went to bed disappointed that my two-year fantasy was crushed in a single hour. But I woke up somewhat relieved, knowing that I wouldn’t have to go to bed at night thinking my one true love slipped away from me. Now I knew that she was just a cutie with a bland personality.

I still wanted to like her. I could still remember that spark when I first saw her in that office building. I could still remember the way my heart pounded when she agreed to go out for a drink with me. I don’t understand what changed. I suppose a lot can change in two years. Two years is plenty of time for interests to change, and for personalities to shift. Or maybe she was one of those rare people with split personality disorder. Is that a real thing?

But I felt like I had a renewed lease on my love life. I could look at women without secretly wishing they were more like Kate. Sure, I would look at women and secretly wish they looked more like Kate, but I’d been around for long enough to know that looks aren’t everything.

I was excited to start dating again—properly. Of course I’d been on a few dates since my first date with Kate, but I never took any of them seriously, always holding out hope that Kate would come back into my life. But now that she had, and she wasn’t the person I remembered her to be, I could move on.

And then, three nights later, I got a text message from her. “So are you just not going to call me for another date?” it read. I had to read it twice to believe it. I never thought I would hear from her again after she got up and left mid-date.

“Seriously?” I messaged back.

“I made you a mix-tape and everything.”

And I was thrust back into that familiar mind-set of ‘what if this’ and ‘what if that’… But I had to wonder: what if she was serious? What if she had just been putting up defences so she wouldn’t end up hurt? What if she really did like me and underneath that sarcastic exterior she was still the sweet girl I fell for two years before?

“What are you doing tomorrow? There’s that new movie out and I wouldn’t mind checking it out,” I said.

“Okay. Pick me up at six,” she said. “And I expect you to buy me dinner as well.” She sent me her address, and once again, I was the same old giddy, naïve George. I had another date with Kate, and this one didn’t have any restrictions or limitations. She wouldn’t be able to leave after one hour without being a complete bitch. And I had a good feeling that this date would be different.

And it was different—at least a little bit different. She was still the same blunt Kate from the previous date, but she was at least giving me a chance, and she wasn’t acting as strangely. During the movie she said, “Are you going to put your arm around me or what?” So I put my arm around her. It wasn’t as romantic as it could have been, but I was just happy to have my arm around a gorgeous woman.

On our way to the restaurant, she pulled a similar move. “Aren’t you going to hold my hand?” she asked. So I held her hand. She was warming up to me, and I suppose I was starting to warm back up to her. But it wasn’t the same as that special day two years before. And I was starting to think that it never would be, not with her and not with any woman.

During dinner she talked almost the whole time about some drama between two of her friends at another friend’s wedding. Then after dinner, I walked her home. In front of her apartment building she said, “Aren’t you going to kiss me?”

I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to kiss her or not. I wanted to want to kiss her—but I wanted the moment to be special. And that date just felt like every other date I’d ever been on in my life. But I kissed her regardless, hoping it would spark something between us. I couldn’t tell if it did. I felt something, but it wasn’t the same heart pounding excitement I felt two years before when I was staring into her eyes. And now I was starting to feel guilty that I wasn’t able to get over that special date that was probably fabricated mostly in my imagination.

She looked me in the eyes after our kiss. “Want to come up and see my apartment?” she asked.

I thought about it. But I had to pass. “Another time,” I said. “I’m pretty tired. It was an early day at work this morning, and I’ve got another early one tomorrow.”

She looked disappointed as she forced a smile. “Okay. Maybe I’ll see you later then,” she said.

“For sure.”

I had some thinking to do. It wasn’t the date of my dreams, and I was starting to accept that she wasn’t the girl of my dreams. But is there really such a thing as the girl of your dreams? Are soul mates real things, or are they just convenient for romance movies? The day I saw Kate for the first time, I suddenly believed in the idea of soul mates. But now I wasn’t so sure. Now, I was pretty sure life was about finding someone tolerable and tolerating them until the end. But that doesn’t sound so romantic, does it?

