

  

    

      

    

  




		

			Scandalous


			Hollywood is full of scandals…what’s one more?


			When Amelia’s identical twin sister, Zoey, asks her to step in for her at a conference for supernatural TV shows while she auditions for a blockbuster movie, Amelia reluctantly agrees. She could use the money to keep her mini highland cow rescue, Mizzou Moos, afloat. She can pretend to be famous for twenty-four hours. What could possibly go wrong?


			Lindsay Brooks hates playing babysitter to the stars, but that’s part of her job as assistant producer for the breakout show Thirteen Witches. Things get confusing when sparks fly between her and one of the main leads at the con, and all hell breaks loose when evidence surfaces of the actress and her identical twin switching places. Everyone’s in an uproar about getting duped, but Lindsay’s more concerned about finding out which twin she made out with.


			That kiss made her melt and no one else has ever made her feel like swooning, but tracking Amelia down and getting to the truth might change the course of her career. She’s prepared to lose her job, but losing her heart would be scandalous.
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            Chapter One








			Just because you found it in the grass, doesn’t mean it’s yours.” Amelia put her hands on her hips like a scolding mother would do with a petulant child in the throes of a tantrum. She huffed out a sigh and brushed the curly, reddish-brown hair out of Pippin’s soulful eyes. She softened her stance and gave him a quick hug. He liked her hugs, and the moment she felt him relax against her, she grabbed the crushed juice box from his mouth victoriously. “Ha! Sucker.” She held the slobbering mess over her head feeling dots of spittle spray her arms and instantly regretted the move. “Well, this is gross.” She threw the litter in the bin outside his stall and held out a carrot for him to chew instead. “It was probably that little boy who screamed the entire tour yesterday.” 


			Pippin stared at her while happily munching on his carrot. Either hearing her voice, or smelling the carrot, Patches, another red mini highland rescue with a unique, brown patch of long fur on her back, trotted into her side of the barn looking for treats. She lacked Pippin’s curls and her horns were smaller, but she was just as precious. 


			Amelia held up an orange stalk and leaned over the railing that separated the males from the females when Patches got close. “Don’t worry, sweet girl. I didn’t forget about you.” Patches snorted a thank you and left the barn with the treat firmly clamped in her muzzle. Snacks were a luxury as the grants and donations had thinned over the last six months. She wasn’t on high alert yet but was getting close.


			Amelia’s shoulders sagged when the soft jingle of an incoming phone call filled her ears. She took a deep breath before she tapped her knuckle against her AirPod. “Mizzou Moos. This is Amelia. How may I help you?”


			“Sis! What’s up?”


			Hearing her sister’s voice was a nice surprise, but a flutter of panic tapped lightly against Amelia’s heart. Whenever Zoey, her identical twin, called, it meant something big was happening. They texted regularly, but phone calls were scarce because Zoey worked in television and Amelia ran a miniature livestock sanctuary that had grown over the last three years. Their schedules were opposite. Zoey was on set until late in the evenings and Amelia was up before dawn getting breakfast ready for six mini cows, two mini donkeys, pygmy goats, babydoll sheep, chickens, and two faithful dogs who were dumped on the farm when they were puppies. There were a handful of cats who cleared the barn of mice and other rodents. Amelia always made sure they had a hearty kibble breakfast. 


			“Hey. Just hanging out with some cute gingers,” Amelia said.


			“Maybe one day you’ll find one who doesn’t snot all over your clothes or try to trip you,” Zoey said. Amelia laughed at the memory of Mimsey, the smallest rescue mini highland cow, knocking down Zoey hard the last time she visited. 


			“Hollywood’s softened you. You need another summer at the farm to toughen you up,” Amelia said. It had been almost six months since she last saw Zoey. When they were little, they were inseparable. Even though they had their own rooms growing up, they slept in each other’s beds up until college. When Zoey moved to Los Angeles after graduation to pursue her movie star dream, Amelia encouraged her and helped her pack. Her love for Zoey outweighed the selfishness of wanting her always by her side. “Are you calling because you’re coming to visit?” Amelia heart wobbled and sank when she heard the slight hesitation and deep breath before her sister answered.


			“I’m calling to tell you I have an audition for Bounty Hunter 2 with Alec Montgomery.”


			“That’s great news!” Amelia squealed with excitement. Bounty Hunter was last fall’s blockbuster hit, and Alec Montgomery was the fastest rising star in Hollywood. “Oh, my God! Tell me everything.”


			“They are looking for somebody to play his sister who gets kidnapped.”


			“The sister? Why not the love interest?” Amelia asked.


			“That’s already been filled. But the sister is really a big part. She gets kidnapped, but it’s a lot of on-screen time. I get to fight, go through emotional stuff, and fight some more. It’s the opportunity I’ve been waiting for. I can finally show off my acting skills,” Zoey said.


			“Listen, Thirteen Witches shows off your acting skills, too. Don’t sell yourself short. The episode where you got stuck in a time loop showcased your ability so well. You laughed, you cried, you got angry. You nailed it. I think that was the episode that made you a fan favorite.” Pride, not jealousy, filled her heart whenever a neighbor stopped her in town to congratulate her on having such a talented sister. Zoey was living her dream.


			“Oh, don’t get me wrong. I owe the series everything. It’s just nice to be recognized outside of it. I don’t want to get stuck where the only acting job I get is as a witch,” Zoey said.


			“Stop it. You’re amazing. You always have been.” Amelia walked out of the barn and squinted as the hot, blazing sun momentarily blinded her. Summers in Missouri were miserable. She wanted to head inside the main house to cool off, but she still had to check on the two mini donkeys in the small barn. She acquired them last week from a rundown mine in New Mexico and was slowly introducing them to the goats. She wiped her hands on the rag hanging from her back pocket and tugged the brim of her Mizzou Moos ball cap lower on her forehead. “It’s time the rest of the world knew. You’re going to nail that audition.”


