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THE BRIDE'S BIG SECRET

When Kat told Steve she wanted to wait for marriage before getting intimate, she didn’t expect for him to propose, or for the wedding to be so soon. She was just trying to buy herself time while she waited for the right moment to tell him about the big, hard secret she kept tucked away in her panties. It turns out, there is no right moment to tell someone about such a thing. And now there’s only two days left before they tie the knot, and Steve is still completely oblivious.


CHAPTER I

It was two days before the wedding and I still hadn’t told Steve my big secret. Since the day he asked me out on our first date, I’d been waiting for the right moment to break the news. It turns out, there is no right moment to tell your future husband that you have a cock. I was a man just a few years before I met Steve, and he still had no idea. He thought he was marrying the woman of his dreams.

Looking back through our relationship, I was beginning to realize there had been many opportunities to tell Steve everything, like when he asked me why I wasn’t inviting any of my family to the wedding, except for my little brother. “We aren’t close,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “We just never have been. My parents are kind of crazy and they would just ruin the wedding.” It was mostly a lie. I was close with my parents, until the day I told them I was transitioning. I was at their house for dinner. The rest of that dinner was terribly quiet, and since then, they hadn’t picked up the phone. Even my older sister wouldn’t talk to me. Of course Steve didn’t know any of that. I think he could tell it was a sensitive subject, so he didn’t pry any further.

It was going to be a strange wedding. I had my little brother and a few friends coming. Steve had over one-hundred family members and a few dozen friends. He’d had twenty-eight years to make friends. I’d only been me for four years. There was only one unanswered RSVP from Steve’s side of the family: his older brother, Kenny.

Kenny was the reason Steve and I met. Kenny was in my economics class and he would invite me to the parties he threw at the house he was living in with a few of his college buddies. Before Steve asked me out, Kenny had tried to make moves on me a few times, and had it not been for the cock I was determined to keep hidden between my legs, I probably would have hooked up with him.

The last time I saw Kenny was a month after Steve and I had been dating. We ended up at Kenny house, for one of Kenny’s raging parties. It was Kenny’s birthday. Him and Steve were doing shots in the kitchen, but Steve was a lightweight, and ended up in the bathroom. While he was out of commission, Kenny made a move on me.

I tried rejecting him, but he was drunk and determined. “I said no, Kenny. I’m dating your brother,” I said, and then Kenny looked at me with a combination of anger and embarrassment. After I told Steve the next day, Steve was angry. “I can’t believe him,” he said, and then they never spoke again. I felt guilty.

I’d always felt bad for Kenny. Until that night, he’d always been so nice to me, such a gentleman. He once fought a guy twice his size for slapping my butt. Kenny ended up with a black eye and a split lip, the other guy ended up with a small cut on his fist. But I felt less bad when Steve told me about Kenny’s ‘scoreboard’, where him and his buddies ranked girls and tried to sleep with them to get points. Apparently I was worth quite a bit, and Steve assured me that Kenny had no intentions once those points were his.

Steve didn’t want to send Kenny a wedding invite, but I decided to send one without Steve knowing. I hated to think that I was the reason they didn’t talk anymore, and I figured they needed a chance to reconcile their relationship. Kenny never returned the RSVP, so naturally I assumed he wasn’t going to be attending the wedding.

A better time to break the news to Steve would have been before our first kiss. He went in for the kiss and I turned my head away. He ended up kissing the side of my face awkwardly for a couple of seconds before saying, “Is something wrong?”

I just forced a smile and said, “No.” My heart was pounding. I wanted to tell him—tell him before he kissed me. But I couldn’t. For days I was weighed down by the guilt, feeling like I was tricking him into liking me. Just the week before, I’d read a news article about a man who beat the hell out of a trans girl after he asked her out on a date and then she told him about her past. I’d already gone way further than that. Now, I’d gone a full eighteen months further than that, and we were two days away from going even further.

“Is something wrong?” our wedding planner asked me. We were sitting together at a little café, going over the final details of the wedding. Steve was out of town on business, and he wasn’t going to be back until the day before the wedding. When he took off for his business trip a few days before, we decided we wouldn’t see each other until we were standing at the altar. That was Steve’s idea, and as cute as it was, it didn’t help with my situation. It meant calling Steve up and telling him my big secret over the phone.

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze. “No, nothing’s wrong. Just tired.”

“You’re probably stressed out,” she said. “A wedding is a lot of stress, but like I said, you don’t have to worry about a thing. Everything’s being taken care of, trust me.” I wasn’t worried about the wedding in the slightest. I wasn’t one of those girls who wanted the perfect fairy tale wedding. I just wanted Steve to say yes—to me, and not to my big lie. “I’m going to check in on the florist in an hour. You’re welcome to come along. When you see all of the beautiful arrangements, I bet you’ll feel much better about everything.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“You’re going to be a beautiful bride. I can’t wait to see you in that dress.” I’d lost count of how many times I’d heard that same line. It wasn’t until after we were engaged that I met Steve’s parents. His mother wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me tightly. “Oh my God, you’re so beautiful! You’re going to be the most beautiful bride!” Steve’s little sister came up to me after dinner and said, “You know you’re, like, super pretty, right?” As much as I liked the compliments, I was starting to feel cursed. In a weird way, a part of me just wished people could tell that I was born a man. Would Steve have still asked me out if he could tell I was born a man? If not, should we have been together? God, I wish I would have just told him when he asked me out.

I’d had another good opportunity to tell Steve after our fifth date, the first time I saw the inside of his apartment. It was midnight and we’d just come back from a movie. “Why don’t you come upstairs for some coffee?” was the line he used to get me into his apartment. I knew what coffee meant, and the only reason I went up was to tell him my secret. The words were on the tip of my tongue as we entered his building, but they began to shy away once we alone in the elevator, and they were gone completely once we were in his apartment. I was afraid to tell him in private, in case he decided to make a news article out of me, and I was afraid to tell him in public, afraid of humiliating both him and myself in front of others. There really is no good time or place to tell a person such a big secret. Maybe it was best to do it over the phone…

So when Steve started kissing my neck and leading me towards the bedroom, I ended up saying, “I’m saving myself for marriage.” I could feel his big, throbbing cock through his pants, against my pelvis. I could feel his heart pounding against my chest, and he could probably feel mine as well. His eyes were glazed over. He wanted to fuck me so badly.

“Are you religious?” he asked.

“No, I just really want to save it for marriage. I always have,” I said. I could have come up with so many different excuses, but that was the one I went with. I could have told him I was on my period, that I wasn’t feeling well, anything. But instead, I bought myself seventeen months of time to try and figure out how to break the news. It turns out, it only gets harder with time. Those words were never back on the tip of my tongue. They didn’t even make it past the lump that swelled in my throat over the next year and a half.


CHAPTER II

Steve was great and I was terrified of losing him. I was in my senior year of college when we started dating. He had a car and I took the train every morning, crammed into that little train car like a suffocating sardine. Even though he was working the evening shift, he would wake up every morning, show up at my apartment, and drive me to school. Then he would be there to pick me up when he was done. We would get lunch together and then he would drop me back off at home before heading off to work.

He spoiled me. He never let me pay for anything, no matter how much I insisted. I felt bad, but he always insisted. One Thursday afternoon, he picked me up from school with his car packed with luggage. I recognized one of the suitcases as my own, which he would have had to have gotten from my apartment. “What’s going on?” I said.

“We’re going on a little trip. C’mon.”

“Where?”

“It’s a surprise.”

He had called my professor and arranged for me to have that coming Friday and following Monday off and he’d met up with my landlord to get into my suite, to get some of my clothes and my suitcase. “I over-packed for you, because I wasn’t sure what you would want.” My heart trembled at the thought of him being in my suite by himself. Even when he was in my suite while I was there, I was always afraid he was going to find some evidence that I wasn’t actually a biological woman. Did I still have some of my male clothes kicking around? I knew I had some old pictures in some of my drawers. And what about my hormone pills? Had I left them out on the counter? Sometimes I forgot to put them back into the medicine cabinet. I lived alone and it was rare that I had guests over.

I was supposed to take those pills every day. I’d never missed a day since starting. That week I missed four days in a row.

I calmed myself down after a couple of hours in the car with Steve by reassuring myself that, if he’d seen anything, he wouldn’t be acting so casual. He brought me to Osoyoos, a little lake town in the desert. He’d rented a little house on the edge of the lake. We went grocery shopping before checking in. It was the best four days of my life, sitting next to him, watching the sunsets and sunrises, sipping coffee in the morning and wine at night. I’d always wanted to go to Osoyoos, since I was little. When I asked Steve how he picked the spot, he just shrugged his shoulders and said, “I’ve always wanted to go to Osoyoos.”

On our last night there, I had one glass of wine too many, and I ended up with my hand on his crotch, rubbing him, getting him hard. “I thought you wanted to wait until marriage,” he said with a big grin.

“Some things can wait,” I said, and then I found myself on my knees, between his legs, rubbing his cock through his pants, feeling it getting harder and harder. His fingers nestled into my hair and he let out a long, elated sigh. I watched him bite his bottom lip gently as I started to unzip his fly. I reached my fingers through, pushing also through the slit in his boxer shorts. For a few brief seconds I could feel the warm flesh of his fat cock, and then he said, “Wait, wait, we shouldn’t do this. You wanted to wait for marriage, I’m going to respect that.” He gently moved my hand away and did up his fly.

I was bummed out, but I knew it was for the best. Sucking his cock would just make him want more. We both went to bed as horny as hell that night. We were in bed for about an hour, and he thought I was asleep, when he slipped out of the bed and went into the bedroom. I could hear him beating off, trying to get a hold of himself. I listened as he grunted gently when he came. I wished I could have been in there, taking that big, hot load right on my chest, on my chin, in my mouth. God, I wanted to taste it. I wanted to lick the last oozing drop right off the tip of his throbbing member while he reached down and squeezed my tits.

But I stayed in bed, closing my eyes as soon as that bathroom door opened, so he would think I was asleep. I didn’t want to embarrass him.

There were a few more close calls. One time it was him that got carried away. We were at the mall, a couple of months before the wedding, and a little white piece of bridal lingerie caught my eye in a store window. I wanted to try it on, so we went into the store. I slipped into one of the changing rooms, but I couldn’t get the piece of lingerie on properly, as it needed tied up around back. I made sure my cock was securely in place before asking Steve to come in and help me out.

His eyes lit up and his face turned red at the sight of me, my tits almost spilling out the top of the little number. I turned around, my mostly bare bum facing him. He’d seen my butt before in a bikini, but even my little bikini covered more than the white one-piece I was stuffed into now. He zipped up the back and muttered, “God, you’re beautiful.” He ended up running his hands down my sides, feeling my curves. As he came back up, he wrapped his hands around my front, cupping my tits. He squeezed and I surrendered, melting backwards into him, feeling his hard chest and rippling abs against my back. He was squeezing my tits hard—so hard it even hurt a little bit—but I liked it. I started to grind my ass against his crotch.

And then one of his hands started to travel south, down across my tummy, and down across my pelvis. I stopped him with a tense snap, grabbing his wrist and freezing completely. “I’m sorry,” he said, “I got carried away.”

His face was redder than ever. I asked him to leave and then I slipped out from the little piece of lingerie. My heart was tolling like a church bell against my ribcage.

It wasn’t always on my mind. Sometimes I would go long stretches where I would forget that I needed to tell him anything. Everything just seemed so perfect—too perfect to be true—and then out of nowhere, the reminder would hit. We would be cuddling together on the couch and an ad would come up on the television for a show about a young transgender teen’s tough life. My heart would stop beating for a moment as the reminder hit hard. “Can you imagine?” Steve said.