I decided to sleep on it. Would I call Kate back or would I let myself move onto different things. Different things doesn’t always mean better things. She was undeniably beautiful—that was a fact. And I had a feeling she was probably pretty good in the sack. Wasn’t that enough, really?


CHAPTER V

I got another text message from Kate the next day, when I got home from work. “Thanks for the dinner… and the movie,” she wrote.

“My pleasure,” I replied. I still hadn’t decided what my next move was. She’d warmed up some since our previous date, so maybe she would warm up even more. But I couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t anything like she was on our very first date. I was tempted to ask, but I didn’t want to sound like a complete asshole.

“They just opened that new park downtown. Maybe we can go walk around,” she wrote.

And I delayed my response. I was worried about giving her the wrong impression. I already felt like my heart was broken—I didn’t want to leave hers broken as well. But after ten minutes of hard contemplation, I decided to message back. “That sounds nice.”

“Pick me up tonight at six,” she said. That was just a few hours away. Instead of getting dressed in a nice dress shirt and slacks, I threw on a hoodie and some jeans. And then I felt guilty when she came down from her apartment wearing that pinkish-white dress that looked so damn good on her. She had her makeup done up nicely, and she was glowing.

“Wow, you’re beautiful,” I said.

She blushed and reached out her hand. Maybe I’d been too harsh on her. Maybe I was too quick to pass judgement. She was a nice girl with some quirks. But who doesn’t have quirks? We walked down to the park and ended up getting hot dogs at a hot dog stand. She covered hers in relish and used no mustard, which I thought was strange. “I prefer you in a collared shirt,” she said.

“Sorry, I had to get changed quickly,” I lied.

“Next time,” she said, and then she finished her hot dog.

And a few days later, we went on another date. There was a free concert playing at a park downtown. It was a pop band she liked. I had to bite my tongue and force a smile through the whole thing. She wanted to dance, but I was never much of a dancer. So I stood on the side-lines and watched her dance. She had fun. It was nice to see her smile.

But that spark still wasn’t there, and I was terrified that I was about to settle.

We went out for ice cream after the concert. I ordered vanilla, even though there were over one hundred different flavours. “My sister gets vanilla, too,” Kate said to me.

“I thought you had a brother,” I said.

“I had a brother. Now I just have a sister,” she said.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I had no idea. Do you mind if I ask how old he was when he passed?” I asked.

She laughed. “He was nineteen,” she said, but I couldn’t figure out why she was laughing. She didn’t seriously think her brother’s death was funny, did she? “And now she’s twenty-five.”

I was deeply confused.

“She’s a transgender. My twin brother is now my twin sister. My mom was all for her transition, but my dad thinks it’s the biggest mistake she’s ever made. And it makes for some very entertaining family dinners. Speaking of which—want to meet my family this weekend?”

Now I really had to decide whether I was going to entertain this relationship. Walking in the park and seeing movies are one thing—meeting the family is the next step. If she was going to introduce me to her parents and her brother (or maybe I should say sister), then I needed to be sure that I was committed to giving this relationship a good go. I took a deep breath. “Sure,” I said. And I could already feel the cold tingle creeping down my spine. I had a feeling that I’d just made a big, big mistake.

It was only a few hours after I returned home when I got a message from her. “My mom is so excited to meet you,” she wrote. There was no turning back now. I’d made my decision and now I needed to see it through.

The big night came slowly, but it managed to creep up on me. I spent that whole week in a state of regret and dread. I’d never met a woman’s family before. I’d never been in a serious enough relationship. And now, after just a handful of dates, I was meeting everyone: the father, the mother, and the transgender sister. I put on my best clothes, got my shoes polished and my stubble professionally shaved away. I wanted to make a good impression. If her family loved me, maybe she would treat me more like the way she treated me two years before.

I picked her up at her apartment and then we started the long drive out of town to her parents’ country home. Once the house was visible in the distance, she said, “By the way, I think you’ve met my sister before.” She had a big grin on her face as she looked over at me. What was she talking about? When would I have met her transgender sister? I’d never met any transgender people in my life—though I’d seen a few around before. A girl I went to school with transitioned shortly after graduation. Now she was a man who worked in construction. She even had a weird patchy beard.

We walked up to the door. My heart was pounding. I’d never been good at meeting new people and making good first impressions. Even Kate told me not to come on as strongly as I did with her. “Just try to be cool,” she said.

Her mother answered the door. Kate’s mother looked just like Kate, except older, of course. They had the same eyes, the same nose, the same cheekbones, and the same build. I wondered if her father passed along any genes at all. Kate’s mother stepped forward and hugged me tightly. She was a powerful woman, considering her small frame. “It’s so great to meet you,” she said.

Over her shoulder I could see Kate’s father in the living room. He was looking at me with narrowed eyes, as if he didn’t trust me. I was surprised he wasn’t sitting out on the porch cleaning a rifle when we pulled up. “Frank, come meet George!”

Frank was slow to react. He crept towards me like he thought I was a terrorist strapped with bombs. Then he slowly extended his hand and said, “Pleasure.” I shook his hand. “The pleasure is all mine, sir,” I said. He rolled his eyes. Now I knew which genes he passed along to Kate.

“Come in, come in,” Kate’s mom said. “We’re about to sit down to eat. You’re just on time.” We walked into the house. Kate kicked off her shoes and tossed her coat into the corner of the foyer. I looked around for a closet to hang my coat, but there was none, so I gently placed my coat on top of Kate’s.

I followed Kate to the dining room. Her mom was already serving dinner. I took a seat next to Kate. I was starting to relax. Her parents seemed like normal people. Her father wasn’t interested in talking, and I was fine with that. Her mother wouldn’t stop talking, which was nice because I hardly had to talk at all. “Jenn! Come downstairs for dinner!” he mother called out once our plates were covered in food.

And then Jenn, Kate’s sister, walked into the room. Our eyes met and a horrible realization washed over me: two years ago I’d gone on a date with Kate’s twin sister, and not Kate at all.

My heart plunged into my gut. My arms and legs were suddenly cold. She knew it, too. Her eyes went wide and her lips parted slightly. And next to me, Kate started laughing. She knew—she’d known the whole time. And for some reason, she thought it was hilarious. And I’d never felt more embarrassed. The woman I was dating knew that I’d obliviously gone on a date with her brother—who, at the time, would only have been a woman for a couple of years. And even then, she wasn’t technically a woman, was she? Was a transgender woman technically a woman? Every cell in her body had an X and a Y chromosome, did it not?

“Sit down, honey. This is Kate’s new boyfriend, George,” their mother said.

I forced a smile. “Hi,” I said. I suddenly had no appetite. I’d spent the past two years fantasizing about a man. The woman of my dreams wasn’t a woman at all. I forced myself to eat. It wasn’t easy. Every few bites, I thought I was going to throw up. Every time I looked up, she was looking at me. Then we would both look away swiftly.

She looked just like her sister. They could have been identical twins. But they were just fraternal twins—and they were different genders. So how could they possibly look so similar?

It was a quiet dinner. When their mother wasn’t asking me rapid-fire questions about myself, there was complete silence. And then Kate said, “George. Did I already tell you that Jenn is a transgender?”

Jenn’s face went white.

“Um, I think so,” I said. “That’s interesting.” I didn’t know what else to say. What does a person say in that situation?

“Don’t get started with that,” the father said, speaking for the first time since we met in the doorway.

“But it’s true. But I bet you wouldn’t be able to tell if I didn’t say anything, right?” Kate said with that big grin on her face. Did she bring me to this dinner to set me up? Or was she just having the fun that was available to her?

“I wouldn’t have ever guessed,” I said. I smiled and looked over at Jenn, who looked down at her plate of food. She also wasn’t eating.

There was another long silence. I decided I would be the one to break it. “So Jenn, what do you do for a living?” I asked.

She looked up at me, but she wasn’t able to speak. She was too embarrassed. It was amazing that I was able to speak through my own red-faced embarrassment.

“Jenn just got a job at a big magazine. Rocking Stone,” the mother said.

“Rolling Stone,” Jenn said, correcting her mother while speaking for the first time. I recognized her voice instantly. It wasn’t much different than her sister’s voice, but as soon as I heard it, I couldn’t believe that I ever thought her sister was her.

“Really? That’s so cool,” I said. “Doing what?”

“Just as an assistant editor—one of many,” Jenn said coyly.

“Still so cool. Do you work at the head office?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah.”

“I’m so jealous.”

Kate was looking at me with an unimpressed look. Kate knew that it was Jenn that I’d gone on a date with years before, and she was trying to shove it in my face.

I would have left as soon as dinner was finished, but I was Kate’s ride, and Kate wanted to stay late. “We can’t leave now,” she said. “There’s still dessert.” But I wasn’t sure if there was going to be a dessert. It had been two hours since dinner and Kate’s mom hadn’t gone back to the kitchen once, except to get me new drinks, despite the fact I wasn’t asking for new drinks.

“You seem a bit tipsy, babe. Are you sure you should be driving home?” Kate asked. But I felt fine.

“I’m fine. I’ve only had a couple of drinks.”

But my keys weren’t in my coat pocket. Kate’s mom must have gone and fished them out after bringing me my second or third drink. “We’ll set up the guest room for you. It’s no problem whatsoever,” the mother said, and they weren’t interest in letting me argue. So I was stuck at their little country house way out in the middle of nowhere for the night.


CHAPTER VI

The guest room was furnished by a very old person—possibly where the grandmother stayed before she died. Hell, maybe she died in that very room. There were glass china cabinets in each corner, filled with china, and the two dressers were covered in little knickknacks. There was a worn rug over the worn carpet, and three layers of curtains over the windows: all with different patterns. And it smelled like old people.

The bed was stiff, but that was the least of my concerns. I just wanted to fall asleep so that I could wake up and leave. I’d never felt so embarrassed in my life. I’d been dragged out to the country just to be the butt of a joke for Kate. She wanted to rub her trans sister in my face so that she could have a good laugh, or maybe she just wanted me to feel like a loser. Regardless: I wasn’t feeling so attracted to my girlfriend at that very moment.

But I felt stuck, like I couldn’t simply break up with her now. I’d accepted the invite to meet her family and that meant we were more serious than just casual daters. And that meant our decisions needed to be taken more seriously—decisions like whether we should break up over what may have just been a big joke.

I was just starting to fall asleep when there was a knock at my door. I sat up and the door opened slightly. Kate poked her head in and whispered, “Are you asleep?”

“No,” I said. And then I watched as she slipped into the guest bedroom with me, closing the door behind her. She looked around, as if to make sure I wasn’t lying. But who would I be in the bedroom with? Her mom? Her transgendered sister?

She looked back at me. “I’m sorry about tonight,” she whispered. She was whispering so quietly, I almost couldn’t hear her. But the walls were thin—I could footsteps from the other side of the house, so it was probably best that we be quiet. And I have to be honest: I wasn’t expecting Kate to apologize. Apologies weren’t exactly in her nature. But it restored a bit of my faith in her.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I really don’t think it’s a big deal.”

“You aren’t embarrassed?” she asked.

“No, but I feel like you want me to be.”

She stared at me in silence for a moment. I could hardly see her in that dark room. She didn’t turn on the lights, as if we were a couple of kids trying to convince our parents that we were asleep. “Why would I want that?” she asked.

“Well what do you want?”

She came and sat down on the edge of the bed. She smelled nice, as if she was trying on a new perfume—maybe something she found in her old childhood bedroom. I thought about grabbing her and tossing her playfully onto the bed. Her apology was one of the most attractive things she’d ever done. It was nice to see her being sweet and caring—even if was only for brief moment. But maybe this was the start of something new. Maybe she would become more and more sweet as time went by together.

“I guess I just want to know why you never called,” she said.

And the comment took me by surprise. What was she talking about? Was she wondering why she was always the one to call me after a date, and not the other way around? Well I couldn’t tell her that it was because I was constantly second-guessing our relationship. I couldn’t tell her that I still wasn’t sure we were meant to be together—or that our relationship was based on a case of mistaken identity. “I was just trying to play it cool,” I said. I put my hands on her sides. Her body was warm and soft. I’d never really touched her before that moment—not lovingly, like I was touching her now.

