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Hi. I’m Colin Klavanagh, winner of the first 
Duchess of Cambridge Look-alike contest. 
Kate and I have similar builds and we’re close 
to the same height, same oval face, and very 
similar eyes. But none of that is why I won. 
My hairstyle is what sealed the deal; it’s so 
like hers it’s scary.

My Mum made sure of that. She took me to 
her stylist and made sure my hair matched 
Kate’s down to the last curl. But it wasn’t 
far off to begin with; same thickness, similar 
color, and I’ve been wearing it long for quite 
some time. That’s what gave Mum the idea.

“No son of mine…” she’d start, and then off 
she’d go on some tangent about me having 
hair like a girl, or girly arms, or hands too 
small for a guy and how maybe I should be a 
secretary, and how even my feet were smaller 
than hers—and it just isn’t fair, dammit!

Hair like a girl? I was the keyboard player 
in a 70s-style prog-rock band. Guys like that 
wear their hair long—that’s all it was.

It didn’t help that my sisters kept hiding 
their panties in my room for Mum to find, and 
sometimes one of her old brassieres. They’re 
both older than me, and way heavier than me, 
so they were probably just jealous.

Anyway, for years Mum had me pegged as a 
closet tranny. So when this contest came up, 
and me with the right build and the right hair 
and everything else, I was the best bet for 
our family to win something for a change.

Of course, I said no effing way. Of course 
Mum thought I was in denial; it’s only what my 
sisters have been telling her for years. And 
of course she swore to my face she’d kick my 
ass out of the house if I didn’t settle down 
and act like a proper young lady. So I did.

Only I never thought I’d actually win.

I figured they’d doll me up and see how awful 
I looked, and so much for that. Only I turned 
out pretty damn cute, as you can see.

Mum was thrilled. She made me take all these 
lessons in how to act like a lady, and she got 
me fitted for a copy of a dress Kate wore at 
some gala, and then we flew to London and I 
wound up on stage with a bunch of girls who 
looked kind of like Kate, only not quite as 
much as I did. That’s how it happened.

I got to meet Kate too. She and her husband 
were there to crown the winner, and we all 
posed together, and afterwards William put 
his arm around me and started to walk away, 
leaving Kate behind. We all had a good laugh 
about it, and he was probably just kidding, 
but it felt pretty nice all the same.

The winner got fifteen grand—which I never 
saw because Mum grabbed it—new clothes 
and a full-time job. Now I travel with the 
royal family and fill in for Kate when she’s 
tired or has other things to do. It’s a living.

After the plastic surgery I look even more 
like her. Remember those first pictures of 
Kate after she had her baby? That was me.

You were probably hoping for some juicy 
backstage gossip, but there isn’t any. Kate’s 
the nicest person you could ever meet. She 
doesn’t even mind that her body double is a 
guy, like most women would. She did ask me 
to take these pills so I don’t have to shave so 
often, but I don’t mind. I’m happy to help.

The queen recently took me aside and hinted 
that it was time for the operation and a legal 
name change. She’ll pay so I’ll be getting the 
full package, including my own womb so I’ll be 
able to surrogate if necessary. It’s always 
handy to have a spare, right? Just in case.

After last time, the royals are leaving nothing 
to chance. Two Kates are better than one.  �


