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LAST SECOND BRIDE


When Kyle’s flight to Mozambique is cancelled, he doesn’t think he’s going to make it to his best friend’s wedding… and then he finds a flight leaving asap. He rushes to the airport and narrowly makes the flight, ending up at the resort a full day before anyone else, except for the bride and groom…

But the bride is gone. Aaron, his best friend, is in tears. Elizabeth left him for her ex and got on the first flight out of Mozambique. Now, Aaron can’t stand the shame and humiliation of cancelling the wedding one day before the ceremony.

Years earlier, Aaron suffered burns all over his body when he pulled Kyle out from a burning building. Now, Kyle would do anything for Aaron; he owed him his life, after all. So when Aaron suggests Kyle put on the wedding dress, a wig, and some makeup, Kyle can’t exactly say no.
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Igot a call early in the morning. It was the airline. “Your flight has been cancelled,” the woman said to me.

“What?” I said, rubbing my eyes and sitting up. “Why? I need to fly out tomorrow. My friend’s wedding is tomorrow.”

“The flight was under-booked,” she said to me. I could tell from the sheepishness in her voice that she was used to being yelled at. And to be honest, I was tempted to yell at her. My best friend was getting married. I was supposed to be the best-man.

I tried to keep my calm. “As long as I get to the wedding,” I said slowly. I took a slow breath in through my nostrils. Stay calm, I told myself. Just stay calm.

“There isn’t another flight out until Thursday,” she said. “The other option is for you to fly west, to connect in Vancouver, and then you can get a flight out—there’s one direct from Vancouver tomorrow.”

I knew about that flight, because most of Aaron’s family was on it. It was supposed to arrive around the same time as my fight. We were all going to be sharing a bus together, from the airport to the small resort where the wedding was to take place: a beautiful beach wedding between Aaron and Elizabeth.

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head, even though it meant adding almost an entire day onto my flight. “Put me on that flight then.”

“There’s only one seat left on the flight to Vancouver from your location,” she said. “It would be twenty-two-hundred and fifteen dollars.”

My body froze. “What? You’re going to charge me for your mistake!?” I gasped. Now, I wanted to scream at her, even though this wasn’t her fault. She didn’t run the airline. This wasn’t her policy. She didn’t cancel my flight; it was just her job to give people bad news. “I don’t have that kind of cash!”

“Then, it would be another four-hundred for the flight from Vancouver,” she said softly, waiting for me to erupt. “With taxes, the total comes out to three-thousand and fifteen dollars, sixty-two cents.”

I stuttered for a moment. “And then minus the refund from the cancelled flight,” I said. “So… closer to nineteen-hundred… right?”

“No,” she said. “You don’t get a refund for that.”

“What!?” I snapped.

I’ll shorten this conversation for you, because it went on for nearly an hour. Here’s my understanding of what happened: I booked a flight on a cheep airline that had a very lousy cancellation policy—and that included when they cancelled flights. Essentially, when I booked my flight originally, I signed an agreement saying that I would accept their next closest flight in the case that my flight was cancelled. Because I was not accepting that flight (which wouldn’t depart until four days after the wedding), I just had to eat the cost and book another flight on another airline. I was baffled that this was even legal.

“You don’t understand,” I said. “I need to be at my friend’s wedding tomorrow!”

“Well, there is one other option, but I’m not sure you could make it.”

“What?” I said.

“There’s a flight departing here in forty minutes. You would have to be through security in the next fifteen minutes to make it onto the plane.”

“WHY DID YOU NOT MENTION THAT AN HOUR AGO!?” I said. “I WOULD HAVE BEEN THERE AN HOUR AGO FOR FUCK SAKES!”

So, I ended up yelling at the woman, and she just replied by saying, “Please don’t raise your voice with me, sir.”

“Put me on that flight!” I said, snatching my wallet and passport. I only lived fifteen minutes from the airport. I didn’t have time to pack anything at all, but honestly, I could buy everything I needed at the destination: Mozambique. Two weeks earlier, I didn’t even know where in the world Mozambique was.

Two weeks earlier, I didn’t even know that there was going to be a wedding; I didn’t know that Aaron was in a relationship. Nobody had ever heard of Elizabeth—not even Aaron’s parents. In fact, after Aaron told his parents that he was getting married, I got a phone call from Aaron’s mother, Angela. “Did you know that my son was seeing a woman!?” she yelled. She was angry at me, assuming that I’d been hiding that secret from her.

Aaron and I had always been good friends. Our families had always been close. But it wasn’t until I was nineteen that Aaron went from being a good friend to being the best friend I never knew that I would have. It’s a long, incredible story, and very few people really believe all of the details.

I was on a Spring Break trip with Aaron and a few other friends from college. I had a bit too much to drink the first night we were there, at that cottage in Montana. For that second night, they were all going out to a club in a city, about thirty miles away. I stayed at the cabin to rest (if you can call puking my guts out resting). While they were out, I started smelling something smokey, but I didn’t think much of it. I assumed that one of the guys had put a wet log on the fire before taking off.

It was a large, beautiful cabin: two stories, eight bedrooms, and it had this amazing fireplace that was open on all four sides, in the middle of the big living room downstairs.

That smokey smell was getting stronger, but I could hardly move, paralyzed by nausea and exhaustion. The night before, I drank my body weight in tequila. I closed my eyes and dozed off. Then, I woke up to the sound of roaring fire—and a distant siren. “Kyle!” a voice screamed from outside. It was faint. I pushed myself to my feet and reached for the bathroom door handle, but the handle was burning hot. I screamed and retracted my hand. Then, glass shattered behind me: flames were roaring through the window. The whole cabin had been engulfed in fire, and I was trapped upstairs, in that bathroom in the middle of the house.

I coughed and choked. I stumbled around the room, panicking, losing energy as my lungs filled with smoke. I knew that I was likely dead…

I fell down to the ground after a few minutes of panicking. Then, I heard the pounding at the bathroom door. I blinked a few times. My blurry vision managed to focus on that door for a brief moment. I saw the door crash in. Flames burst into the room—and then a figure rushed in. Fire was on his clothes. He thrashed to get the jacket off, and then he grabbed me with impressive strength.

It was Aaron.

He was a bigger guy than me: always in the gym, always watching his diet so he would have that girl-dream masculine body. I made fun of him for all of that hard work… but now, I wasn’t laughing. He lifted me up and rushed me through a wall of fire. It hurt, but somehow I didn’t ignite. He stormed me down the stairs, through flames, holding his breath because the smoke was so thick. He jumped over a fallen, torched beam. Then, he got me twenty feet from the house and collapsed, just as the firetruck arrived. They sprayed him down and covered his body before doing the same to me. My body wasn’t nearly as burned as his.

From his neck down, he suffered severe burns. The burns on his torso would require multiple surgeries to fix—and even then, he would never be quite the same. He lost a lot of feeling in his body from scorched nerve endings. Thankfully, his face was mostly untouched, save for a small scar on the underside of his chin.

He saved my life. He risked everything to get me out of that building; and I would have died. before the firefighters even started spraying the cabin with water, the flames grew in fury, erupting, blazing into the air, wrapping around the building as if it was a giant pile of old, dried newspaper.

Emergency crews couldn’t understand how Aaron was able to tolerate the excruciating pain to save me. He spent nearly a month in the hospital before he was able to walk again.

So yeah, I owed him everything. I was going to do whatever I had to do to get to his wedding—even if it meant having to buy a new suit and some new toiletries. And honestly, I would have paid the three-thousand dollars if it was my only option—even if it meant having to go to a loan shark to get the cash.