“For three years?” she asked.

And then a chill crept down my spine. I wasn’t holding Kate; I was holding Jenn. Jenn had slipped into my room to talk to me—not my girlfriend. I quickly retracted my hands. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you were your sister.”

My heart was suddenly pounding. I’d just lovingly caressed a biological man. But it wasn’t fair—she looked just like her sister. Aside from that small mole on her upper lip, they were practically twins—they were twins. But how could a man look so feminine? How could a man be so beautiful?

“I’m sorry, I thought you knew. I guess we look a bit alike,” she said.

“You don’t look a bit alike. You look exactly the same,” I said.

She looked at me. I could see her eyes glowing in that dark room. She really was beautiful. But it wasn’t natural. Surely she was taking hormones, and she’d probably had surgeries. But what if she hadn’t? What if this was just how she looked and how she talked naturally? Then what? Then was it so crazy to find her attractive?

“I waited for you to call but you never called,” she said.

“You never told me that you were… you know,” I said.

“So that’s why you didn’t call?”

“No—that’s not why. I mean—had I known—you know…” I didn’t know what to say. “I lost your number and I looked for you. But I didn’t know that you were a… transgender, or whatever.”

“Does it matter?” she asked.

And I asked myself the same question: did it matter? What really was the difference? The first answer that came to my mind was children: no surgery or pill can give her the ability to have children. But what does that justification say about women who can’t have children? And are there not kids who need adopted? So I kept thinking. The second justification made more sense: she probably had a penis. And that justification was much easier to accept. “Kind of,” I said.

“So it wouldn’t have worked because of my transition?” she asked.

And hearing it aloud made me feel guilty. But it was true—wasn’t it? I couldn’t possibly be with a transgender. What would my friends think? What would my parents think? Though a better question is: would they ever know? I didn’t know when I met her, and I wouldn’t have known had Kate not told me. So why would my friends ever find out? Why would my parents find out? Why was it any of their business?

“No,” I said. “I don’t know. I just don’t know, okay? Look, you’re very pretty, and I was seriously obsessed with you for a long time, but that was a long time ago.”

“Do you like my sister?” she asked.

The hardest pill to swallow was the fact that I was only with Kate because I thought Kate was Jenn. Now that I knew otherwise, I didn’t know what to think. And now, with this horribly awkward night that Kate led me blindly into, I really couldn’t muster up any positive feelings towards my apparent girlfriend. “I don’t know,” I said. All I could think was: I wish Kate was more like Jenn. And I think Jenn could see it in my eyes. She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of red. She was cute when she was blushing.

I leaned over and kissed her. I don’t know what came over me, but I couldn’t stop myself. I’d waited three years to kiss those lips.


CHAPTER VII

My heart was pounding. I’d dreamed of the moment I could kiss those lips. I’d dreamed of the moment I could finally put my hands on that body and hold her close to me. But now that I was finally realizing my dream, I didn’t know how to feel. I had so many reasons to feel disgusted with myself: I was making out with someone who had only legally been a woman for a few years—or should I have been more worried about the fact that I was making out with my girlfriend’s sister?

But were we ever really boyfriend and girlfriend? Did Kate ever really like me? Or was she just set out to prove something to herself when she found out that I had fallen for her sister? Now, as I looked back on the past few weeks, I couldn’t help but think that she was just trying to prove to herself that her sister didn’t make a better woman than she did.

But the reality was: Jenn did make a better woman than Kate. They were both beautiful, but Jenn was sweet and caring. Jenn was full of personality and grace and charm. Kate was bitter and jealous. Sure, biologically speaking Kate had the unquestionable advantage, but what difference does that really make at the end of the day? Unless your only goal is to have biological children with the woman you love, then it doesn’t really matter what is, or was, hanging between your partner’s legs.

I reached one of my shaking hands up Jenn’s nightshirt, onto her soft breast. Her tits were small, probably still growing slowly with her daily hormones. But they were cute and they felt great. Her ass was perfect: soft but perky. I gave it a good squeeze, eliciting an adorable moan out of my dream girl. She laughed and then I laughed, too.

In a matter of minutes, all of my hang-ups were melting away. I couldn’t even figure out why I was so put off when I first found out that Jenn was a transgender. I couldn’t understand why I cared, or why anyone could care. Anyone who does care obviously hadn’t felt Jenn’s body or kissed her lips. Though don’t get me wrong—I can’t judge those people. I can see the arguments on both sides, and I just decided I didn’t care about any arguments. Because I had a choice: I could either settle with Kate or some other woman who ticked off enough of my boxes, or I could be with Jenn, who made my heart pound euphorically in my chest. To me, it was an easy question, and it wasn’t worth some existential crisis.

I still didn’t know what she had between her legs, but I was about to find out. I laid her down on the bed and I rolled over her. Her nightshirt rode up, exposing her pink panties. I looked down, and I could see a bulge. It was tucked between her legs. It could have been anything: I’d never seen a post-op pussy before, so I didn’t know what to expect when I carefully pulled down her undies.

She still had her cock. It was big, too—tucked between her thighs, her balls pressed up into her body. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of it. There was the real test: to see whether I really was fine with Jenn and everything she had to offer. It wasn’t like I could take what I liked and ignore the rest; I had to accept her for everything she had, or I had to pass.

But the sight of her cock didn’t scare me away. In fact, it filled me with a peculiar excitement. I took a deep breath and then I slipped my fingers around it. It was warm and I could feel it throbbing slightly. I lifted it up and it was heavy. I looked up into Jenn’s eyes—the eyes I fell in love with three years before.

And still, I couldn’t believe I ever mistook Kate for Jenn, even after three absent years. The shape of their eyes was the same, and so was the colour—but that glow was unmistakably unique. There was a joy in Jenn’s eyes that just didn’t exist in Kate’s—maybe it would exist for the right guy, but it wasn’t there for me.

I sunk down, resting my head on her inner-thigh. And then I slipped her cock into my mouth. I sucked with reckless abandon. I didn’t care what anyone would think of us together. I didn’t even care if Kate walked into that room and saw us there together. We were meant to be together—I knew it, Jenn knew it, and Kate probably knew it too, even if she didn’t want to accept it. I placed one hand on Jenn’s ass and I fondled her ball sack with my other hand.

I felt her cock getting harder and harder, bigger and bigger, on my tongue. Her swelling tip pressed up against the inside of my cheek. And I kept sucking, getting as much of her in my mouth as I could. And once she was fully erect, I couldn’t get nearly all of her inside of my mouth.

A light turned on in the hallway, illuminating the slit beneath the door. We both froze. I lifted my head and looked up at the woman of my dreams. She was covering her mouth so she wouldn’t make a sound, but I could tell that she was smiling. Footsteps passed the bedroom door. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from laughing.

Jenn started laughing, so I tackled her playfully down on the bed and I covered her mouth with the palm of my hand. “Shh,” I said while looking into her eyes. But it was hard to take the moment too seriously once I could see that joy glowing in her eyes. She was beautiful. Whether she was considered a biological woman or not, she was the woman for me.


CHAPTER VIII

Whoever was in the hallway walked away and turned off the light as they went. So Jenn and I started kissing again. She reached down and started to do away with my belt and my pants. I had to reach and tug my pants down. Then I could feel her warm, wet throbber against my leg, and I liked it.

She pushed her hand down the front of my boxers and started massaging my dick. It felt good, and it didn’t take her long to get me rock-hard. “You like that?” she whispered into my ear.

“Yeah,” I said. She knew how to work it—she probably had plenty of practice working her own, to be fair. She managed to get my boxers down, and then she started rubbing our cocks together. Hers was bigger than mine, but I didn’t mind. Strangely, it was even a bit of a turn on. I even reached down and got in on the action, grabbing both of our cocks and rubbing them together.