			Zoey had always been the center of attention since they were children. Maybe it was Zoey’s brightness that made Amelia take a step back. She didn’t want to take away something her sister desperately wanted. Zoey wanted all eyes on her, and Amelia wanted whatever her sister wanted.


			“I’m glad you said that.” Zoey dragged out her words and paused dramatically.


			“Why?” Amelia’s voice came out sharper than intended.


			“Hear me out before you say anything, okay?”


			Amelia placed her palm on the aging wooden door of the small barn and waited for Zoey to say what was on her mind. Out-of-the-blue calls from Zoey came with a price. She rolled her tense shoulders and nervously chipped away at the dull, cracking paint around the lock with her fingernail. “Okay. I’m listening.” 


			“I know things are hard at the rescue. I know you’re struggling, and I wish I could send more, but I know a way you can make thousands of dollars for just working a few hours,” Zoey said.


			“Whatever this is, it sounds shady and I’m not that kind of girl.” She was half-joking. Amelia knew her sister wouldn’t put her in danger, but when something sounded too good to be true, it probably was. But she was still intrigued. She needed money for hay, vitamins, salt licks, protein packs, medicine, and farm necessities. The tractor needed new tires and the barn needed a bigger junction box. Those were the pressing issues. While a lot of vendors reduced fees because of the good she was doing, all of it added up to more than what she had and she was starting to stress.


			“You said you would hear me out,” Zoey said.


			Amelia nodded even though her sister couldn’t see her. “You’re right. Please continue with this very not shady idea. I’m all ears.”


			“You know I’m appearing at the HEXPO Conference next weekend in Vegas, right? Well, it also happens to be the same time I’m supposed to audition for the movie.”


			“That’s bad luck,” Amelia said. It wasn’t sinking in.


			“So, I need you—no, I’m asking you to please fill in for me at the con Thursday night and Friday until I’m done with my audition,” Zoey said. 


			Amelia’s mouth dropped open at her twin’s audacity. They hadn’t switched places to fool people since their senior year in high school. Need pushed its way through anger, disbelief, and a held back “hell, no.” She needed the money. And it wasn’t hard being her sister for a day. But their lives were so different. Amelia doubted she could pull it off like she could ten years ago.


			“My anxiety just hit a ten. This isn’t high school or us playing a joke on Mom and Dad. I can’t pull it off today. We don’t share the same world. I don’t know your friends or even your coworkers.”


			“Sis, you know the show. You never miss it. You’re the one who finds flaws when our writers don’t,” Zoey said.


			“I don’t know the actors. The minute I share space with them, they’ll know.” Amelia said.


			“They’re not going to know. We look the same, we sound the same, and you know all the gossip about everyone. We can go over every single cast member before the con. Just so you know, they stagger the actors so you won’t be with the cast the entire time. I only need you to pose with a few fans for photos. Don’t worry about talking to them. The con staff will shuffle them in for photos and immediately out. You won’t have time to chat with them so it won’t trip you up. According to the schedule, Friday morning there’s a panel where you just show up, and in the afternoon, there’s a photo shoot with four other actors with the cauldron and maybe a selfie station after that. And I’ll be there Friday night and we can switch back.”


			“It sounds too complicated. What if somebody figures out I’m not you? We don’t have the same hairstyle, wardrobe, or even voice. Listen to my voice. We don’t even sound the same anymore,” Amelia said.


			“Your voice is higher because you’re nervous. Come on, Amelia. We sound the same. You can always say you have allergies or you’re getting over a cold. It’ll be fine. You’ll get my commission for being there and all the selfie money. You know I make a ton more working cons than I do on the show. For now, at least. I’m pretty sure the standard is forty dollars a photo. It adds up quickly, I promise,” Zoey said.


			Amelia knew Becks and her wife, Robbie, could run the farm for an extended weekend. Although she was nervous and didn’t like crowds, getting away for a few days to be someone else sounded a little fun. She didn’t want to cave quickly like she always did though. “I don’t know. It sounds like stress I don’t need.”


			“But think of the money. That’ll help so much. And if I get the movie contract, I can donate more to Mizzou Moos. Plus, it’ll mean more exposure for you. They’ll want to know more about me and I can tell them about the rescue. People love people who save animals.” Zoey was pushing all the right buttons. 


			“Walk me through exactly what I need to do hour by hour, day by day.” Amelia winced when her sister squealed with delight.


			“Fly here Wednesday so we can sync up and go over things. I can send you a ticket with my airline points. They have me flying to Vegas Thursday afternoon. There’s a VIP dance party that starts at ten. Some of the crew will attend but it’s not mandatory. Friday morning there’s a kick-off panel. It’s more for the writers but you’ll have to at least be in attendance. Then the photo ops with fans. I should be there by six. You can fly home then or Saturday morning,” Zoey said.


			Amelia knew her staff could handle her being gone, but could she? She was right in that delicate state of introducing animals to one another and she didn’t want a setback. And would Becks remember to never turn her back on Mimsey during feeding time or give Pippin extra love every morning? She would have to leave her truck for them to pick up the supplies, but then how would she get to the airport? It was a two-hour commute. There were so many things to plan and organize before she could fully commit, but for some reason, she said, “Yes.”


			“Great! I’ll send you a ticket to fly here and you can use my ticket to get to Vegas,” Zoey said.


			“Look, I don’t want to commit a felony so let’s just book a flight under my name from there to Vegas. We’ll just make sure it’s the same flight in case they are expecting you at a certain time. Do you have enough points?” Amelia asked.