Thankfully, that wasn’t necessary… yet. I got into my car and rushed to the airport. I parked outside the front doors and rushed in, knowing the car would be towed, knowing I would end up with a fine on top of the towing fee: probably a thousand dollars altogether… but that was a lot less than three-thousand.

I went straight to the security line, budging many people. “I’m so sorry, my plane is about to leave.” I was scolded and called many things (asshole, cunt, fucker, piece of shit, and so on). But I made it through security seconds before the cut off. It was a downright miracle, but I was going to make it to Aaron’s wedding. I was going to be there, standing next to him while he married this mysterious Elizabeth…

Even though this Elizabeth girl really did seem like a gigantic red flag… I would support Aaron no matter what—even if he wanted to marry some drug addict convicted murderer. Of course, I would voice my concern, as a friend, but I would stand by him no matter what.

As I boarded that plane for Mozambique, I had no idea just how prepared I was to truly be standing by Aaron at his wedding.


CHAPTER 2
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Elizabeth was a blonde bombshell: a model, part-time actress, and socialite. She was twenty-five, four years younger than Aaron, but she looked nineteen thanks to some very expensive products—and possibly a few procedures too. She was an heiress to some big chocolate company or another, and her uncle owned one of America’s biggest energy providers. She was friends with Hailey Bieber and Gigi Hadid, and her godfather was apparently Al Pacino. She had six million followers on TikTok, and another six on Instagram. She had been in a very famous Leonardo DiCaprio film, but apparently all of her scenes were cut out, so she no longer spoke to DiCaprio.

Well—that’s what I knew from looking her up, and from what Aaron had told me. I never met the girl, and I never would meet her. Nobody would meet her, because she got cold feet and left in the middle of the night, while Aaron was sleeping, leaving behind nothing but a note that Aaron found minutes before leaving for the airport to pick me up (he found that note a minute after getting my text message, letting him know that I would be arriving a day early).

When I saw Aaron, he was white all over. I went to give him a hug, but he just stood there, frozen, deflated. I had no idea that his fiancee had left him. I had no idea that he’d just learned a few hours earlier that he was single.

“I—I can’t get her on the phone,” was the first thing he said to me.

“Who?” I said.

“Elizabeth,” he said softly. “She… She’s gone.”

“What do you mean? Where did she go?”

“Italy… I think,” he said. “For Italian Fashion Week. Maybe… Maybe I should go there and try to find her.”

“What!?” I said, and then I shook my head. “No, no. The wedding is tomorrow night. What are you talking about? Why did she go? When did she leave? Did you guys fight? Aaron—look at me. Look at me, buddy. Relax for a moment. Tell me what’s happening.”

It took him a moment to focus on me, looking into my eyes. And then he dug out the note and showed it to me. I read it.

‘Aaron,

‘I loved you. Well, I thought that I loved you. I’m so sorry to be doing this, but I just can’t go through with this wedding. I just don’t think we belong together. I’ve been thinking about it a lot over the past week, and we’re just moving too fast. And I need to tell you something.

‘My ex called me last night and we talked for a few hours. He ended up proposing to me… I’m so sorry, Aaron. I hope you all the best in your life. I’m going to Italy for Italian Fashion Week, and then I’m going to be in Mozambique again, for the wedding. I hope that you can be there and we can still be friends.’

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “Is she inviting you to… her wedding with her ex?”

“I’m the ex now,” he said. “And yes… she’ll be here next week to marry the guy.”

The note was pretty clear: the relationship was over. It had hardly been a thing: not even three full weeks since they’d met. I wanted to slap some sense into Aaron. I wanted to grab him, shake him, and demand to know why he was being such a fool. I suppose people do foolish things when they’re in love… or in lust.

“You must think I’m such an idiot,” he groaned.

“No,” I said. “I just…” I forced a smile. “What, uh, were you thinking when you proposed to her so soon?”

“She wanted it,” he said. “She told me that she believed that if a couple is meant to be together, you should know after a first date. I… I just wanted to prove to her that we were meant to be together, that I knew it was meant to be. And… I really thought that it was meant to be. She was my dream girl.”

I nodded my head slowly. “And you were pretty sure that she felt the same way?”

“She accepted the ring,” he said. “And we were making love, like, five times a day.”

“Wow,” I said. “Did you ever find any time to talk?” I laughed, even though it was a bad moment to let a chuckle slip. Aaron looked to be on the verge of tears. I had no idea how to help him. I also wasn’t thrilled about the fact that I was out a few thousand dollars because of this trip, and there wasn’t even a wedding to show for it. My car was already in an impound lot. I already had a voice message on my phone from the airport police. I’d taken off the week for work.

But I didn’t mind, because it was for Aaron. I hadn’t forgotten the day he saved my life; he still had the scars to remind me. Now, I was at least there to help him through a tough time.

I gave him a pat on the back. “Let’s go to the resort and have a drink. Alright? We can still make the most of this trip.”

So we got into his rental car and headed to the resort. “No bags?” he asked.

“I didn’t have time to pack. I have nothing but my passport and my wallet. Oh—there’s a place to buy toothpaste and stuff at the resort, right?”

“Sure,” he said. “You didn’t bring anything? Not even your suit?”

“I didn’t have time, Aaron,” I said. I told him the story of the last-second trip. It took the whole drive to tell him about how I rushed out the door and abandoned my car in the drop-off zone. In that moment, I had no idea that we were wasting precious time chatting; I don’t think he quite realized it either. He went on to tell me the story of them checking in to the resort, how another couple was accidentally put into their room: double-booked, and they walked in on them having sex.

I hadn’t seen Aaron in almost six months, so we had lots of catching up to do—and we got right to catching up, which was a mistake; we were losing those final vital hours without even realizing it.

You see, most airlines that allow people to cancel flights need twenty-four hours notice, otherwise there is no refund. Aaron had thirty of his closest family members coming to that destination wedding. They would be boarding in about… twenty-five hours as we sat at the bar and Aaron asked me how my own love life had been.

“It’s been… up and down,” I smiled.

“No lady in your life? I told you that you could bring someone with you. We have a plus-one for you… Well, we had a plus-one for you.”

“There was a girl. I was going to ask her to come, but… well, the day I was going to ask, she kind of broke things off with me.”

“Wait—was this Kelsey?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“No!” he said. “Weren’t you guys together for, like, six months?”

I tried to force a smile. “I guess sometimes you move too fast, like in your case, and sometimes you move too slow… like in my case. She just messaged and told me that we weren’t a good fit. I was a bit blindsided. I asked her why. She gave me the standard answers… you know: it’s not you, it’s me. And then I pressed her a bit more before she finally said, ‘Look, Kyle. You’re just… too shy.’ And… yeah. I guess it might have been true.”

“Too shy?” Aaron asked. “What does that mean?” I think he liked me talking about my problems, because it provided a distraction from his own problem: his very big problem, which was about to become an even bigger problem because we weren’t acting fast enough. People needed to know to cancel their flights, but we weren’t telling them. The clock was ticking.

“Well, I never did kiss her,” I said.

“After six months!?” he gasped.

“The right moment never came up!” I said. “I wanted to kiss her a few times, but… I wanted that moment to be magical. I wanted it to be memorable for her, not just in a parking lot at the mall, or during some action movie. I guess I just thought that if that first kiss was truly memorable, it would be a great foundation for the rest of the relationship. I just imagined snowflakes falling all around, and warm twinkling streetlights… maybe while some special song was playing in the background. I wanted to be presentable, but I also wanted her to be wearing something that she would remember: a nice dress. I also had this idea of it being caught on camera; maybe I would hire someone to snap a photo, so we could remember that moment forever.”