“Imagine what?” I said.

“If you found out I was actually a girl. Would you still date me?”

I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, and the taste of old copper in my mouth. “I would still date you.” After a long silence, I asked, “Would you date me if you found out I was a man?” My head was spinning and my heart was blasting off at one-hundred miles an hour.

He had to think about it. “I don’t know. Would you still be you?” he asked. I didn’t know how to answer that question. Then he laughed. “I suppose as far as I know, you could be.” He gave me a playful shove. I felt sick. We went back to watching our show, without him answering the question. It wouldn’t have mattered if he had answered the question—there would have been no way of knowing if he was being honest or not, unless I told him the truth.

But his reluctance to answer made me nervous.


CHAPTER III

The night after Steve proposed to me, we had a celebratory dinner with his family. His parents hosted. They went all out, hiring a catering company to cook and serve dinner while we all gathered in their large back yard. Steve’s mom even hired a florist to decorate the yard. I could tell that the party had been planned weeks in advance, which meant Steve told his parents he was going to pop the question long before I saw it coming—which wasn’t until the ring box was in his hands right in front of me.

His mother got up on a little stage, where the live band had been playing on and off throughout the afternoon, and she made a speech. The speech ended with her saying, “I know I’m supposed to wait until the wedding before giving advice to the bride, but let me just say, if you want to be happy, always treat each other nicely, even when you’re upset, never go to bed angry with one another, and don’t keep secrets from one another.” Everyone clapped gently as if she’d just made a twenty-foot put, and then I went up to her with Steve to say thank-you.

“That was very nice mom,” Steve said. “It shouldn’t be too hard to follow your advice. We never fight and we don’t have any secrets. Right, Kat?” He turned and looked at me. I had to force my smile.

“That’s right,” I said. We didn’t have any secrets, except for, you know, that thick, long secret that was tucked neatly in my panties under my white skirt.

“When’s the wedding going to be?” Steve’s uncle asked.

We hadn’t talked about it yet, but Steve was quick to respond. “In the summer. July 16th.” I looked over at him, surprised by his response. And then he looked at me, surprised by my reaction. “July 16th was my great-grandparents’, my grandparents’, and my parents’ wedding. It’s tradition.” It was the first I’d heard of the tradition. But it wasn’t the date that took me by surprise, it was the fact that July 16th was just four months away.

“But I haven’t even ordered a wedding dress yet,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that, dear,” Steve’s mother said. “We’re going to look at dresses on Wednesday. I’ve already made the arrangements.” It was strange going with Steve’s mother to look at wedding dresses, especially when she slipped into the change room with me to help me put on every dress. She didn’t seem to think it was inappropriate, seeing me in just my panties and my bra (and some dresses didn’t work with my bra, so she ended up seeing my tits, even before her son). Maybe I wouldn’t have felt so uncomfortable if I wasn’t trying to hide my cock from her the whole time.

The woman who worked at the dress store said, “It will take about six months to get the dress in,” and then Steve’s mom pulled her aside, whispered something into her ear, and then the woman smiled and said, “Actually, we should be able to get it in a month. We’ll call you when it’s in, so we can arrange the alterations.”

I wanted to tell Steve I didn’t want to get married so soon, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Him and his family had already done so much work planning, and he was so excited. But I was only another eighteen months away from being able to undergo my full sex-reassignment surgery.

My doctor had a specific plan: One year of hormone therapy before I could get the breast implants, and then four additional years before I could get a pussy. It was after dress shopping with Steve’s mother that I realized I wasn’t going to be able to build up the courage to tell Steve my secret, and the only other option I could think of was getting my cock removed and replaced by a pussy. I went to my doctor and asked if we could rush things along, but he was firm with his plan. He looked at me with narrowed eyes and asked, “Why the rush?”

I didn’t tell him why. I just shrugged and said, “I just really want it.”

“Well you’ve made it this far. Just be patient. Time will fly.”

There was no way I would be able to keep Steve out of my pants for over a year once we were married. I had no more excuses once ‘I do’ slipped off of my tongue. And even if my doctor had given me the green-light to go under the knife, would that be fair? Would it be fair of me to keep Steve in the dark our whole lives? It would come out sooner or later. How could it not? I had to take the hormone pills for the rest of my life, and at some point Steve would notice. Luckily, he didn’t want children. No amount of surgeries could give me that ability.

I couldn’t help but feel as though the rushed wedding was my own doing. With Steve’s sexual frustration building up inside of him, he probably couldn’t wait the whole year it took to properly plan out a wedding. Whenever I slept over at his place, I could feel the tension in his body as I cuddled into him. He was doing his best not to roll me over, rip of my clothes, and fuck me senseless. And it wasn’t easy on my end either, especially when I could feel the bulge of his raging erection against my tush. I wanted to turn around, sink under the covers, and suck him until he unloaded, which I knew wouldn’t take much. And he could probably tell I wanted it.

Our birthdays were just a few days apart, so we celebrated them together as if it was a mini-Christmas. Our birthday was just two months before the wedding, and I’d bought Steve a Fleshlight. He bought me a vibrator. We both laughed. He’d even gotten the vibrator engraved. ‘I love you, Kat,’ it read. We kissed. I wanted to take his Fleshlight and beat him off, but I resisted the urge. That night, I ended up playing around with the vibrator. At first, I held the tip of it up to the tip of my cock. It felt nice, getting me rock-hard in seconds. And then I teased the idea of sticking it in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but what else was I going to do with the vibrator? And what was I going to do if we got married and Steve was okay with my downstairs mix-up. He was going to want to stick his cock somewhere.