I looked into her amazing, glowing eyes. And in that moment I could see myself with her: in a cute little studio apartment together, introducing her to my parents, hanging out with her and my friends. I could see us adopting a baby. I could see us smiling, happy—never happier before in our lives, except for maybe in that moment in that guest bedroom.

I slipped my hands under her knees and I lifted up her legs. I spread them and looked down. I could see her asshole below her ball sack, puckering, begging to be stuffed by my cock. I reached down and ran my thumb over it. “I’m ready,” she said.

I had to stop for a moment to think whether I was truly making the right decision—because once I fucked that asshole, there was no turning back. I couldn’t take back the fact that I’d fucked a transgender in the ass. But I couldn’t force myself to come up with any reasons not to go ahead—I had to fuck her. I’d never wanted anything more than to stuff my cock deep into that warm, puckering hole.

So I pushed in. She was tight—maybe a virgin. I looked into her eyes as she took a deep, long breath in. I wanted to be gentle for her sake, but I also wanted to pump the living hell out of that hole. I wanted to make her scream and moan and come all over her pretty little body. But I started out slowly, pushing in one inch at a time, watching her face to make sure she wasn’t in pain. She took my cock well, biting her lip once the final inch was pushing in deep. “How does it feel?” I asked.

She just nodded her head, too focussed on my cock to respond. I ran my hands down her sides and then I started to pump her petite body. My God, she was beautiful. She closed her eyes and rocked her head from side to side. She reached out and clutched handfuls of the bed sheets. When she started to moan, I covered her mouth with my hand. And then her cock stole my attention: rock hard and throbbing on her tummy.

I had to hold it. I couldn’t stop myself. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it and I pumped it gently while I stretched her tight hole. “Don’t stop,” she began to moan. I looked back at the door and then the walls, which were so thin. And then I looked back at my endowed beauty. I didn’t want to stop, but she was so sexy that I knew I couldn’t last long. I tried controlling my breathing, but it just felt too good: her tight hole puckering along my shaft, trying desperately to squeeze the cum out of me. “Please don’t stop,” she moaned.

I bent over and kissed her, feeling her throbbing member pressing against my stomach. I could feel it throbbing more powerfully than ever. And then I felt something else: blasts of warm cum against my stomach. She was coming, unloading between our bodies. And it felt amazing.

But holding back was no longer in the cards. I groaned and strained but my climax came without restraint. I began to fill her tight asshole deep. I watched as she shut her eyes and parted her lips. She was in another realm. I couldn’t even imagine what kind of euphoria she was possibly feeling.

But I would get to—a few nights later when I found myself in her downtown apartment. It was my turn to be the bottom. I was nervous, but those nerves dissolved once she was inside of me. And it felt better than I could have ever imagined. I ended up moaning and screaming and convulsing while my cock oozed cum without ever being touched.

It was a week after the night at the country house when I decided it was time to talk to Kate about everything. I felt as though I needed to confess and make her understand that there had been a confusion from the very beginning. I had a feeling that the conversation wasn’t going to go over well—especially when I told her that I was in love with her sister.

So I was surprised when she said, “Yeah, I know.” I wasn’t even sure how to respond. I’d spent nights coming up with responses to every other situation. “What do you think I was doing?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“During our first date, I realized you were looking for my sister. I thought I would see where things went, but during our third date, I realized you needed to be with my sister. So I invited you to meet my family.”

I was confused. It was all a set up? She’s secretly been trying to set me up with her sister? “What?” I managed to say.

“I tested you a little bit—you know, to make sure you were good enough for Jenn. And because I wanted to have a bit of fun. But you passed all of my little tests. Though I was hoping you would come clean to me sooner—when you drove me home from my parents’ house would have been a good time.” She gave me a pat on the shoulder. “Just treat her well. She’s been through a lot.”

Maybe Kate wasn’t so bad. Looking back on our little dates, many of them did feel like tests, like she was constantly baiting me to see what I would do.

But none of that mattered in the end. All that mattered was that I finally had the girl of my dreams—the beauty from the office waiting area. After three years, she was back in my life and I couldn’t have been happier.

THE END
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