			“Definitely. Okay, when can you get away?”


			“Let me check with Becks and I’ll get back to you. Nobody’s going to know, are they? Like you’re not telling anyone on the show what we’re doing?”


			“Absolutely not. We’re the only ones,” Zoey solemnly said.


			“Isn’t your agent going to know? I mean, you can’t be in two places at once.”


			“Silvia says it’s a bad idea, but she also knows it’s the only way this is going to work. Don’t even worry about her, though. Just send me a text so I can book your ticket. Thanks, sis. I really owe you for this.”


			Immediate regret and guilt replaced the excitement from thirty seconds ago. It was fun when they were kids and fooled everyone. The stakes weren’t high. “Let’s get through this without any issues. Then you can really owe me.”


			“I love you. Talk soon,” Zoey said.


			“I love you, too.” Amelia disconnected the call and texted Becks to check her schedule. Once everything was cleared and a plan set in place, Amelia gave Zoey the green light hoping it wasn’t going to be the biggest mistake of their lives.


			

        

          

            [image: scene separator]

          


        


        * * *


      


			“I’m so glad you’re here.” Zoey hugged Amelia and pulled her into her apartment. “I’m sorry you had to take a Lyft. I’m going over the lines for the audition and didn’t want to stop.”


			“Don’t worry about it. You just stay focused on learning your lines. I didn’t mind the ride at all. Beats driving in this traffic, that’s for sure.” Amelia dropped her bag on the beat-up leather recliner in the small living space. When Zoey said she moved, Amelia thought she meant to a bigger, nicer space. The only advantage this place had over the other one was that it was closer to the studio. “Do you need my help going over them?”


			“Yes, but let’s get you ready first,” Zoey said. She circled Amelia like a drill sergeant inspecting her hair, her makeup, and how her clothes fit. Amelia preferred baggy and comfortable to chic and form-fitting. Zoey clucked her tongue and pulled at Amelia’s shirt that was a size too big. “I can tell you’re losing weight.” She raised an eyebrow and continued to scrutinize Amelia. She looked at Amelia’s wavy hair. “It’s amazing how much the sun bleaches your hair. Don’t you wear a hat?” Zoey asked.


			“Sometimes the cows like to try to pull it off my head so not all the time.” Amelia felt self-conscious in front of her sister and smoothed down her hair. “Why? Does it look terrible?”


			Zoey pulled Amelia’s hand away and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “Oh, my God, no. It looks amazing. I hate that the show makes me dye my hair dark. Apparently, it’s more witchy. We can use temporary coloring that’ll wash out in a week if that’s okay. That way we don’t have to permanently change anything about you.”


			“Except for hacking off a solid four inches,” Amelia said. She wore it back every day so it didn’t matter, but it was fun teasing her sister.


			“Or you can just wear it up in a bun the whole time.”


			“Absolutely not. I’m just kidding. We need me to look like you as much as possible,” Amelia said. This was really happening. She pressed her fist against her stomach to ease the guilt that burned inside. She was going to be her outgoing, famous sister for twenty-four hours. What if she forgot her manners and said something rude to a fan? Or worse, ignored one? Or two? Or all of them? Zoey cupped her chin and made her look at her.


			“Are you overthinking this?” Zoey asked. Amelia nodded. “Don’t. You’re going to be better at me than I am,” Zoey said. 


			Amelia rolled her eyes. “That’s not even possible.” The doorbell interrupted Amelia’s new round of panic.


			“I ordered pizza with lots of cheese and mushrooms. We can take this time to review the cast and crew. I can tell you if we’re friends, frenemies, or enemies,” Zoey said. She grabbed the pizza and pulled two plates from the cabinet. Amelia’s stomach rumbled as the smell of burnt cheese and marinara sauce filled the room. She grabbed a piece and plopped down on the couch. Zoey sat beside her and pulled out her phone.


			“Let’s start with your friends. Who do you spend the most time with?” Amelia asked. She took a large bite and leaned closer to Zoey’s phone.


			“Rey, but she won’t be there. Here’s Olivia. She’s nice and we’re friendly, but we don’t do much outside of the show.” Zoey scrolled through more photos. “You know Dane. He’s a beefcake and a massive flirt. Oh, and Dawn and I always joke about how cute Arman, the sound guy, is. She’ll probably bring him up.”


			“What do you know about Arman?” Amelia asked.


			“Not a damn thing other than he’s hot and always winks at us,” Zoey said.


			“What about Chloe? I don’t know much about her since she’s so new.” Amelia took a sip of her Coke. She thought about grabbing another piece of pizza but decided to wait until her stomach and her anxiety settled.


			“Keep a wide berth. I don’t trust her. She has bad vibes. She’s the kind of person who’s always looking for the next best thing, you know?” Zoey said.


			They reviewed every single person who was going to be at the con until Amelia felt comfortable enough to move on.


			“Come on. Let’s raid my closet and gossip about the people I work with,” Zoey said. She motioned for Amelia to follow her into her bedroom and opened the closet doors to reveal a wardrobe that made Amelia’s jaw drop.


			“Why do you have so many clothes?” Amelia thumbed through hangers of tops, pants, long elegant evening gowns, and short, flirty dresses. She pointed to the shoe rack that overflowed with strappy sandals and stilettos. “Please tell me you have ankle boots or flats?”


			Zoey leaned against the doorframe. “You’ve been shuffling around in muck boots and Crocs far too long. It’s time you remember how to walk in heels.”