So I gently pressed it up to my asshole. It didn’t want to slip inside. I squirted some lube onto it, but my asshole continued to refuse it. It wasn’t until I gave it a good, forceful shove that it penetrated me. I screamed and then I muffled my mouth with my hand. It felt strange, a big plastic cock stuffed in my ass. It felt much bigger than it looked, that’s for sure. Once I managed to push it in deeper, it felt like it was up near my throat. I started to gently pull it back and forth, but it didn’t feel quite right—until I pressed the ‘on’ button and it started to vibrate. My whole body trembled, filling with an intense euphoria. “Oh God,” I muttered, and then I melted into my mattress. I started to plunge my ass with the vibrating sex toy, sinking it deeper and deeper.

I closed my eyes and imagined Steve on top of me, ramming my ass with his big cock, reaching down and squeezing my tits with his strong hands.

I turned the vibrator up a level. My whole body squirmed and my knees buckled. Another level higher and my toes curled into the bed sheets. Another level higher, and my cock was oozing cum into a pool on my tummy. I hadn’t even touched my cock.

I pulled the vibrator out and felt suddenly empty. I wished Steve was there to fill the void. As I was cleaning the toy up in the sink, I started to think of what I was going to do. I needed to do something—I needed to tell him somehow. I couldn’t just let him marry me and then get into my pants, and expect him to have no issues at all with my extra appendage.

I found myself holding my phone with the message typed out. “Steve, I need you to know something. I was born a man.” I tried writing out a lot more, explaining everything, telling him that I’d tried to tell him, but it all sounded wrong. I didn’t end up sending the message, but I wished I had. Because the week after, the wedding venue was booked, the catering was hired, and hefty, non-refundable deposits were made. Steve’s mother went out and found us a wedding planner, who didn’t come cheap, and she hit the ground running. Steve’s family members, from all over the globe, booked their flights. Now I wasn’t just wasting Steve’s time and money, I was wasting everyone’s time and money.

And with the added guilt, it was going to be even harder to break the news to Steve. So I receded further into my shell, and tried not to think about it. But two days before the wedding, it was all I could think about.


CHAPTER IV

That night, two sleeps before the wedding, I met up with my little brother, Jimmy. Jimmy was the only person invited to the wedding who knew my secret. He was the only one who’d known me before my transition. Even the few friends I’d invited, girls from school, had no idea.

Jimmy had no idea that he was the only one who knew until I told him that night. I had to bite hard on my tongue in order to get the sentence out. “Jimmy, I haven’t told Steve yet.”

Jimmy’s eyes grew wide and his lips parted but he didn’t respond. He had to think about it for a moment. “Haven’t told him what?” he said. He knew, but he had to be sure.

“About who I was five years ago,” I said.

“Shit. Seriously?” he said, his lips remaining parted.

“Seriously.”

He shook his head slowly as he stared me in the eyes. I ended up explaining everything to him, how I told Steve I was waiting for marriage before having sex, how I lied and said our parents were crazies and I didn’t want them coming to the wedding. Jimmy had nothing to say, and I didn’t blame him. “What do I do?” I asked.

“Well, you have to tell him. What else can you do?” He made it sound like it was so easy, like it was just a matter of tapping Steve on the shoulder and saying, ‘By the way, I was actually born a man and a year before we met, I started transitioning. Still want to get married?’ It sounded so absurd, but it was exactly what needed to happen. I just couldn’t bare the thought of him rejecting me, calling me out on wasting eighteen months of his life. I hated to think that I’d wasted so much of his time. “When are you going to see him next?”

“At the wedding. He’s away on business,” I said.

Jimmy shook his head again. “You’re in some serious shit, you know that? Should I be cancelling my wedding gift?”

“No, no, it’s going to be fine. It’s all going to be fine,” I said, but even I didn’t believe it. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning.

“You’ve got to call him,” Jimmy said. “Do it now. Get it over with. You’ll feel much better once you’ve gotten it all out in the open.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“You have to.”

“If he calls the wedding off, then I won’t feel better,” I said.

“Are you sure about that?” Jimmy asked. He was right—I probably would have felt slightly better breaking up with Steve before making him stand in front of all his friends and family and saying ‘I do’ to a man he thought was a woman. But I was a woman. Save for the cock between my legs, everything about me was feminine, right down to my thoughts. I wished he could see me the way I saw myself.

I found his name in my phone and I hovered my thumb over the big green ‘call’ button. “Do it,” Jimmy said. I took a deep breath and I pressed the button. It started to ring. Jimmy stared into my eyes while he watched. I couldn’t decide whether I felt better having him there, or worse knowing I was about to be humiliated with an audience.

“Hey babe,” Steve said as he picked up. “What’s up?”

“Hey,” I said, and then I froze up.

“Everything alright?” he said after a moment of silence.

“Huh? Yeah, everything’s good. How’s the trip?”

“It’s good, just about to meet up with the execs from the London branch for drinks. What’s going on?”

“Oh, um, well, I wanted to tell you something. It’s kind of important.”

“What is it?” he asked.

“Well, I meant to tell you before, but I—it wasn’t so easy.” I became silent as I tried to muster up the courage.

“Kat?” he said.

“It’s just—I have to tell you that… well…” I took a deep breath, but I couldn’t do it. “The flowers are the wrong shade of purple. We wanted a lavender colour but the florist went more iris.”

There was a long silence. Jimmy planted his face into the palm of his hand. “Is that a big deal?” Steve asked.

“Well, it’s just going to be different than what we wanted. That’s all,” I said. I felt so stupid, so cowardly. Poor Steve, being set up for the ultimate humiliation, and it was all my fault.

“Alright, well if you don’t like it, let me know and I’ll call my mom. She’ll straighten it out. But if you’re fine with it, I’d say let’s just leave it be. But babe, I’ve got to go. I’ll talk to you later, alright? Love you.”

“Love you, too,” I said.

He hung up. Jimmy was staring at me again, looking more disappointed than ever. “This is going to end very, very badly,” he said, as if I didn’t already know.

It broke my heart to think that life was so good just a year before, when Steve first asked me out. We had so much fun together, and for the first time in my life, I actually felt like there was someone who loved me, who wanted to be with me, who understood me. To me, having a cock just seemed like an inconvenience, not something that defined who I was. It was like having a mole. If I’d gotten a mole removed before meeting Steve, would I have been obligated to tell him? Why was this any different?