Aaron rolled his eyes. “Kyle, it’s a kiss, not an engagement. You’re overthinking it. No offence, buddy, but I would dump you after six months if you didn’t kiss me. Or I would assume you were gay.”

“Hey!” I snapped. “I just wanted it to be romantic!”

“You’ve always been a romantic,” he chuckled.

We kept chatting. Now, that cancellation window was smaller: just twenty minutes left.

“So if you never kissed, then you probably never fucked either,” he said.

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders. “I wanted that to be special too.”

“Oh my God,” he groaned. “Kyle… when was the last time you even got laid?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, shying away.

“Have you gotten any action this year?”

“Let’s talk about something else,” I said. And it was a good idea; we should have been talking about the wedding, which was still all planned and set to go ahead. Even the wedding planner had no idea that the wedding was off; nobody knew, except for me… Well, I assumed people knew. I assumed that some sort of message had gone out. Had I known that nobody knew, I probably wouldn’t have been talking about an ex-girlfriend from two years ago now.

“Don’t tell me Sarah was the last girl you fucked,” he said, referring to the aforementioned ex-girlfriend.

“There was another girl since then.”

“Please tell me that she was more than a one-night stand,” he said.

I blushed.

“Kyle!” he snapped. “How can you live without sex?”

Tick-tock… Time was running out.

We ordered another drink. Then, a couple of beautiful young girls showed up at the bar, sitting at the far end. They were dolled up and in bikinis. One girl had large fake breasts and large fake lips. I usually went for the natural girls, but there was something alluring about this particular woman. She had an aura about her that lured me in… maybe it was that lingerie-brand perfume that was floating around her. Maybe it was the tiny bikini that left little to the imagination.

“Tonight, we’re going to end your cold streak,” Aaron whispered into my ear. He gave me a pat on the back and chuckled.

“What about you?” I said. “I’m not doing it unless you’re doing it too.”

And then he turned pale, turning his gaze to the bar, no longer smiling.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s too soon. I get it.” And again, I realized that getting me laid was, to him, a perfect distraction from his very big problem. But right now, he didn’t need a distraction; he needed a reminder. He needed to act, and he needed to act fast.

Fifteen minutes remained… it was almost too late.

Then, he blinked a few times and suddenly grew wide-eyed.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Their flights,” he whispered.

“Whose flights?”

“My family… my friends…” He looked at his watch and gasped. “Fuck! They’re going to be boarding in twenty-four hours!”

It was a miracle! He didn’t realize too late, but he did need to make some fast calls. He needed to get through to everyone. I would have to help, and he would have to ask the first people he called to help too, if he was going to reach them all. We needed to act!

He pulled out his phone. “I need to make some calls,” he said.

“I’ll help.”

A moment later, the wedding contact list was open, with addresses and phone numbers. I was ready to start calling people. But I noticed that I recognized all of the names on the list. “Is Elizabeth going to deal with her own family?” I asked.

“She didn’t invite anyone,” he said as he punched in his mother’s phone number. “Just her friend, Tamara.”

“What?” I said. “Why?”

“She said that she didn’t want a big wedding. I had to beg her to let me invite anyone at all. She just wanted Tamara to be there with her, and she said I could invite one person originally. It was a bit of an argument, but finally I got her to let me invite about thirty people.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said. “Let’s just start calling. Do you care who I call first?” I looked down at the list.

But he was frozen, just staring at his phone.

“Aaron?” I said.

He remained still, staring at his mother’s name on the screen.

“Aaron, we need to act fast. Should I just call someone random? Maybe your brother—he can help us.”

“No,” he said suddenly. “D—Don’t do that. He told me not to marry her.”

“What?” I said.

“My brother… when I told him that I was getting married, he told me not to marry her.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at the time as another minute ticked by.

“He was happy for me at first… but then he called back a few hours later. He told me he looked her up and didn’t like what he saw. He told me that she had some red flags… and I guess it was true. He sent me a link to a video. It was her last wedding. She had never told me that she was married. And that wedding… well, it was here, in Mozambique.”

I bit down on my tongue. It was more than a red flag… it was a gigantic red tarp flapping in the wind.

“That was just eight months ago. I got into a fight with Elizabeth about it. She told me that her past was none of my business. She just kept telling me to leave the past in the past, but that got me looking into things, and I found out that she’d been married six times.”

“Six times!?” I gasped, unable to stop myself from shouting. People at that bar turned to look at us. I slouched into my seat and cleared my throat. “Were you going to be number-seven?”

He nodded his head. “And they were all here, in Mozambique. So my brother thought that it was some sort of scam. They do have some weird marriage laws here… but Elizabeth assured me that the reason all the weddings were in Mozambique was because she’d always dreamed of marrying her soulmate in Mozambique; it’s how she wanted to start her forever-relationship. She admitted that she had been fast to wed in the past. She told me not to worry about it. I really don’t think she’s scamming…”

I couldn’t help but let a small laugh slip. I think I was just trying to ease the tension and lighten the mood. “Maybe she works for the resort. God knows she keeps it full for a week every year.”

He glared at me, unimpressed, looking like he was biting his tongue so that he wouldn’t lash out at me.

“Sorry,” I said. “Look—we need to start phoning people. Call your mom. Tell me who to call. People aren’t going to be happy if they don’t get their money back. As long as they’re on the line with the airline, they’ll probably be refunded.”

But he was still just sitting there, staring at his phone screen.

“Come on, Aaron. Call your mom,” I said.

“I can’t,” he said. “She… She cried when I told her that I was engaged. She was so… happy.” He looked into my eyes. “I—I didn’t tell you this, Kyle. My mom… has cancer. She only has six months left, at most. Her dream is to see me married before she goes. This was it… This was going to be her dream come true. My brother… he’s already married.”

“I—I’m so sorry, Aaron,” I said. “I had no idea. But your mom is going to find out… either now, or tomorrow, when she shows up and there’s no bride here.”

“I just can’t do it,” he said, getting teary. I’d never seen Aaron with tears in his eyes. I was by him for a month in the hospital, and he never cried once. But now, he looked like a broken man, a deflated version of his former self.

“Aaron,” I said. “I hate to say it, but there’s no other option. Your mom will understand. And… I can help you find another girl. But what else can you really do? You can’t just bring her here and… put on a fake wedding.” I looked at the clock. The window had now closed. Now, we could only pray that the airline would be lenient for the thirty or so people who would be traveling to Mozambique in twenty-four hours.

“I can’t do it, Kyle.” He closed that file with the phone numbers. “I just can’t do it. I—I’m sorry, Kyle. I’ll be back. I need to be alone for a minute.” He got up and headed off. I thought he would be back soon with a head full of sense.

But an hour went by, and Aaron was still gone. I was drinking alone at a bar in Mozambique. I was sick with stress; I couldn’t imagine how Aaron was feeling.

But he had to tell people; he couldn’t just let them come, expecting a wedding. He wasn’t saving himself from embarrassment; he was just making it worse.

I pulled out my phone. I pulled up his brother’s contact information. I had no idea if it was still up to date; I hadn’t messaged his brother in six years. But maybe this was something I needed to deal with, as a friend. I could tell his brother to help me, and to keep it as a sensitive matter. With his brother, I could call everyone. Maybe they wouldn’t get their money back… but they at least wouldn’t show up for a wedding that wasn’t going to happen.