			











    

            Chapter Two








			Lindsay Brooks hadn’t slept in almost twenty-four hours. She stifled the yawn behind her notebook, refusing to sit down for fear that she’d fall asleep and miss Zoey Stark and Dane Fletcher’s arrival at Caesar’s Palace. She wanted to greet them, hand them their schedules, and head to her room to kick off her heels and slip into the marble Jacuzzi tub for a hot soak. Every minute they were late, she lost sixty seconds of relaxation before the conference unofficially began. In five hours, they were all highly encouraged to be at MGM’s Thursday night VIP Party to kick off HEXPO. Thirteen Witches was growing in popularity, and this was shaping up to be their biggest event to date. Even though there were actors from four other television shows headlining the con, their show was the real draw of the event. She checked her watch and continued pacing the lobby glancing toward the entrance every few seconds. They should’ve been here by now. She checked the flights again even though she knew exactly when both landed. Their instructions were to come to the hotel immediately. This was a working gig. She wasn’t sure if either of them needed security, but the conference strongly recommended it. Zoey was popular, and Dane received more fan mail than anyone else on the set. Of course, most of his fans were either teenage girls or grandmothers, but he didn’t discriminate. He loved all attention.


			“Lindsay, hey. Over here.”


			She turned to find Dane waving her over. “When did you get here?” She was perplexed and thumbed behind her at the lobby. There was no way he got past her. She was standing in the sweet spot where she could see all the entrances. “Is it just you?” She looked over his shoulder hoping to find Zoey whose flight landed before his.


			“Just me. I came in on the casino side. Wait. Did you lose somebody already?” He threw his head back and laughed. “The con hasn’t even started.” His normally sexy voice grated on her nerves. It was probably the stress of corralling ten stars from the show who were coming in at all different times. She stared at him without cracking a smile until he held his hands up as though calling a truce. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry.” He flashed her his famous smile. “What room did I get? Tell me you got me a suite?” She scoffed quietly and handed him a card holder and instructions for downloading an app for keyless entry. 


			He held it up with his forefinger and thumb. “Oh, fancy. A junior suite. Any other perks?” He looked at her expectantly.


			“All your paperwork including your lanyard is in the packet. Wear it at all times,” she said. She handed him the thick envelope. “Did you see Zoey at the airport? Her flight arrived before yours.” Lindsay pulled up the flight tracker app to triple-check that it landed. Zoey getting abducted flashed in her mind, but she quickly pushed down the panic. Maybe she was getting souvenirs or freshening up in the platinum lounge before heading to Caesar’s.


			“No. I grabbed a cab as soon as I got off the plane,” he said. She raised an eyebrow. “Well, after taking a few selfies. I mean, that’s why I’m here, right?” He slid his sunglasses back on and confidently strolled away in the direction of the elevators. Lindsay suspected he was going to gamble or flirt and turned her attention back to the front doors. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Zoey slip into the lobby. Lindsay waved her over when they finally made eye contact.


			“I was getting worried. Is everything okay?” Lindsay asked.


			Zoey nodded and gave her a soft smile. Lindsay’s brows furrowed for a moment. Normally, Zoey would give her a bear hug and thank her profoundly. Today Zoey shied away when Lindsay touched her forearm. Everything was definitely not okay, but Lindsay didn’t press. She knew Zoey had recently broken up with her boyfriend so maybe she was late and quiet because they had another spat or she simply missed him. Lindsay couldn’t understand that given that she found him to be a complete tool. When they broke up, Lindsay took great joy in taking his name off the all-access list. Now he wasn’t allowed on set or at the studio. 


			“Okay, so here’s your room information. And here are your passes and identification to get into the conference. I mean, just in case people don’t recognize you.” Lindsay watched Zoey look at the contents carefully. “Do you have any questions?”


			“What’s tonight again?” Zoey asked.


			Lindsay leaned over Zoey’s shoulder and pointed at the event on her personal schedule. “The VIP party. You and the cast will be roped off. It’s just a chance to hang with the crowd but not really hang with them. It’s not highlighted so you’re not expected to be there, but it would be nice and the fans would love it if they saw you.” Zoey smelled like fresh daisies and linen. Very different and very nice. Lindsay took a step back and forced a smile. What was happening? Her body was responding to being in the same space as Zoey and that had never happened before.


			“But it’s not mandatory, right?” Zoey asked.


			Lindsay tilted her head and bit her bottom lip. “It’s not. You can do whatever you want. Just make sure you’re at the venue at nine tomorrow morning.” She touched Zoey’s arm. Yep. Still tiny tingles when her fingertips touched her skin. It was slightly unnerving. They worked long hours on the set together and the last thing Lindsay needed was a crush on one of the actors. “I’m going to head to my room. Let me know if you need anything. You know my number.”


			“What floor are you on?” Zoey asked.


			“We’re all in the tower. On the fourteenth floor,” Lindsay said.


			“Great. I’ll follow you if you don’t mind,” Zoey said. 


			“Do you need any help with anything?” Lindsay asked.


			“I just have one suitcase and this bag. I’m good. Thank you though,” Zoey said.


			Zoey always accepted help. Even if it was just carrying her backpack while she carried her purse. She was never rude about it, but she always said yes. “We’re this way.” Lindsay pointed to the casino floor. She leaned in closer so Zoey could hear her. “They do this so we’ll be tempted to gamble to and from our rooms. There’s no way around it.”


			“This is all so overwhelming. Thankfully, I don’t gamble,” Zoey said.


			“Not anymore, you mean,” Lindsay said. She glanced at Zoey and noticed the death grip she had on her suitcase handle and how she clutched her bag closer to her chest. Maybe that night of gambling she’d cleaned up wasn’t a fluke. What if Zoey actually had a problem?


			“Uh, that’s right. Not anymore,” Zoey said. “Wow. This is quite the trek just to get to the elevators.”


			“You’ll have to be careful with your time. It took me eight minutes to get from my room to the lobby. It’s going to take longer now that it’s almost the weekend,” Lindsay said. She punched the button twice. “How has your time off been? Anything new and exciting?” Small talk was safe, and she knew Zoey was a talker.


			“I’ve been fighting a head cold for the last week” She pointed to her face.


			“That explains why your voice sounds a little different,” Lindsay said. She held her hand in front of her for Zoey to enter the elevator first and swore Zoey blushed. They moved to the back as a large group of people pushed their way through, apologizing at their oversized luggage. A teenager about fourteen squealed.


			“Oh, my God. Are you Zoey Stark? Mom, that’s Zoey from Thirteen Witches.” 


			Lindsay felt Zoey tense next to her. “I am.”


			“Can I get a selfie? Please?”


			“Yes, of course.”


			The elevator stopped on eight and before the doors shut, the excited fan leaned close to Zoey for the selfie. “Thank you so much! I can’t wait for the con to start. This is my second one.” The teen bolted from the elevator and waved as the doors closed.


			“Well, that was fun,” Lindsay said. It never got old seeing how their show impacted people.


			“It’s a great show. I’m glad it’s taking off,” Zoey said.


			“Same. I like knowing we have another season slated,” Lindsay said. The elevator opened to their floor. “We’re this way. I’m right next door to you.” A panicky feeling crept into Lindsay’s thoughts. “And Olivia is on the other side of you. Dane is down there.” She motioned up and down the hall. “We have all the rooms from here to the very end. If you need anything, just knock or call,” Lindsay said. Why was she being so weird right now? She’d worked with Zoey for the last two years.


			“Okay, thank you. Do we meet here or down in the lobby for the VIP thing?” Zoey asked.


			“The lobby is fine. Why don’t you rest up and we’ll see you later?”


			Zoey nodded, gave her an awkward smile, and disappeared behind her door. Lindsay pushed her own door open, kicked off her very impractical high heels, and peeled off her blazer. As alluring as the bed was, the monstrous bathtub was too enticing to ignore. She turned the water on and kicked off the rest of her clothes. Vegas was too hot to wear this many layers and she vowed to keep her future outfits professional, but light. She unclipped her auburn hair and massaged her scalp with her fingertips while she waited for the tub to fill. The hot water sent chills across her skin when she stepped in it. When her body was fully submerged, she turned on the jets to massage her weary body. A Jacuzzi tub was on her list of must-haves when she finally bought her own place. She wanted to relax longer, but knew she needed a nap before tonight. Vegas always destroyed her self-care routine. She didn’t sleep enough, didn’t stay hydrated, drank too much alcohol, and ate too much. Every trip, she tried to do better, and every trip, she failed. She dried off and slipped into bed without putting her pajamas on. There was something decadent about sleeping naked in the softest bamboo sheets she’d ever felt on her body. 


			As exhausted as she was, she couldn’t stop thinking about Zoey. Why did Zoey seem not like herself today? And why did Lindsay have such a physical reaction to her? Was it because Zoey was single now? Zoey wasn’t even queer so why did it matter now? Oh, God. Was she crushing on a straight woman? Lindsay had always found Zoey attractive but today seemed extra. Zoey’s lips seemed a bit fuller than usual, and she wasn’t wearing any lipstick. Did she get Botox injections? That needed to be approved and Lindsay didn’t remember seeing an approval form circulate through Meador Entertainment. And Zoey had a nice golden tan which was unusual since the makeup team always had to put a layer of sunscreen on her face and arms, per her request, because she didn’t want to wrinkle or get skin cancer.


			Lindsay looked at the clock. If she fell asleep now, she’d get four solid hours she desperately needed. She wouldn’t get back to the room until well after midnight and she had to be up and at the conference by eight. She set her alarm on her phone and willed her body to sleep. She tossed and turned restlessly before she did the one thing she knew would relax her body enough to fall asleep. She slipped her hand between her legs and gently rubbed her slit. When an image of Zoey popped into her head, she mentally pushed it aside and thought of the hottest queer movie star on screen instead. The actress was blond with long legs and piercing blue eyes. A bit femme for Lindsay’s taste but thinking about her was building her up for the perfect release. She quickened her pace and moved her forefinger quickly back and forth over her clit. Nothing was pushing her over the edge though. She thought about the actress’s hands touching her and her lips making a trail over her body, biting and sucking all her sensitive spots, but she couldn’t finish even though she was right on the precipice of her orgasm. She teetered on that edge of wanting to finish but not wanting this feeling to end. She tensed her muscles and moved faster and harder and when her brain thrust a picture of Zoey in the elevator with their shoulders touching, Lindsay didn’t shut it out. Instead, she pictured Zoey’s mouth on her and came hard and fast. She sprawled and waited for her heartbeat and breathing to normalize. She fell asleep before the guilt could set in.


			











    

            Chapter Three








			“I should’ve tried this dress on before I packed it,” Amelia hissed at her sister over FaceTime. 


			“I love that dress. Here, show me. Put the phone on the dresser and stand back so I can see it,” Zoey said. Amelia pulled at the plunging neckline trying to hide her cleavage as much as possible and took several steps back. “Stop it. You look hot. How are your boobs bigger than mine?”


			“I like cheese. And bread. And carbs. That’s why,” she said.


			“Pull your shoulders back. You’re standing like you’ve never worn a dress or heels before. Speaking of which, when was the last time you wore a dress?” Zoey asked.


			Amelia stuck her tongue out at her and pulled her shoulders back as directed. It only made her bustline even more visible and made her more uncomfortable. Why did she agree to do this? She fussed with the material until she was satisfied she was covered up enough. “Last year at Christina’s wedding. I wore three-inch heels and hated every minute of wearing them.”