But it was different. Even I knew it was different. I wouldn’t have hesitated telling Steve about a mole. I wouldn’t have waited until two nights before our wedding to attempt to tell him about a silly mole.

As I started to get ready for bed that night, my head was swirling with anxiety. Steve’s aunts and uncles and cousins and nephews and nieces were already landing in town. The wedding was all ready to go. Everyone had been paid and everything was paid for. The only thing left to be figured out was, was there even going to be a wedding?


CHAPTER V

I was about to slip under the covers when there was a loud, heavy knock at the door. I sat on the edge of the bed, in my pyjamas for a moment, hesitating to answer the door. I lived in an apartment and I hadn’t buzzed anyone up, which meant it was probably one of my neighbours. By the sound of the knock, they were trying to get me to turn off my booming music, but there was no music—my apartment was silent. They didn’t wait long before knocking again.

I threw a housecoat over my pyjamas and I made my way towards the door. Before I reached the door, whoever was there knocked again. I looked through the peephole, but the person was covering it. My heart stuttered. Maybe I shouldn’t open this door. Maybe this is some attempted home invasion. But if it was a home invasion, why would they be knocking so loud—loud enough that everyone on the floor was probably startled awake by it?

After a moment of hesitation, I opened the door a crack, keeping my foot planted firmly to stop the door from opening more than I wanted it to. Standing on the other side of that door was Kenny, Steve’s brother. “Hey little sister!” he said with a big smile on his face. I hardly recognized him at first. He’d grown out a scruffy beard and he’d grown out his hair, almost down to his shoulders. He looked like he’d spent the last year living in the wilderness with the wolves and the coyotes. “Can I come in or what?”

“How did you get up here?” I asked.

“Someone let me in. Now c’mon, open up.”

I found myself hesitating. The last time I saw Kenny, he had his hands on my hips and his lips on my neck, as I tried to push him off. He got frustrated when I told him to stop it, and then he said nothing as he left the room in a fit. To be fair, he was very drunk, but some people say that’s when you’re the most honest. Now, judging by the big smirk on his face, I had the feeling he didn’t remember any of that. “How did you get my address?” I asked.

“It’s on the RSVP, duh,” he said. And then he slipped the RSVP through the small opening. It was filled out, with an ‘x’ marked under ‘will attend’. Under ‘diet’ he wrote, ‘Allergic to light beer and vegetables.’ Next to ‘plus one’ he wrote ‘Just me, baby’.

I took the RSVP and said, “You were supposed to RSVP a month ago.”

“Well it took me a while to decide if I could make it or not. Now let me in, I want to spend some time with my new little sister.” I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t want to be alone with him, and I had a feeling Steve would have sent him home had he been there, but he was about to become my brother-in-law. And he wasn’t drunk. Should I not give him a chance? I let him in.

He looked around, nodded his head, and said, “Nice place.” He poked his head into the bedroom. “Where’s all of Steve’s stuff?”

“At his apartment,” I said.

His smirk grew bigger. “You don’t live together? How do you know you’re compatible if you don’t live together?” I didn’t answer him. I didn’t think he deserved an answer. “But that’s very interesting,” he continued. “Why don’t you live together? Steve’s lived with girlfriends before, and you don’t strike me as the religious type.”

“We just decided we would wait until after the wedding. What does it matter?” I felt tense as I watched him meander through my apartment. While he was poking around in the den, I slipped into the bathroom and made sure my hormone pills were stashed away in the medicine cabinet. Otherwise, as long as he didn’t start rifling through my drawers, there were no hints that I was born a man. I always hated having people in my apartment. No matter how careful I was, I always felt like there was something I’d missed, some old picture in a frame that I overlooked or some old prescription receipt laying about. Even the lack of tampons in the bathroom made me nervous, as if someone might notice and wonder why there weren’t any. Sometimes I thought about buying a box, just to improve the illusion, but then I would convince myself it wasn’t necessary.

“Aren’t you going to offer me a drink?” he asked.

I kept my eye on him as I made my way towards the kitchen. “What would you like?”

“A water would be great, thank you,” he said. He looked taller than I remembered, and thicker, as if he’d spent the better half of the year at the gym, working out. He’d always been an outgoing guy, but now he seemed more confident, standing tall, chest out, lion-esque. I poured him a water, grabbed a few ice cubes from the freezer, and then I gave him his drink. “Thanks,” he said. He drank the entire glass in a single go. I took the glass from him and refilled it.

“This place is nice, but it’s probably too small for the two of you. Are you going to move in with him or are you going to find a new place? I think you should find a new place, personally, not that I’ve seen Steve’s pad. It would be good to get a fresh start, have everything on equal terms, you know?” He took a seat on the couch and his body relaxed. “You should keep this couch though—great couch. Does it pull out?”

“No,” I said.

“That’s too bad. This would be the ultimate couch if it pulled out.”

I looked over at the clock for the first time since I’d started to get ready for bed. It was nearly 1:00 AM.

He looked up at me with that smirk still on his face. He had something on his mind, something I knew I wasn’t going to like. “It’s getting pretty late and I was up pretty early. Is there something you needed, Kenny?” I asked.

“I want to ask you something, but I’m having a hard time figuring out the best way to ask.”

“Just ask.” My heart stuttered.

“It’s a sensitive subject.”

“Just say what you came to say.”

“I used to be convinced that I was going to marry you, back when we were in that econ class together. Would you have gone out with me had I asked?”

“That’s what you came to ask?” I said. I felt a strange relief in my heart. When you’re hiding a big secret, you can’t help but think every phone call, every knock on the door, and every curious glance has to do with that secret. It can be torture, especially when there’s a wedding worth tens of thousands of dollars resting on that secret.

“Sort of,” he said. “But I need to know. Would you have said yes?”

“Maybe, but I don’t think it would have worked out. I love Steve.”

“Sure,” Kenny said. “Well, I don’t know if you know this or not, but Steve broke a promise he made to me when I invited him to that party—the one you two met at. When I invited him, I told him there was this beautiful blonde named Kat that I was working on, and that he could go for any other girl at the party. He only asked you out to piss me off, because I wouldn’t share my beer with him. Did you know that?”

“No,” I said, but I didn’t entirely believe it either.

“It’s true. He forgot to pick up beer on the way to the party and he asked if he could drink mine, and I said no, so he went and made his move on you. It wasn’t the first time. He stole my prom date in high-school, and then he dumped her the day after prom, just to piss me off, because I accidentally saved over his Super Mario game. But when he took you from me, it was different. I liked you more than I’d ever liked any girl.”

“Well I’m sure you’ll find yourself a nice girl one day and then you’ll be laughing about all of this,” I said. I started to feel that tension creeping back into my body. “I have to be up at seven to meet with the photographer…”

“Just hold on. I promise this will all come full circle,” he said. He stood up and started to pace around the room, picking up picture frames and looking at the pictures of Steve and I. “Cute couple. I think part of the reason I liked you so much was because you were so mysterious. You always showed up looking so beautiful, and then you would disappear completely. I asked around for your phone number, and no one had it—your e-mail address, your home address, even your Facebook page—it was like you only existed in class. Your partner on your final assignment, Sarah, didn’t even know anything about you. I wanted to ask you out, but I wanted it to be special and meaningful, you know? But I couldn’t even figure out who your friends were.”

I put my hands behind my back, so he wouldn’t see them trembling. I took a few deep breaths and tried to convince myself I had nothing to worry about. It was just Kenny being Kenny, and I hadn’t gotten much sleep over the past couple of weeks. He didn’t know my secret—how could he?

“Luckily I had a friend who worked weekends at Student Services. I had him look you up, to find out anything about you. And attached to your file was your high-school transcript—attached to every student file is a high-school transcript…” My heart sank into my gut. He knew. The room started to spin around me and he seemed to become further and further away, his voice suddenly distant, echoing. “I thought it was a mistake, until I saw the official name change document in your file. I thought, Timothy is an interesting name for a girl. But Timothy wasn’t a girl, was he?”

My body was cold, shivering. I wanted to wake up from this nightmare, wake up and realize that not only was this not happening, but that I was always a woman, that I didn’t have to carry around a crippling secret everywhere I went.

“So I let Steve have you, and I waited and I waited for him to figure it out on his own. That was going to be my revenge—seeing his face when he found out. But then he told me he never wanted to see me again, and then next thing I hear, the two of you are getting married. You better believe I wasn’t expecting that! So what I want to ask is, does Steve know? Something tells me he doesn’t know.” He stared at me with that evil smirk. I’d never hated anyone so much in my entire life, but why did I hate him? What had he done wrong? He was quite possibly saving his brother from a terrible humiliation, saving me from a tremendous humiliation of my own. But to wait until the day before the wedding?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I managed to say, but I was far from convincing. He just laughed.

“What exactly is your plan, Kat?”

“I think you should go.” The palms of my hands were sweaty. I tried wiping them on the sides of my housecoat, but the sweat didn’t want to go away.

“That’s not much of a plan,” he said with a chuckle.

I stared at him for a moment, trying to think of some way out of the mess I’d gotten myself into—the mess he seemed determined to make so much worse. “What do you want?” I asked.

His smirk faded and he carefully bit his bottom lip. “I want you, Kat.”


CHAPTER VI

The next thing I remember is waking up in my bed with a pounding headache. As my eyes peeled open and I saw the ceiling of my bedroom, I nearly jumped up and screamed with joy; it was all a nightmare! It wasn’t real! Kenny, and no one else, knew my secret. My heart was pounding with excitement, until I heard his voice, “You’re alive!” It was Kenny, sitting next to my bed.

I sat up and my headache suddenly became ten times worse. I grabbed my forehead with my hand. “What’s going on?” I said.

“You fainted and you hit your head pretty hard on the ground. I hope you aren’t concussed, or there probably won’t be much dancing at the wedding.” As he said it, I started to remember going down, my vision going black, and the swift bang to the skull. So the nightmare continued.

“Please don’t tell Steve,” I said.

“Don’t tell him you fainted?” he said.

“You know what I’m talking about.”

“I’m going to ask you again, Kat: what the hell is your plan?”

I lay my head back down. With my head nestled into my pillow, the pain wasn’t so bad—just a dull throbbing. “I don’t have a plan, okay? I wanted to tell him, but I never had the guts. I’ll think of something; I’m sure I’ll think of something.” I’d been telling myself that for the past year and a half, convinced that I would wake up one morning with a clear mind and the perfect plan. But with a single day left before the knot was tied, I had nothing, and I had less hope than ever that my long-awaited revelation would come.

The room was silent. As I stared up at the ceiling, I remembered the last thing Kenny said before I blacked out. ‘I want you, Kat.’ I turned my head and looked at him. “What did you say?” I asked.

“I didn’t say anything,” he said.

“Before I blacked out—what did you say?”

His face became red and he looked down at his feet quickly. “You were supposed to be with me, not Steve. Steve cheated. I did all of the work and then he stole you from under my feet. He even stole my Osoyoos trip. That was going to be our first date, you know. Steve was there when I was researching hotels.”

He had that smirk on his face, which made me think he was lying to me, so I called him out. “You’re full of it,” I said.

“He doesn’t deserve you, and he won’t understand you. I understand you. I spent the last year thinking about it, and I’ve decided that we were meant to be together. I don’t think you should marry my brother.” He was still smirking, playing some kind of game. I remembered what Steve told me the day we met, that Kenny was just trying to use me in his little game with his buddies. Was this just him trying to win the game, almost two years later? But why? He wasn’t even in college anymore, and he knew what was between my legs… What if he was being serious? What if he really did want me and he really didn’t care about my secret? Then what was hiding behind that evil smirk of his?

“I don’t believe you. You’re up to something and I know it.”

“Steve’s convinced you that I’m a bad person. He’s the one who went around sleeping with girls just to score points in some dumb game. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s why he went for you in the first place.” My heart stuttered. He was lying to me. But why was he lying to me? To get revenge on his brother? To ruin our relationship the day before the wedding? Of course that’s what he was doing—he didn’t give a damn about me. He didn’t want to be with me. “I’m not a bad person, Kat,” he said. “I just want you to be happy, and I don’t think Steve’s the one to make it happen.”

“And you think you are?” I said.

“I know I am.”

“Yeah right,” I said. He stood up and walked over to me. “What are you doing?” I asked, but he didn’t answer. Instead, he climbed up onto the bed and he lay next to me.

“Don’t you want to wake up next to this every morning?” he asked, cuddling up next to me. I suddenly flashed back two years, before I knew Steve, back when Kenny would pull similar shenanigans. He was always being funny, always making everyone laugh, always acting like a goof. I never took him seriously. One time at the food court, he dropped down to one knee and held out an onion-ring. “Marry me, my sweet darling Kat,” he said in a silly British accent. His buddies all laughed and so did I.

He was still wearing the same deodorant he wore back in those days. That smell brought me back to our econ class. He was always sitting next to me. “Sorry, all the other spots are taken,” he would say, when more than three-quarters of the class was empty. For Valentines Day, he gave me a big, silly card with a G.I. Joe character on it. It said ‘I Dread-Nok having you in my life.’ Presumably the character on the card’s name was Dread-Nok. Inside he wrote, ‘How badly do you want my bod?’

Apparently, he was still the same guy, with more hair and more muscle mass.

“I think you should go,” I said. “This isn’t funny.”

“Who said I thought it was funny?”

“I’m marrying your brother in two days—one, seeing as it’s Friday morning now.”

“Marry me instead,” he said. “He doesn’t love you.”

“You don’t love me,” I said.

“I do so.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’ll prove it.”

“Then prove it,” I said, and then he rolled over me and started kissing my neck, tickling me with his scruffy facial hair. “Kenny, what are you doing?”

“I’m proving it.” He started to sink down. “I even love your bad taste in pyjamas,” he said, kissing my sternum.

He was a lump under the covers, moving down. “Kenny, this isn’t funny.”

Then I felt my pyjama bottoms being pulled down, along with my panties. He wasn’t just goofing around. He was actually going for it. “Kenny, stop,” I said. I tried to scooch away, but he pulled me back down. And then I felt his warm tongue slide up the length of my cock. I suddenly froze. He wasn’t kidding around anymore. He was really doing it, really proving to me that he didn’t care about my cock. He did a few more strokes of the tongue before slipping my whole member into his mouth. It felt good. I’d never been sucked off before. I’d never even been touched—or seen, for that matter—down there before.

I watched the lump of his head under the sheet bobbing up and down as he got me harder and harder. My body was tense with conflict. I wanted to stop him but it felt too good to put an end to. He really didn’t care that I had a cock, that I was born a man. And if he was telling the truth about that, did that mean he was telling the truth about the rest of it? The Osoyoos vacation? The point game? Did Steve lie to me about Kenny so I would go out with him instead? Had he told Kenny to leave and never come back so I would never find out?

I was rock-hard in Kenny’s mouth. His beard tickled my ball sack. The tension was starting to leave my body, along with all of my anxiety. I forgot what I was thinking about and I let myself drift away, surrendering to the moment. Kenny’s hands moved up and down my thighs softly. I suddenly remembered having a eerily similar fantasy, years before, before I met Steve, the night after Kenny’s phony onion-ring proposal. There was a time when I liked Kenny, but I’d always suppressed my feelings for him, knowing I would never be able to tell him my secret, knowing he would never understand. Was I wrong? It certainly seemed like it now. But what did that mean? What did it mean about the last eighteen months? What did any of it mean?

Kenny pulled the covers back, revealing his face. He was smiling. “Convinced yet?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, and it was true. I had no idea what anything meant, or what I was supposed to do. He slid up my body and he began to unbutton my top. I didn’t stop him. As he began to squeeze my breasts, I realized his pants were down, and his bare cock was now rubbing against mine. He was big, hard, and warm. He slid the tip of his throbber up and down, from the tip of my cock, down to my puckering butthole. I was a virgin, and the day before my wedding, I was about to lose my virginity to my fiancé’s brother. Was I insane? Was I a terrible person?

In that moment, I didn’t even feel as though my relationship with Steve was real. If Kenny was telling me the truth, then so much of our relationship was a lie—maybe even all of it.

His lips found mine and I kissed him. My arms ended up around his body, my hands felling his muscular back. I felt his throbbing tip press up against my asshole and he started to press in. I didn’t resist. It felt so good—every inch of his veiny, hard cock. I moaned, muffled by his mouth. His tongue wrapped around mine.

And then he started to thrust, in and out, filling me deep and then leaving me empty. Goddamn, did it beat the hell out of that vibrator. He was hitting all the right spots, making my legs tremble, making my body squirm. My headache was gone and now my head was swirling in euphoria. “Harder,” I heard myself say. He came down harder, his pelvis slapping loudly against my butt.

He reached down and slipped his fingers around my rod. He looked me in the eyes and I looked into his. There was a glimmer I’d never seen before in anyone’s eyes, not even Steve’s. It was love. Somehow I could tell that he loved me, that he was telling me the truth. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew for sure.

He started beating me off. My state of euphoria became more intense. I could only think of him, of how badly I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him. I didn’t have a care in the world as his thick rod plunged my tight asshole, his ball sack slapping against my butt. “You’re going to make me come,” I said between breaths.

“Good,” he said. His grip tightened on my cock. I tried to hold back but I couldn’t. I started to come all over myself.