Just as I was about to call his brother, Aaron showed back up. His eyes were red, as if he’d been crying. He stared at me, looking like a statue. His energy was making me nervous. He blinked a few times finally, and then he cleared his throat. “I, uh, have an idea…” he said. “But maybe we should go back to my room to talk about it.”
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Ididn’t like the idea at all. I had no idea how he even came up with such an absurd idea. At first, I thought he was joking around with me. “You aren’t serious, are you?” I said. And then I felt my skin turning pale as I realized that he was indeed serious. He really did want me to put on his ex-fiancee’s wedding dress. “It’s still with the seamstress,” he said. “She left it there.”

“I’m not putting on a wedding dress. I’m not pretending to be Elizabeth, Aaron. Have you lost your mind?”

“You look a bit like her. And it’s amazing what girls can do with their makeup. We—We just have to get the makeup artist to make you look the part.”

“Aaron,” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. I was legitimately concerned that he’d lost his mind. “Reel yourself in, buddy. You’re speaking nonsense.”

“I don’t think it’s that crazy,” he said, with his crazy eyes. “It would just have to be a few minutes, really. You come down the aisle, in her wedding dress. We do the vows. Then we go off together. I can tell everyone that you were feeling sick before the reception. It will still be embarrassing to be alone at the reception—but it won’t be embarrassing compared to having to tell everyone that…”

“What?” I said. “That there’s no wedding?”

“That they were right,” he said, lip quivering, as if he was about to cry again. I couldn’t believe his emotional instability; this was a girl he only knew for a few weeks… but it wasn’t the girl he was crying about; it was the humiliation. This was completely devastating to him.

His idea was crazy, and the more he talked about it, the more he seemed sure that it was actually a good idea. I quickly realized that talking him out of it was going to be tricky. But I did get an idea of my own: a much more rational idea. “What if we can just get Elizabeth on the phone?” I said. “You can talk to her. Maybe you can smooth out whatever fight you had.”

“There was no fight, Kyle,” he said. “We haven’t fought in… days. She just left because her ex called.”

“Well, if he called and stole her from you, what’s stopping you from calling to steal her from him?” I said.

And the idea seemed to resonate with him, though he didn’t seem all that excited about the idea of getting her back; he seemed more intrigued by the idea of not having to cancel the wedding—and that was a sign that he should not be marrying this person at all. He was probably never in love. I’m sure he knew that.

He didn’t mind my idea. He took out his phone and tried calling her. He took my phone and tried calling her. We tried calling from a phone in the lobby, assuming that she was screening us. He left message after message, “I think we can work this out,” he said, over and over. We sent messages on Instagram, on TikTok, on SnapChat… but she was ghosting him: ignoring each and every message that he sent.

We tried for hours, even borrowing phones from guests at that resort, thinking we would get through with a lucky break. But we never got through; all we’d done was lost more valuable time.

“This is going to be so humiliating,” he groaned when we found ourselves back at that bar. Now, it was around midnight. He planted his face into the palms of his hands, and his face stayed there for a long, long time.

“Maybe people won’t be upset,” I said. “Maybe they’ll just be happy to have a little vacation. It’s a beautiful resort, after all. I mean—look at that view!” The ocean looked beautiful with the moon sparkling above it. The breeze was the perfect warm temperature. The palm trees made that hypnotic, mesmerizing sound as their big leaves tickled together. And the men were going to love it because there were beautiful women everywhere. And the women were probably going to be thrilled about all of the rich, successful men everywhere.

It was an expensive resort: a place where celebrities went between film festivals and red carpet events. It was the most luxurious luxury spot on that side of the continent…

Many of Aaron’s friends and family members were digging into their savings to be able to make the wedding. It was a relatively remote part of Africa—not exactly a short trip from Canada. Flights were wildly expensive, flying across the ocean. It was a thousand dollars a night for a cheap room; most people were only staying for a single night before going elsewhere—and some were just staying at different resorts. We had all pulled strings to get to that wedding, so it was perfectly reasonable for Aaron to be downright humiliated that people were going to show up to nothing…

“Maybe she’ll just show up tomorrow,” I said, trying to be hopeful. “I mean—she seems like the type of girl that would do something like that.” I forced a smile.

“That would be a miracle,” he said. “And I don’t know I really believe in miracles, Kyle.”

I paused or a moment. “Well, I do,” I said. “Because it was a miracle when you saved my life.” I stared at him. He wasn’t coming up from his face-palm. He was just staying there, possibly crying. I couldn’t stand that sight.

So for the rest of the night, I tried to reach Elizabeth. I tried so hard to get in contact with her, so that I could beg her to come back. Even if she came back a day late… we could lie to the guests and say that there was another wedding booked so we had to push…

But there was no way that I was going to pretend to be Elizabeth, just so Aaron could save face in front of his family…

Unless that’s really what he wanted me to do, because after Aaron saved my life, I would do anything for him. Yes, I would even pretend to be a woman for fifteen minutes if it meant him being happy.
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We ended up sharing a room that night. We both had a bit too much to drink. I couldn’t remember anything past 1:00 AM. It was 11:00 AM when I woke up, and I never slept for more than six hours, so I could only assume that I was awake until around four or five.

I woke up to the sound of Aaron emptying his guts into the toilet. The smell of African food and stale whiskey was becoming stronger and stronger, so I jumped out of bed and threw open the room’s only window, letting in a gust of warm, fresh vacation air.

I let out a sigh of relief before the urge to puke came to me. The toilet was in use, so I rushed out the garden-suite door and puked on the ground.

Okay—maybe you don’t need those nasty details. But I will say this: I handled hangovers well… much better than my very sick friend. Once I got that puke out, I was in tip-top shape. I took a moment to catch my breath and then I stood up and breathed in the fresh African air. I chugged a glass of clear water and was ready to move forward with my day.

The smile didn’t stay on my face long though. The previous day (minus those few missing hours) came back to me suddenly, filling me with a terrible dread. It was now the day of the wedding, and there was no bride.

Or maybe there was… Maybe we managed to get in touch with her, and I just couldn’t remember. I seemed to remember a bit from that blank period… no images or sounds or smells, but instead a feeling. Yes… a feeling of… celebration. But what were we celebrating? i couldn’t remember much of anything, but I could remember a moment when everything suddenly seemed to be solved, like all of Aaron’s problems had vanished in a moment.

And maybe Elizabeth really did show up. I remembered a girl… an unfamiliar girl. She was in the room with us. She was in Aaron’s arms. I could remember tears… tears of joy… some sort of reconciliation. It must have been Elizabeth!

And that would explain the women’s clothes that were now all over the floor of the room, the makeup that was scattered on the counter, and the pink luggage that was on the ground. But where was the girl? Maybe she was out at the resort restaurant getting herself some breakfast.

On the luggage was a big monogram E. It was one of those checked Louis Vuitton pattern, pink and white. That bag was most certainly owned by some wealthy woman, whose name started with E… It must have been Elizabeth’s bag.

I let out a big sigh of relief.

“Aaron!” I shouted. “Is the wedding back on!?”

“That’s the plan,” he groaned from within the bathroom. “Kyle…”

“What?”

“I need your help,” he said. He sounded like he was on death’s doorstep.

“With what?”

“It’s embarrassing… but I need help or I won’t be able to function today.” He stopped to puke, and then he took a minute to catch his breath.

I let myself into the bathroom and saw him. He looked absolutely miserable: a pale green colour, eyes sunken, hair a mess. The smell was not nice; I had to cover my face.

“What can I do for you, buddy?”

“You’ll never look at me the same,” he said. “But there’s no way I can stand at the altar without your help.”

“Anything,” I said. “Anything for you.” I smiled, feeling great. But that great feeling was about to fade.

“I need you to go to the resort pharmacy and get me some nausea meds,” he said.

“Sure,” I laughed. It didn’t seem like that big of a deal.

“But I need you to grab… the ones you stick your ass.” His face turned red for a brief moment. “I don’t think I could hold down the oral ones for long enough.” He puked again.

I laughed. “Whatever,” I said. It didn’t seem like that big of a deal until, ten minutes later, I returned with the anti-nausea suppository.

“I need you to put it in for me,” he said without looking at me.

“What!?” I snapped. “No! No way! Why?”

“I can’t do it,” he said. “I know it’s humiliating. I’ve never been able to do it myself.”

“Why?” I said. “Just stick it up there. Don’t make a big deal of it.”

“I just… can’t,” he said. “My body freezes up when I try. I know, I know—it’s embarrassing. Just close your eyes and do it fast for me. Please.”

We argued for a few minutes. I thought he was messing with me, but he was serious… so… I did it. I closed my eyes. He had cleaned himself up while I was at the pharmacy, so there wasn’t that smell. His skin was clean from a quick fetal-position shower. He’d even changed into clean clothes.

Now, with him on his hands and knees, I was pushing a finger into his asshole. I couldn’t remember what happened the night before. Sadly, I could remember pushing a pill into Aaron’s asshole. But that’s enough of that story.

Thirty minutes later, Aaron was in better shape. He came out and had a cup of coffee. It was noon now. “They’re all on a plane,” he said to me. “My whole family. Everyone who’s ever cared about me. They’re coming to Mozambique.”

His face was still pale. I assumed it was from the hangover.

“We’ll get some food into you and you’ll feel just fine for the wedding,” I said. We still had seven hours until the ceremony. It was going to be down on the beach. In fact, we could see the resort staff lugging the stuff down: the little altar, the folding chairs, the flowers, and so on. They were marching like ants down the resort pathway.

He nodded his head. I could tell he wasn’t quite ready to be more than fifteen feet from a bathroom, so I decided to fetch him some food. “Maybe I’ll see Elizabeth at the restaurant,” I said.

He gave me a funny sort of look, but I didn’t ask why. I took off for the resort restaurant, feeling good about the day. Everything seemed to be under control. The wedding was being set up. The weather was perfect: warm, but not too hot, without the slightest breeze to make a mess of the beach setup. I stopped by the ceremony spot for a minute, just to ensure it was all looking okay. The resort-assigned wedding planner was there, shouting commands like a drill sergeant. She looked at me for a split second before turning back to the crew. “Can I help you?” she asked.

“I’m just checking in.”

“Are you part of the wedding?”

“I’m the best-man,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “Then you can tell the groom that he needs to come and find me as soon as possible. He didn’t show up for the rehearsal last night. Neither did the bride—so if you can find her too, that would be great. We’re not just going to wing this. We don’t just wing weddings.” I must admit that she scared me a little bit, but I suppose that’s the kind of person you want in charge of an important event like a wedding.

“I think she’s having a late breakfast,” I explained. “I’ll try to find her.”

“It has to be in the next hour. I’m leaving for the afternoon. My assistant will be here for the ceremony; she will handle everything. But she can’t handle the rehearsal.”

“Got it,” I said. It didn’t seem like a big problem.

I must admit that I was a bit nervous to meet Elizabeth. I only knew what I’d seen online, on her social media accounts. She portrayed herself as… well… a bit of a whore. I’m not trying to sound like an asshole or a misogynist; it’s just the reality of her ‘brand’. She was a socialite. Her social media image was her career. If she wanted to be sponsored and flown around the world, she had to maintain a certain level of engagement, and she was essentially selling her body.

Sex sells. I’m not going to diss her for taking advantage of what she had available to her. She was a very beautiful woman, though it was hard to really know what she looked like. I never saw a single video where she wasn’t buried in makeup, hidden by God-knows how many filters. When I looked her up on Google, I had no idea if the images that came up were of the same person.

She did a lot of those cosplay photoshoots, dressing up like characters from games and movies and TV shows. It wasn’t that high-level cosplay stuff that would blow you away… they were just costumes she bought or borrowed. I don’t think the girl ever touched a sewing machine, or had ever stepped foot in a fabric store.

Anyway—long story short, I had no idea who I was looking for when I stepped into that restaurant. I had no idea how Elizabeth had her hair now. Her TikTok showed her with blonde hair, black hair, brunette hair, red hair, pink hair… Was she tall? Was she short?

I didn’t think it would be too hard to find her. I was sure that I would see her and say, “Ah! There she is!” But it wasn’t so simple. I walked into that restaurant area and saw half a dozen women who could have been Elizabeth: young socialite girls, bleached hair, puffy lips, bronzed skin, sunglasses.

And this chick didn’t know what I looked like either. I was suddenly overwhelmed, and I quickly realized that I wasn’t going to find her without walking up to a dozen random women and making a fool of myself. So I decided to simply get Aaron’s breakfast in a to-go box. I could get him feeling better, and then I could send him out to look for his bride.

It took the restaurant twenty minutes to whip up two meals to go. Now, it was noon. The wedding was getting closer and closer.

I half-expected to see Elizabeth in the room when I returned, but Aaron was still sitting alone. That pink bag was still there. The clothes were still all over the bed. “Did she come back, or no?”

“No,” he said, looking at me bluntly. He almost looked confused, as if he couldn’t figure out why I was asking such an insane question.

But I didn’t have time to ask about Elizabeth, because I needed to get some food into him, and I needed to tell him about his rehearsal that he needed to get to.

“We just have to skip the rehearsal,” he said to me. “There’s no time for that.”

“I don’t know if that’s an option,” I said. “She was pretty serious about it.”

He waved me off. “I’m paying her. If we want to miss it, we can miss it. We have bigger things to figure out.”

That familiar dread crawled through me. Aaron had always been a very… casual guy. He’d always lacked that urgency that most people have in situations like this one. His wedding was just a few hours away and he’d done nothing to get ready for it.

I suppose there wasn’t too much urgency… it’s not like the guests had anywhere else to be once they were there. There were no flights out of Mozambique until the next afternoon. The resort wasn’t going to toss Aaron out if the wedding happened late.

“Just tell me what I can do to help here,” I said. “Let’s start getting things figured out.”

“Makeup,” he said. “That’s probably the best place to start, I would think. I’ll call Emily. Her number is in my phone here somewhere.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “You want makeup? Like, concealer or something? For that razor burn? I don’t think it’s that big of a deal, to be honest. Or do you mean Elizabeth’s makeup? Is she going to be back here soon?”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes, as if I was speaking complete gibberish.

“I’m just confused, Aaron. What am I not getting?”

“Your makeup, Kyle,” he said. “We need to do your makeup.”

A coldness filled my heart. I stuttered. Then, I let out a nervous laugh. “For what?” I said.

He kept staring at me. “For what? For the wedding, you dolt!”

“For your wedding?”

“For our wedding!” he said. “Don’t you remember last night? Oh no… you don’t remember last night. Oh God, Kyle—don’t do this to me! Not today!” He threw up his arms and went into a frenzy, pacing around the room.

I looked down at the bag. “Elizabeth is here,” I said. “So why would you want me to pretend to be a woman!?”

“Elizabeth isn’t here, Kyle!” he said. “What makes you think Elizabeth is here?”

“Her bag is right there!” I said.

“That’s the makeup artist’s bag,” he said. “That’s Emily’s bag. We talked to her for an hour last night! She even lent you a bunch of her clothes! Kyle! You really didn’t seem that drunk last night. Please tell me you remember last night.”

I stuttered. I trembled. I had no idea what was happening. Was this a prank?

“Kyle! Please just try to remember last night! Emily spent two hours with you! Don’t you remember? She helped you do the voice, and she showed you how to stand and walk.”

“She did?” I whispered.

“Yes!” he cried. “Kyle! Buddy! Don’t let me down now. We had this all worked out!”

“We… We did?”

He groaned and planted his face into his hands. “Liquor,” he said finally. “It worked last night. It can work again. We need to get some tequila into you.”

“No,” I said. “I’m feeling okay right now, but if you even mention tequila, I’ll throw up.”

He grunted. “Kyle, you’re killing me, buddy.” He let out a long, loud groan. “I don’t have time for this. I’ll explain it while you’re in makeup. I’m going to call Emily. Just… Go take a shower.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

I really thought that this was some sort of prank, until I got into the bathroom, took my clothes off, and saw that my legs had been shaved smooth—crotch too. There wasn’t a single body hair on me. And it wasn’t until that moment that I noticed my fingernails and toenails: painted white.

What happened last night?

This just seemed downright crazy. I was sure that I was having a vivid nightmare. I was sure that I was going to wake up at any moment and life would be normal again.

I closed my eyes as hot water poured down my body. I tried to control my breathing. Okay, so maybe it wasn’t a nightmare; it wasn’t ending and it sure seemed real. I couldn’t let Aaron down, and it was too late to try to contact Elizabeth. We couldn’t cancel the wedding; it was too late for that too. So I guess I just had to go through with it; I couldn’t let Aaron down… not after what he’d done for me.

I stepped out of the shower and towelled off my hairless body. Then I saw a little jar of moisturizer, and a memory from the previous night came back to me suddenly. “This is a wedding secret,” Emily had said to me after I shaved. “Rub this all over your body. It will make your skin glisten and glow. It’s a little bridal trick.”

I opened the jar and looked at the white cream. With a groan, I scooped some of the cream and rubbed it all over my smooth thighs.

And with that little memory came another: me sitting on that toilet with Emily in front of me. She was putting a wig on my head, and she had three other wigs with her on the counter. “Blonde looks best on you,” she had said to me. “Let’s go with blonde. Now the question is, bangs or no bangs… Let me pull up a picture of Elizabeth really quickly…”

So maybe Aaron wasn’t lying to me. Maybe we really did have a night of feminization, getting me wedding-ready at the last minute.

I took a deep breath. “Do it for him,” I whispered.

“Emily’s on her way,” Aaron called out to me.

I emerged from the bathroom with a towel around me. He looked me up and down. “Good. You smell like a girl. That’s a good start.”

“It’s the moisturizer,” I said, feeling like I needed to defend myself.

“Whatever it is, it’s perfect.” Aaron took a moment to get me up to speed on what I’d forgotten in my state of drunken intoxication. Apparently, he called Emily and told her the situation, and then he asked her to come over. Once at the room, he explained his idea to her. Then, Emily performed a ‘makeup test’ on me, to see if I could pass as Elizabeth. As he told the story, a few small moments came back to me, like when Emily glued the fake lashes onto my face.

“I was blown away, honestly,” Aaron continued. “Emily is like a makeup wizard. She can do anything. She really did make you into Elizabeth.”

“You were drunk,” I said. “Your sensibilities were… off.”

“No,” he said. “I mean, yes—I was drunk. But you really looked like Elizabeth. I was floored.”

Then came the knock at the door.

“You’ll see,” said Aaron with a grin, but that grin just made me feel sick; that grin was just a reminder that I was about to be dolled up and paraded in front of Aaron’s entire family. And Aaron’s family all knew me; I was constantly around his family growing up. They treated me like a son of their own. I didn’t want to bring shame to that beautiful family, and I just couldn’t see this little scheme ending well.

But I owed Aaron my life, and if this was really what he wanted, then this is what I was going to give to him.

Aaron opened the door and let the smiling Emily into the room. She eyed me and my heart sank deep into the pit of my stomach.
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Emily truly was some sort of makeup witch. She worked fast and aggressively, brushing my face hard with a number of different brushes. She had pallets spread out all around her: various shades of pinks and browns and blacks and reds. She had a whole arsenal of eyeliner pens that she used while gripping my head in place. “Don’t move,” she said with a thick French accent. She didn’t speak a ton of English. She was apparently some TikTok famous makeup artist, and Aaron had spent a small fortune bringing her to Mozambique for the wedding. Elizabeth was apparently a huge fan, and it was supposed to be his wedding gift to her.

And since Aaron was paying Emily, Emily didn’t seem to mind doing whatever was asked of her, even if that meant dolling me up as a girl. She seemed to like the challenge.

I never saw myself as particularly feminine, though I wouldn’t say that I was masculine in the same way Aaron was masculine. I didn’t have the big muscles or the rigid jawline… but I still looked like a guy. Nobody ever thought that I was a girl.

But Emily liked the challenge. She would work for a few minutes, and then she would stand there, staring at my face, deep in thought. It was like she was painting my face in her mind, running through the various options of how she could transform me.

And it’s not like she was using prosthetic pieces. She wasn’t gluing on fake cheekbones or any of that stuff you seem them do for the movies; she was just using the same tools she would have used on any other bride.

I won’t bore you with the details of that long hour, being brushed and poked and coloured on, as if I was some piece of construction paper before a very focussed and eager child. She didn’t let me look in the mirror once she got started; she was an artist that way, not wanting anyone to see her work until she was finished. So to be honest, I have no real idea what she was doing to me when she brushed my eyelids and dabbed my nose and drew around my lips…

But the end result was frightening. I looked in the mirror and my heart skipped a beat. I realized then and there that the woman I remembered from the previous night was myself: my own reflection in the mirror.

And that feeling of celebration was when Aaron saw me, and I saw myself, and we both realized that this ridiculous plan was actually going to work. We screamed out with joy and laughed heartily, as if our favourite NHL team had just won the Stanley Cup.

But that wasn’t the feeling inside of me now. Now, I didn’t feel like jumping up and down with joy, knowing that thirty people were going to see me like this. Sure, there was possibly a small sense of relief in seeing that I was completely unrecognizable, even to myself (I startled myself a number of times when I turned to see my reflection, and I wasn’t even drunk now). But it wasn’t enough relief to feel like I wasn’t about to make one of the biggest, most humiliating mistakes of my life.

“Where’s Aaron?” I asked, looking around.

“He went to the tailor to pick up his suit. You aren’t going to see him again until the ceremony.”

“What?” I said.

“He has to get into his suit and then he has to go pick up his family members from the airport. After that, he’s going straight to do photos with the photographer and his groomsmen. While we’re doing your photos, Aaron will be at the ceremony, greeting and seating guests.

“But… But I need to talk to him,” I said.

“About what?” she asked.

“About this… About… how crazy this is! I mean—we aren’t actually going through with this… are we?”

“Don’t you think you look good?” she asked. She turned me towards the mirror and I watched my skin turn pale all over again. She was right: I did look good… I looked very good. I looked like a viral internet sensation. I looked like Elizabeth… at least what I thought she looked like from what I’d seen. I suppose I’d seen as much as anyone else. Nobody at that wedding knew Elizabeth. They knew nothing about her personality. They didn’t know what she looked like without TikTok filters. Nobody even knew her natural hair colour—including Aaron! When I asked Aaron, he said, “I think she’s blonde. But she wears a lot of wigs. It’s hard to know for sure.”

Thanks, Aaron… Very helpful…

But it was for the best now. Elizabeth’s vague identity gave us a ton of freedom. Emily could do whatever she wanted. “We’ll get your hair on after the dress,” she said. She checked the time and gasped. “Shit. The photographer will be here in a few minutes to take pictures of you putting the dress on.”

“What?” I said. “No—I can’t do that. We’re not doing that… Are we?”

“It won’t be so bad,” she said. “Okay—change of plans. We need to put the wig on now. I’ll put extra clips in so it stays on your head when you’re slipping that tight dress on.”

I was cold all over. Part of me wanted to put up a fight. I wanted to throw up my hands and yell out, ‘Enough of this!’. But I just couldn’t let Aaron down…

So naturally, I wanted to find Aaron, to talk some sense into him. I still had no idea what his plan was if this whole fake wedding actually worked out. In a month, was he going to stage a divorce? Was that somehow less humiliating? Or was he going to meet up with me regularly to take fake couple photos? Was he going to turn this into some sort of ongoing scheme? At some point, he had to come out clean. he was eventually going to meet a woman he actually wanted to marry, and he couldn’t have some fake life posted all over the internet; women were going to think that he was insane.

I was starting to think that he was insane.

No—he wasn’t insane… he was just desperate: desperate to save face in a very humiliating situation. He made a big mistake, moving way too fast with a girl. I would be embarrassed if I were him too… but I wouldn’t go to this extreme. He needed to man up and own his mistake.

But sadly, it was too late for that now. We’d passed the point of no return. Thirty people had spent thousand on flights and hotels. I had no way of reaching Aaron (I tried calling but he’d left his phone behind like a fool). The wedding ceremony was fast approaching.

Now, the makeup girl was helping me to wriggle into some tight bridal lingerie. “We just need to accentuate a few curves and you’re golden,” she said to me. “Oh—and the voice. You were practising, like we talked about. Right?”

“The voice? What voice?” I said.

She groaned and rolled her eyes. Apparently a good deal of the previous night had been spent practising inflections. Emily was groaning under her breath now, apparently not so impressed with all of the work that had been flushed down the drain because of my inability to remember anything when I was blackout drunk. So now, we were starting from scratch. She was teaching me ways to sound more feminine. It was apparently part of her skillset: voices, from her work with cosplay girls who needed to sound the part as well as look the part.

The tips were helpful, but we just didn’t have enough time. After ten minutes, there was a knock at the door. “That must be the photographer,” she said. “Maybe just try to keep your mouth shut until we find more time to practise.”

And finding that practise time was vital, because in a few hours, I would be standing at the altar, reading vows into a microphone, in front of a large group of people who knew me as Aaron’s best friends—and they were expecting some girl named Elizabeth to be standing up there with him.
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“She’s just shy,” Emily kept saying with blushing cheeks to the photographer. The photographer was a chatty lady, with three heavy-looking cameras dangling around her neck, and a belt covered in expensive-looking lenses around her waist.

She would ask questions like, “Are you excited to be married?” And then she would look at me funny when all I gave her was a smile and a nod. “How did the two of you meet?” she asked, and I just shrugged my shoulders.

“They met at a film festival,” Emily said with her thick French accent.

And the photographer looked at me strangely, wondering why I wasn’t answering. “I can tell that you’re nervous,” she said to me. “Don’t be nervous. This is the best day of your life! You should be enjoying it!”

It wasn’t long before Emily was thrusting a glass of champagne into my hand. “Drink it,” she said with a dark voice; it was a strict command. Apparently, I needed to loosen up.

That photographer took photos of me getting my dress zipped up. She photographed Emily doing final-touches on my face. She took photos of me looking out at the ocean. She took photos of me on the bed, putting heels on my feet. She looked at me strangely when I was hardly able to stand upright in the heels. “It’s funny,” she said. “In all of your TikTok videos, you look like such a natural on heels.”

“It’s the magic of the internet,” Emily blushed. I was happy to have Emily there, completely in on this whole scheme with us. Without her, there was no way in hell any of this would ever work. Nobody would ever believe me as a woman without her insane skillset. She explained to me after the photographer left that she’d worked on a couple seasons of some popular French drag show, where they would turn regular guys into pretty girls. That little nugget of information made a lot of sense.

“How are you feeling, Kyle?” she asked me, planting her hands on her hips. She checked the time and then told me that it was close to 4:00 PM. The day was flying by. The guests were now all likely at that resort, getting ready for the ceremony, which was just a couple hours away.

“I feel sick,” I said.

“Say it like a girl.”

I groaned and said it again, like a girl. “I feel sick.”

“From now on, only speak like a girl. It will help to get into that rhythm.”

I had to bite my tongue in order to agree. I felt so stupid… maybe especially stupid because I actually looked the part. We’d already fooled the photographer. She was with us for nearly an hour and never once seemed to question my gender. She looked right into my eyes—and she looked at me through a 4K super high-definition screen, and still thought that I was a girl, still thought that I was Elizabeth, the moderately famous e-girl from TikTok and Instagram.

I saw a few of the photos on her camera. “I still have to colour grade them,” she told me. “But I think they look cute.” And sadly, she was right: some of those photos really did look cute. I looked like a curvy blonde goddess with my long blonde locks, with my super-tight wedding dress, and with those boots…

I suppose I should tell you about the dress and the boots. Elizabeth had picked out that outfit and left it behind. The dress was not a traditional wedding dress by any means. It was short… really short. Like, lingerie short. My legs were out… but also largely covered by those super-tall shiny golden boots, which were skin-tight.

In the back was a long tulle train that touched the ground, like some exotic bird’s long tail feathers. But from the side, my ass was perfectly visible. From the right angle, I was practically naked. I mean—the dress was skin-tight. I would have been just as exposed covered in nothing but body paint.

At first, I was a bit uncomfortable in the super-tight outfit. I’d never worn anything that tight in my life. But once I got used to it, I kind of found myself… liking the way that it felt on my body.

I can’t quite describe the feeling. It was like being hugged tightly… but only in a few spots. Otherwise, I was naked, feeling the warm Mozambique air against my soft skin. Those tall boots made me a few inches taller, and it felt kind of nice being taller.

And I will admit something, though I hate to: I was sexy. I stopped to stare at myself in the mirror more than once… more than a dozen times. I would see myself and then I would have to stop, blown away by how I looked. I was kind of hot. I was the type of girl that I probably would have ogled and maybe even hit on at a bar… if I had more confidence than I did.

I liked that long blonde hair because it hid parts of my face, including my jawline… but I also liked it because it really did suit me. It seemed to make my face pop—or maybe that was some makeup trick that Emily used on me; it was honestly impossible to know for sure.

It was 5:00 PM—one hour until showtime—and a glimmer of hope began to glow inside of me. I felt a small smile on my face. Soon, all of this craziness would be over and done with… at least for me. I just had to stand up there, read some vows, and then I could scurry off and pretend to be sick, sticking to the plan. It would be fast. It would be relatively painless. Aaron would have to endure a bit more than me, living through that whole reception—and then he had to figure out how he was going to break the ‘split’ up to his family later. I just had to show myself for fifteen minutes.

“I know this sounds weird,” said Emily with her thick French accent. “But I would love to get a photo with you, for my portfolio.”

“Portfolio?” I said. “You mean… your social media?”