			“Then two-inch heels will feel like flats. You’ll be fine. Just think of all the hay and protein packs you can buy with this gig,” Zoey said.


			“What should I do with my hair?” Amelia asked. She brought the phone into the bathroom and mimicked pulling it up, leaving it down, and then a hairdo that was half up and down. “I only have about a half an hour before I have to be in the lobby which means I really only have twenty minutes. What do you want me to do?”


			“I want you to embrace being me. I want you to have fun and wave at fans and drink champagne and maybe even dance a little. Not that there’s anything wrong with being you, but right now you’re trying to be me and that’s what I would do. Leave your hair down. It looks beautiful. And find some double stick tape. Ask Lindsay if you can’t find any in the suitcase. She has everything,” Zoey said.


			“She’s right next to me. We have communicating doors,” Amelia said. She pulled the phone close to her face. “How’s my makeup? I don’t know if it’s too much or not enough.”


			“Sis, you look great. Seriously. You’re going to be just fine. Have a drink or two and then go back to the room. If you’re not comfortable, then tell Lindsay you have a headache or you don’t feel well. It’s not mandatory,” Zoey said.


			“Zoey Stark most definitely would be at this party. Oh, did I tell you that I took my first selfie with a fan? In the elevator this afternoon.” Amelia smirked at her. Zoey laughed, delighted.


			“Being in the spotlight is pretty cool,” Zoey said.


			Amelia shrugged. “Maybe the perks are cool. You’ve always loved the attention. I was never one for it.”


			Zoey rolled her eyes. “Don’t stress. Everything will be fine. Just remember that people are always watching even when you think they aren’t. They will post on socials and tag you and the show. Try not to do anything embarrassing like tug on your boobs and accidentally flash the world.”


			“I should double my fee. Pay me more not to embarrass you.” Amelia put her forefinger on her chin as though contemplating the increase even though she knew Zoey donated as much as she could to Mizzou Moos. Zoey wasn’t making the kind of money most people assumed actors made on successful television shows. She knew Silvia was working out a fat contract with Meador Entertainment for the next season since Zoey was only slated for two. If Silvia didn’t work some real magic and get Zoey the raise she deserved, Amelia was going to come unglued.


			“Ha ha. Okay, I have to go but you’re going to kill it. Send me a message if you need me for anything. You’ll be fine. We’ve done this a billion times before,” Zoey said.


			“For fun and games. This is a whole different level,” Amelia said. Doubt was blooming inside her head and weighing in her heart. “If this gets out…”


			“Don’t worry so much. You know me better than anyone else,” Zoey said.


			“Wait. Don’t people already know you have a twin? I mean, haven’t you talked to people about me? Like your co-workers? Hey, for Christmas I’m going back home to visit my twin.”


			“People don’t talk like that. I say sister. I’m going to visit my sister. Although I should say my older sister,” Zoey said.


			“By two minutes.” Amelia snorted. “Okay, break a leg tomorrow. I’m sure it’ll be a late night for me. Let me know when you’re getting in.”


			“I love you.” Zoey normally exaggerated the words for fun, but this time she sounded sincere. The anxiety Amelia felt disappeared. Her sister needed her and she was going to suck it up and be the best Zoey she could be. As Amelia.


			“I love you, too.” Amelia disconnected the call and quickly spritzed her hair. The dress was still a problem so she dug around in the suitcase looking for the double-sided tape only to come up empty-handed. “Shit.” 


			She unlatched the adjourning door and tapped lightly on Lindsay’s door. She took a step back when she heard Lindsay unlock it. Amelia gasped with delight when it opened. This couldn’t possibly be the same woman who handed her the convention schedule and walked her to her room earlier today. That woman was attractive but reserved. The woman standing in front of her was stunning. Amelia gave her an obvious up-and-down. 


			“You look amazing.” Did Zoey say things like that? Probably something hipper. “That dress is hot.” Lindsay was wearing a taupe, form-fitting dress that hit above the knee. The delicate spaghetti straps showed off an expanse of smooth, flawless skin. Toned calves and high heels made Amelia’s heart flutter. She stumbled over her words. “I mean, I’m sorry, uh, I…” She took a deep breath. Round number two. “I’m hoping you have what I need.” Fuck. That sounded suggestive. The wide-eyed look Lindsay shot her told her it sounded as bad as she thought. “I mean, I need your help.” 


			Lindsay took a step back. “Of course. Come on in. What can I help you with?”


			Amelia pointed to her boobs. “These keep trying to fall out and I thought maybe you had some tape or a solution?” Lindsay’s eyes flickered everywhere but Amelia’s cleavage.


			“Um, sure. Hang tight. I have some in my travel bag,” she said. Amelia watched her walk away and couldn’t help but admire Lindsay’s curves and toned legs. The dress complemented everything about her—the auburn hair, her fair skin, and her hourglass figure. Zoey had showed her a photo in their prep session, but the picture did not show how attractive Lindsay was. When she returned, it was Amelia’s turn to look everywhere but at Lindsay. 


			“Here you go.” Lindsay handed Amelia a roll of tape. Amelia felt an embarrassing heat blossom across her cheeks and neck at having to ask for help so soon. And about her boobs. “Is there any way you can help me with this?” she asked. Lindsay quirked her brows and blinked several times. “I’m just a klutz at doing it myself. I mean, if it makes you feel uncomfortable…” she trailed off. “It’s okay. I got it.” Amelia turned to head back to her room when she felt soft fingers stop her.


			“I don’t mind at all. Come here,” Lindsay said. She waved Amelia to the floor lamp in the corner of the room. “We need good light.” Amelia held her breath when she felt Lindsay’s fingers brush the side of her left breast to slip tape under the material. “Where else do you want it?” she asked.