“Oh, shit,” I moaned. My eyes started to roll into the back of my head. I was trembling all over thanks to my seemingly endless orgasm. I dug my nails into his skin.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” he groaned. He was coming down harder and harder, faster and faster, making the whole bed shake and slam against the back wall. Thank God it was my kitchen on the other side of that wall and not my neighbour, or they probably would have called the police thinking someone was hanging drywall in the middle of the night.

He grabbed my tits and squeezed them tightly. Then, I felt his warm load filling me up. My eyes opened wide and I took a sharp breath in. I’d never felt anything like it, the warm, pulsing ecstasy overtaking me once again while he moaned and groaned and fell limp onto my cum-covered body.

Kenny spent the night, with me in his arms, cuddled warmly into his body. It felt right. But lingering in the back of my mind was the wedding—my wedding, which was about thirty-six hours away.


CHAPTER VII

When I woke up, I was alone. Kenny must have slipped out in the middle of the night, while I was asleep. I looked over at the clock and it was almost noon. I’d slept through multiple appointments—none of which were too important, but I still felt guilty nonetheless.

As I sat up and wandered through my own apartment, I wondered if Kenny had really been there that night, or if it had just been an extremely vivid dream. The note he left on the kitchen table was proof it was real. ‘Don’t worry about a thing. Everything will work itself out,’ it said, in Kenny’s handwriting, which I somehow recognized from his cheesy Valentines card, years before.

My gut turned. It was hard not to worry when I was about to marry a man who didn’t know that I was born a man, who I was starting to think I didn’t love—and maybe I never really loved him.

I had a cup of coffee and then I sat with my phone in my hand, with Steve’s phone number, ready to be dialled. I needed to tell him. I needed to find out how he really felt about me, regardless of what was between my legs, and I needed to ask him about Kenny. I called. But he didn’t pick up. I called a few more times, but there was no answer. Maybe his phone was turned off. Maybe he’d dropped it in the toilet while he was out with those execs. Or maybe he was already on the plane, coming home. I tried calling him a few more times throughout the day, eventually leaving a message telling him it was urgent. Still, there was no reply.

So I left another message. “Steve, this is Kat. I don’t know why you’re not picking up the phone. But there’s something you need to know, before tomorrow.” I told that voicemail everything. And then I said, “If you don’t want to get married, and you’re too angry to talk to me, just tell the wedding planner. I’ll understand.” My hands were trembling as I hung up the phone. The message was on his phone now—there was no taking it back. All I could do was hope that he got the message before the wedding.

But what if he got it and still wanted to get married? Would I say yes? Even now that I knew he’d cheated his way into my life?

I didn’t get any sleep that night as I sat next to my phone, waiting for a phone call from either Steve or the wedding planner. It was almost midnight when I finally called the wedding planner, asking if she’d heard anything from Steve. “No, why? Is everything alright?”

“I just haven’t heard from him today,” I said.

“Well, some people think it’s bad luck to be in contact the day before the wedding. Maybe he’s just superstitious,” the wedding planner said. But somehow I knew Steve had gotten the message. And I had no idea what to expect the next day.

When I pulled up to the wedding venue, the wedding planner was there to take me into the back room to get ready. “Have you heard from Steve?” I asked again.

“Still no. I’m sure he’ll be here on time. This happens more than you would believe,” she said, but it wasn’t much consolation. The thought of being left alone on my wedding day was horribly embarrassing.

I poked my head out into the ceremony room. The place was packed with Steve’s family members. But there was no sign of Steve anywhere. Jimmy was sitting up front, looking nervous as he scanned the room. I was all ready to go, in my dress and my veil and my shoes, with my hair all done up nicely. My makeup artist rubbed something hot under my eyes to get rid of my sleepless bags. “You been sleeping at all?” she asked.

“Not really,” I said.

“That’s normal,” she told me, but she had no idea.

The wedding planner came into the room, her face full or worry. “What’s going on?” I said.

She forced a big smile. “I don’t want to get you all worried, but Steve’s very late. We only have the venue for another fifteen minutes. I’ve tried calling him, but I think his phone’s turned off. Maybe you can try.” She handed me my phone and I tried. This time, it didn’t even ring. His phone was turned off, which meant he must have heard the message.

He wasn’t coming. And then I heard the commotion rumbling in the ceremony room. We all walked over to the door and poked our heads out. Kenny was standing up at the altar. “Well? What are we waiting for? Where’s my bride?” He said, adjusting the collar of his tuxedo, which didn’t quite fit perfectly. Everyone was looking around and mumbling to one another in a state of confusion.

“Who the hell is that?” the wedding planner asked.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “That’s the groom,” I said, and she looked at me with glazed over eyes. “Tell them to start the music.”

She stared at me in silence for a moment and then she slowly walked over to the DJ. I overheard her say, “I have no idea what the hell is going on, but start the music I guess.” The music started, I took a deep breath, and then I walked out. Steve’s best man was standing off to the side, looking around wildly, confused as hell. Everyone was confused as hell—everyone except for Kenny and me.

He smiled as he saw me. I couldn’t fight back my own smile. When I got up to the altar, he whispered into my ear. “I met Steve at the airport yesterday morning, a few minutes after he got your message. He got on a plane and left. He told me I could have you, so now you’re stuck with me.” I probably should have been angry or embarrassed, but I was only happy. I didn’t even care about the disapproving rabbling from the crowd or the narrow-eyed looks we were getting from Steve’s parents. Steve’s mom got up and left when the commissioner started talking. A few other people left as well, but screw them—they wouldn’t understand anyway.

For the first time in my life, I felt truly happy, like the weight of the world had been lifted off of my shoulders. I was no longer carrying around the horrible burden of my secret. I was free, with nothing to hide, with the person I loved. Was it the wedding I’d always wanted? Not exactly, but in the end, I got the only thing I’d ever truly wanted: unconditional love.

THE END
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