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Erica Patterson’s stomach was in
knots. She hated the fact that her sister and best friend had
talked her into going to her high school reunion. If there was
anything she had learned from watching enough movies and TV series
was the fact that high school reunions were just a platform for
people to show off their perfect families, jobs and
husbands.


She looked at her reflection and
sighed. She was not sure that she was wearing the right attire. She
looked at the three other outfits on her bed. There was a purple
Cinderella mini-dress, a sleeveless black dress and a green peplum
one. She was currently wearing a blue knee high sleeveless bandage
dress that had a low neckline showing off her perfect breasts. Her
sister Erin thought the blue matched her eyes perfectly.


Erin had gone on to style her long
brown hair in a stylish loose bun leaving a few strands of hair
hanging loose to frame her face. She wore a pair of studded silver
hoop earrings and a pair of silver peep toed heels to match. Even
though she looked stunning, she still didn’t think she looked
okay.


She was still looking at her
reflection when Erin walked in. As usual, her twin sister looked
superb and why not? She had always looked spectacular. Erin was the
high school prom queen, homecoming queen, dated all the popular
guys and ten years later, she still looked hot. Even though
identical twins were supposed to be the splitting image of each
other, Erica had always felt like she was in her sister’s
shadow.


Erin like Erica had beautiful blue
eyes and a dimpled right cheek. The twins had been born blond but
down the line, Erica decided to go a different way at least to look
different from her sister. But in terms of personality, Erin was
everything Erica wasn’t. She was the outgoing adventurous type.
Even in college, she was the one who you would most likely bump
into at frat parties while Erica stayed home to study or just watch
a movie.


When it came to their careers, that
was the only place the two ever seemed to click in that they were
both hardworking overachievers. Erin was one of the best drug reps
in New York City while Erica worked as a marketer for an
advertising agency. The other thing the twins had in common was
that once they worked for you, you always wanted them around and
that was how the Patterson twins became a force to reckon with.
They were on their way to the Top 30 Under 30 list, and
fast.


“Why are you still staring at
yourself? Is your suitcase even packed?” Erin asked as she looked
at her sister. Erica shrugged.


“I still don’t want to go. I don’t
have the best memories of high school you know,” she said. Erin
walked towards her and looked into her eyes.


“Two things. One, I will kill you if
we miss our flight and two, this is your chance to stick it to
Marcia and her group of bitchy friends. So suck it up and let’s
move it. I don’t believe I came down from Manhattan to hear you
whine,” Erin said as she walked to her sister’s closet. Erica
giggled.


“You live half an hour away. You make
it sound like you drove down from the heart of Africa,” she said.
Erin groaned as she quickly packed up her sister’s suitcase. She
took the green dress and then turned around to look at Erica.
“What?” Erica asked.


“The white dress,” Erin said
matter-of-factly. Erica pretended not to know what she was talking
about.


“Which white dress are you talking
about?” she asked as she felt her cheeks flush. That always
happened when she lied and her sister knew it. Erin walked to the
closet and rummaged through her dresses. Erica knew exactly which
dress she was talking about and she did not want to carry it. She
had bought a layered sleeveless white dress the month before but
she had never worn it.


Erin thought that there couldn’t be a
more perfect time to show it off than at the high school reunion.
To Erica, the dress was a bit too revealing but Erin always said,
‘just because you grew up without tits that doesn’t mean that you
should hide them forever’. And Erin was right. Part of the reason
Erica grew up in her sister’s shadow was because Erin developed
faster than she did and while her sister’s curvaceous body began to
show, she was still in turtle necks and pants. She hated it. People
were always questioning how the two could be twins yet one was
beautifully developed while the other was simply, to put it
lightly, boyish.


In her sophomore year of college,
Erica’s body went through the changes she should have gone through
in high school. She suddenly had a well-rounded ass and breasts
that made every Latina woman she met jealous. She could still hear
the voices of all the boys and popular girls in high
school.


You were probably switched
at birth Erica.


How come your sister has
better tits, Erica?


When will your balls
finally drop, Erica?


She looked at Erin and realized that
she was right. This was her chance to redeem herself and she was
going to take it. After all, the office had allowed her to take as
much time off as she needed to make this happen and she was not
about to waste this opportunity.


“You know what, Erin, you’re right.
Let’s do this,” she said as Erin zipped up her suitcase. Erin
looked up at her and smiled.


“What’s gotten into you all of a
sudden?” she asked smiling. Erica shrugged.


“It’s my chance to stick it to Marcia
so I will,” she said.


“Oh good. I thought I would have to
take cash out of your secret stash to repay the plane tickets,”
Erin said as they walked out of Erica’s bedroom. Even though it was
just a two hour flight, Erica could feel her stomach in knots. This
would be the first time she saw Nick Matthews, her high school
crush. In high school, nick was the one guy Erica knew she could
never have.


He was cute, athletic and was always
into girls like Marcia, that brown haired airhead. He liked
cheerleaders and girls on the swim team but for some reason, even
at twenty five years of age, she still had a liking for him. Of
course, now she looked different but she was still single. She had
tried dating but men were proving to be too much for her. They were
always after one thing or the other. It was not like she had not
gotten her occasional one night stands but she simply could not do
relationships. They were just too much work.


By the time they got to Chicago, Erica
was a nervous wreck.


“Oh come on, the guy is not worth all
this,” Erin said looking at Erica. “It’s Nick Matthews. If it was
Eddie Kane on the other hand, don’t even get me started,” she said
as she fanned her face with her hands. Erica shook her head as they
got into a cab.


“Why? What’s with Eddie Kane?” she
asked.


“You remember Eddie was kind of a hot
geek in high school. So rumor has it that he developed some high
level internet security program and now he is worth like a billion
dollars plus, he’s been under the knife and has also been working
out. So he is every level of hot,” she said. Erica smiled. Her
sister had always been strangely turned on by money.


“Okay. I’ll just have to see how the
night goes,” Erica said. For the rest of the ride, she was quiet,
wondering if she was going to regret the entire weekend.


When they got to Wells Academy, she
was surprised to see that not much had changed even though the rest
of Chicago had turned into an array of apartment complexes and
super highways. The town was not the little cozy place she
remembered. A lot had changed, except her school. Everything was
exactly where she remembered it.


“What are you going to say to Kyle?”
Erin asked. Erica shook her head. Kyle was one of the only few
people she got along with in high school and of late, she had been
in contact with him, online but a lot.


“I don’t know. There’s nothing to
tell,” she said. Erin smiled.


“Of course there isn’t,” she said
sarcastically as she looked around the gymnasium. “I see Eddie
Kane,” Erin squealed excitedly. “Are you going to be alright on
your own?” she asked as she looked at her sister. Erica smiled and
nodded.


“Definitely. I can handle these damn
airheads,” she said as Erin disappeared into the crowd. Erica took
a long deep breath as she looked at the name tags on the table.
Every tag was placed next to a corresponding photo from the last
picture day in their senior year. Erica sighed when she saw hers.
She still had blond hair and donned turtle necks.


She picked up her name tag
and stuck it carefully on her dress before she began walking
inside. She could still hear the squeals of excitement from the
snobby bitches, the swim team, cheerleaders…it was like high school
all over again. “I should have brought a
date,” she thought as she looked
around.


“Oh. My. God. Erin Patterson?” she
heard Patricia Miller’s annoyingly familiar voice behind her. Erica
turned around and flashed her a fake smile. “You changed your hair?
It looks totally amazing,” she added as she hugged her.


“Actually it’s Erica. Erin’s around
here somewhere and she is still blond,” Erica said after pulling
way. She noticed Patricia’s eyes grow big.


“Oh my God, I would have never known,”
she said shocked. Erica noticed her eyes were now fixated on her
full cleavage. “You got work done huh?” she asked. Erica
laughed.


“Actually, these are real. Thank mama
dearest,” she said proudly.


“Really?” Patricia asked. She did not
look or sound convinced.


“Yeah. In college I went from no boobs
to Victoria’s Secret,” Erica said smiling, this time
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