			“Wherever you think. I don’t want my boobs on social media,” Amelia said.


			“Then we should probably put a piece here and here,” Lindsay said. Her fingers weren’t touching Amelia’s skin, but she could feel Lindsay’s heat. Against her will and to her absolute mortification, chill bumps raced across her body. Lindsay didn’t notice, or pretended not to, and remained focused on placing the tape where Amelia needed it most. “Have a seat on the bed. Let’s make sure we got all the gaps firmly in place.”


			Amelia’s skin was burning. Lindsay did nothing inappropriate, but something about Lindsay leaning over to fix her dress made Amelia lightheaded. What was happening?


			“Go ahead and press the tape in place. I don’t want to do anything uncomfortable. I mean, press too hard,” Lindsay said.


			Were they having a moment? Amelia looked at Lindsay and noticed her dilated pupils and slightly parted lips. Amelia kept eye contact and pushed her fingers against her cleavage. “Feels secure. Thank you.” Amelia had to remind herself she was Zoey and slowly stood and walked back to her room. “I’ll see you down there. Thanks again.” 


			She pulled Lindsay’s door shut and closed hers. Lindsay was with the show. Get it together. Don’t do anything to complicate Zoey’s life. She took a deep breath and headed back to the full-length mirror for a final look and to create space. Was Lindsay queer? She brushed off the thought. It didn’t matter. She was here to work, not play. Besides, nothing could happen. After twisting in the mirror one last time to ensure her dress was secure, she grabbed her clutch and headed out.
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			Talking was pointless. She sat on the couch sandwiched between Dane and Olivia and slowly nursed a gin and tonic. The VIP section was a level above the dance floor right next to the speakers, which made communicating difficult. The base thumped in her chest and pounded her ears. She spent the last two hours waving to fans on the dance floor who yelled Zoey’s name. How her sister enjoyed this blew Amelia’s mind. She wondered when she could make an exit without upsetting the show people or whomever was paying attention.


			Dane clapped his hands. “Let’s dance,” Dane said. He pointed at everyone on the couches. Amelia shook her head but he wasn’t taking no for an answer. He gently pulled her and Olivia up from the couch and crooked his finger at everyone else who was paying attention. What would Zoey do? What would Zoey do? Amelia’s shoulders sank. She would totally dance and have a fun time. At least she remembered to kick off her shoes first. She was thankful Dane brought the energy because she loosened up when more people joined their small dance group. Mindful of her dress, she shook her hips, threw her arms in the air, and jumped up and down with her group as they mimicked the jumping fans below. She was hot but laughing and surprisingly having a good time. She waved them off when she slipped out of the circle to grab a glass of cold water. She was afraid to sweat too much and lose the security of the tape.


			“Looks like the dress is holding up,” Lindsay said. She was sitting at the end of the bar drinking a cocktail completely unnoticed by Amelia.


			“Why aren’t you out there with us?” Amelia smiled at Lindsay not realizing she was leaning into her personal space. 


			Lindsay pointed at her dress. 


			Amelia scoffed and responded by pointing to hers. “Come on. You, of all people, know my wardrobe challenges.” Amelia winked and immediately regretted it. She was having such a good time she forgot she was Zoey. “Can I get a water?” she asked the bartender.


			“Are you having fun?” Lindsay asked.


			“I am, but it’s loud and honestly, I’m ready to go somewhere quiet, but I’m not sure when we can leave,” Amelia said.


			“You can leave whenever you want. I’m about ready to go myself,” Lindsay said.


			“Let me grab my shoes and we can share a cab if that’s okay with you,” Amelia said. At Lindsay’s nod, she held her finger up and weaved her way back to the couch, waving off Dane’s signals to rejoin them on the tiny dance floor. She grabbed her clutch and shoes and waved bye to the fans, telling herself the flutter in her stomach wasn’t because she was going to be alone with Lindsay, but because she was finally able to leave. “Are you ready?” she asked.


			“Yes. These shoes are killing me,” Lindsay said.


			“You should’ve taken them off like I did and joined us,” Amelia said.


			“The fans don’t want to see me dance. They want to interact with you. All of you,” she said.


			“It’s so dark in there how could anyone tell who was up there?”


			Lindsay laughed. “Oh, they know. They know everything,” she said.


			“I’m just going to have to take your word. You missed out on an opportunity to let loose for a bit,” Amelia said.


			“It’s been a really long day. I’m looking forward to my bed and six hours of uninterrupted sleep,” Lindsay said.


			“So, a quick drink at one of the bars is out of the question?” Amelia asked. What was she doing?


			“As tempting as that sounds, I really need my sleep. Today was stressful and tomorrow’s going to be at least twice as bad,” Lindsay said.


			Amelia lightly touched her forearm. “Why? The hard part was getting everyone here. You nailed that.”


			“You realize that ensuring everyone shows up when and where they are supposed to be is like herding cats. Especially in Vegas. I probably shouldn’t have left them, but I have to remind myself that they are responsible adults and professionals. Most of the time they are reliable. I’ve only had a few mishaps.” She looked pointedly at Amelia and Amelia knew somewhere along the way Zoey fucked up.


			“Yeah, thankfully, that’s in the past,” Amelia said. She hoped that was a vague enough statement that covered whatever Zoey did.


			When the cab dropped them off at Caesar’s, Amelia frowned knowing their time together was coming to an end. She knew she wouldn’t see Lindsay outside of the con after tonight. “Well, thank you for all your help today. I really appreciate it.” She pulled out her key when the elevator stopped on their floor. Amelia was very aware that Lindsay had slowed down the closer they got to their rooms. They unlocked their doors at the same time.


			“You look really beautiful in that dress,” Lindsay said. She gave a small nod. “Have a good night.”


			Amelia knew Lindsay wasn’t hitting on her, but it felt like there was a little tendril of smoke between them. She smiled at Lindsay and even though she knew nothing could happen, it was fun to imagine.


			











    

            Chapter Four








			Lindsay was in denial when her alarm beeped. How was it already six thirty? Didn’t she just get to sleep? She rubbed her gritty eyes and grabbed her phone. Social media was alive with notifications from #HEXPO. Even though she pretended she was looking at each photo from the con, she really was looking for Zoey. There was something different about her. She was quieter, more reserved, and somehow prettier, if that was even possible. Maybe it was because she finally dumped her dirtbag boyfriend, Chase. She stopped scrolling and zoomed in on a photo of Zoey who was giving Dane space as he high-fived a fan down on the floor. She was lovely. The snooze alarm prompted her to put down her phone and get ready for the day. Today was going to be chaotic. Even though everyone had a schedule—one she personally made for each of them—they still hit her up with ridiculous questions. Where do I need to be again? Where is Ballroom A? What time do I need to be there? She got a message from Dane one time asking if he had to show up for the last day because he was only scheduled for a group panel. It turned out he wanted to leave early with his then girlfriend. This job really was babysitting the stars.


			She was on the convention floor within the hour. The fans were already snaked around the velvet ropes anxious to see their favorite television stars. It made Lindsay smile. Thirteen Witches had something for everyone. Half the characters were queer and in supportive, positive relationships. It gave queer kids hope and Lindsay was proud to be a part of it. She waved to the fans and slipped behind the black curtain. The first panel was a question-and-answer session with the writers and the actors. Four long tables were lined up on the main stage. Microphones were tested and taped down. Cords were carefully concealed under protective rubber strips so the cast wouldn’t trip or disconnect sensitive electrical equipment. Cold water bottles were on the table, but Lindsay knew that most cast members would stumble in with to-go coffees. A lot of alcohol was consumed last night and there would be hangovers galore.


			A woman with long black hair and short bangs approached her. 


			“Are you Lindsay Brooks?”


			“I am. Can I help you?” Lindsay asked.


			“I’m the conference liaison, Sparkle, she/her. Please let me know if you need anything at all. We’re very excited to have HEXPO here in Vegas.” 


			Sparkle. It didn’t fit her at all. She wore all black clothing, had a chain around her waist, and wore a choker with the word Enchanted spelled out in small, metal spikes. Lindsay knew it was cosplay dress because one of their witches wore the same choker. “Sparkle, we’re excited to be here. Thank you. I will do that. Is there anything you need from me?”


			Sparkle quickly scrolled through her tablet. “Looks like I have everyone’s schedule. Thank you for sending them to me. It’s nice to meet somebody who’s as organized as I am.”


			“It just makes sense, right? Too many things. I’m sure you are overwhelmed with everything going on this weekend,” Lindsay said.


			“I thrive on conferences.” She gave a little fist pump and checked her watch. “We’re going to open doors in fifteen minutes for VIP guests to find their seats and in twenty-five for general admission. What time is your crew arriving?”


			Lindsay was fascinated with Sparkle’s stiletto fingernails. They were filed to a long, sharp point and painted blue glitter. How was she able to scroll and type so quickly with nails so long? Were they real or press-ons? And why was she obsessing about this right now? “I told them to meet me by the side entrance ten minutes before the panel starts.” The conference staggered kick-off panels so the four television shows represented wouldn’t compete for audiences. Their show was first. Not by choice, but by random draw.


			“Good plan,” Sparkle said. She AirDropped her contact information and scurried off. Lindsay found her way to Ballroom D which was where the fans would line up to meet and take selfies with the stars. She put Dane and Zoey on opposite sides of the room since they were the biggest draws. It helped spread out the people and keep the flow moving. Lindsay stopped and looked at Zoey’s banner. The photo showed a fun and flirty woman. Maybe Zoey was just a really good actor because that was not the woman from last night. This weekend was going to be interesting. She walked around the room ensuring all the banners were straight and everyone had signup sheets at their table. It was time to gather the troops. 


			“Good morning, Thirteen Witches,” she said as she ushered the cast backstage. She immediately sought out Zoey who was wearing ripped jeans, a white T-shirt with the show’s logo, and the leather jacket her character wore. It was her signature look. Her hair was down and her makeup dark. She was in character for sure. It made Lindsay smile. Hell, so much about her made her smile. “I’m happy to see everyone here and looking somewhat alive.”


			“I need coffee. Please tell me you have coffee.” Dane whined.


			“Nope, but there’s water on the table. You all need to stay hydrated. Especially in Vegas,” Lindsay said. She marched them down the back hall to the stage. “They’ll announce you and when you get seated you can introduce yourselves,” she said. They had done this so many times before that Lindsay was going through the motions. “Any questions?”


			“Do we sit anywhere? Alphabetically? By character?” Zoey asked. She even raised her hand. It was adorable.


			“I taped your names down so you wouldn’t forget, but just sit in the same spot as last time,” Lindsay said. She waved her off like it wasn’t a big deal but it was concerning that Zoey didn’t remember. “Okay, we still have a few minutes before we’re introduced. I’ll try to round up some coffee, but I can’t promise anything.” Dane made a celebratory noise and Lindsay tried hard not to roll her eyes.


			Hi, Sparkle. It’s Lindsay. Do you know where the cast can get coffee quickly? Is there a percolator backstage or some magical cauldron that has coffee for the crew? Lindsay was impressed when bubbles popped up immediately.
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