She blushed. “I won’t say who you are,” she said. “And I won’t say who you’re supposed to look like. I’ll just call it… one of my proudest transformations.” She smiled with those rosy cheeks. It seemed like such a terrible idea. These photos did not belong on social media. This day could not be remembered by anyone, for any reason. In fact, I was going to urge Aaron to get every single person at that reception as drunk as humanly possible, so they could forget everything the way I forgot the better part of the previous night: that was the best-case scenario.

I made the biggest mistake of my life when I said, “Okay, just one picture… What’s the worst that happens?”

Well, it was a terrible, terrible mistake, for more reasons than one… but I wouldn’t know that for a few days. For the next few days, I would forget all about that picture, living in a perfect state of ignorant bliss, thinking that all of my problems were behind me.

My problems weren’t behind me; I didn’t even yet know what my problems were… but I was about to find out. I was about to find out that I ended up putting myself through a whole lot more than just fifteen minutes at an altar in a wedding dress…
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“Inow pronounce you husband and wife,” said the Mozambique officiant. “Aaron, You may kiss your bride.”

That day had been filled with terror and challenges and many, many close calls. Speaking into that microphone in front of Aaron’s close family members—and his dying mother—was not easy. Looking beautiful (good posture, walking in heels, smiling, and so on) was also hard. My day wasn’t made any easier as the crowd of curious onlookers formed—another thirty or forty people who just wanted to watch a beautiful beach wedding…

But, by far, the hardest part of my day was having to kiss Aaron. I assumed it was just going to be a quick peck: something fast and relatively painless, like quickly ripping off a Band-Aid… but his lips pressed against mine and he pulled me close, selling it to the audience as they clapped and cheered. I swear I felt his tongue tickle my lips, and I just froze… just for a quick moment before realizing I needed to sell it too. My torture was nearly finished… So I kissed him back. The whole kiss lasted maybe eight seconds, his face pressed against mine, his hands clutching my body.

And then it was finished. He pulled away, leaving me lightheaded and blushing. I was going to need a few shots of something strong. In that moment I would have accepted rubbing alcohol…

He took my hand and walked me down that sandy aisle. People stood and cheered and clapped. I smiled at Aaron’s friends and family members.

Then came the relief: walking away from that ceremony… Thank God it was over! At least I thought that it was over… I did my part. Aaron convinced his family that he was really married…

Though he had some serious hurdles ahead of him now. For instance: the officiant now had signed wedding papers. I forged a signature for Elizabeth right on the line above her full legal name, and Aaron signed the paper too. So was Elizabeth now married and she didn’t even know it? Was Aaron officially married? Would they have to get some sort of divorce or annulment? I suppose that was Aaron’s problem to figure out, not mine… though I didn’t want to end up implicated in some criminal forgery crime. I will admit that my heart was pounding at the thought of the potential consequences.

Yes, I was terrified, but more than anything, I was happy for Aaron. I was happy that he was able to avoid the humiliation that he was so, so afraid of.

We weren’t quite finished yet. The photographer chased us down before I could get onto the path to my suite. “Let’s take some amazing photos, shall we?” she said with a beaming smile.

“Actually,” I said. “I think I just need to lay down. I’m feeling a bit queasy.”

“It won’t take long,” she said. “Plus, we’re losing this golden light. We need to shoot now.”

I was hoping Aaron would have my back. I was hoping he would insist on me getting some rest first… But instead, he took my hand and pulled me towards the photographer. The next forty minutes were spent on that beach, snapping photo after photo… and those photos were even more awkward than the altar kiss.

“Hold her tight,” the photographer would say. “Really pull her hard against your body!” And it got worse than that. “Put your hand on her thigh. Don’t be afraid to get really intimate! Okay, good! Now kiss. Hold that kiss while I snap a few shots. Hold on; I’m just getting my focus.” Our lips were pressed together for at least half of that forty minute photo session. His hands were all over me, and my hands were all over him as we tried to appease the photographer. I felt so humiliated—and Aaron’s red face suggested that he had similar feelings.

But things became extremely awkward when the photographer had the idea of Aaron lifting me up. “Wrap your legs around him,” she said to me. “Look down into his eyes lovingly.” I’m sure it was a nice pose, but there were a few issues…

First: I was instantly reminded of when Aaron carried me out of that burning cottage. My heart began to pound; I suffered from mild PTSD from the incident. That memory often led to dread and terror, and then that turned into nausea and lightheadedness…

But Aaron distracted me from that particular terror with another terror: something that he couldn’t control, no matter how hard he tried (and he was trying). Aaron had an erection, and now, it was pushing against my bum.

He cleared his throat, turning red all over. The photographer made us kiss, and I felt him throbbing. He cleared his throat again. “Sorry,” he whispered. “It’s just… It’s all the rubbing.”

“It’s fine,” I said, turning and looking away.

Then, she had the idea of him hugging me from behind—but that erection was still there. He attempted to hide it under his belt, but I could still feel that hard, throbbing bulge. The photographer had him put his hands on my ribs, under my breasts. I felt his hands trembling.

When the photographer finally said, “I think we have enough,” I wanted to scream out with joy. The relief was intense.

“I think I need to lay down for a few minutes,” I insisted, and then I rushed away from both Aaron and the photographer.

I was sure that my night was over… but I made one stupid, stupid mistake.

After taking the wedding dress off, I peered out my window. I saw the swimming pool bar that was near my room and the urge to have a drink became strong; I’m assuming that’s how alcoholics felt when they tried to abstain from drinking. I’d never wanted a drink more in my life.

I couldn’t get my wig off. Emily had pinned it masterfully. In fact, I could now recall her telling me that I would need to fetch her if I wanted to get it off.

And the lingerie that I was wearing under that wedding gown was also tricky to get off: laced up in the back where I couldn’t reach. It wasn’t designed to be taken off by the wearer… I groaned and looked back out at that bar.

Then, I had the worst idea of my life: a desperate idea that would make my night a lot more complicated. I decided to put on one of the dresses that was left in my room: a little white sun dress that slipped right over my lingerie-clad body. I left on the golden thigh-high boots and I snuck out of my room. I went to that bar and leaned over to get the bartender’s attention.

“I’ll be right there,” he said in his thick African accent.

I waited and waited. It felt like a lifetime. He was unpacking a box of liquor bottles, getting ready for the evening rush. My body tingled and trembled. The warm breeze suddenly felt cool against my skin. I hated being out of my room as a woman; I should have never left; I should have just waited for Emily to come back, to help me get changed.

“Okay, okay,” the bartender said, finally coming up to me. “What will it be?” I watched as his eyes drifted down my sundress-clad body. I asked for two shots of tequila and a pint of beer to go, but he didn’t seem to hear me; he just kept staring at me, probably wondering why a man was dressed as a woman.

“Did you hear me?” I finally asked.

“Hm?” he said. “Sorry. I know it’s the evening, but I just woke up an hour ago for my nightshift. They have me on until 6:00 AM. Can you say that again?”

I placed the order again, and then he slowly got going with it—and I mean slowly. He stood near me with the bottle of tequila. He was in no rush as he began to chat with me. It was a minute before he said, “Wait a minute; aren’t you the bride from the wedding?”

I smiled. “Right. So I’m actually in a bit of a rush to get back.”

“Why are you here when they have the open-bar set up on the beach?” he asked with a narrowed gaze.

“I was just changing in my room,” I said. “This was closer.”

“But that one is free,” he chuckled. “I mean, I’ll give you this on the house this time. But girl—get the free drinks from the free bar!” He kept chuckling as he slowly poured the tequila.

I tapped on the bar.

But he wasn’t done talking. “So how’s married life?” he asked with a grin. “So far so good?”

I just smiled, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I’d done a lot of voice practise with Emily, but I still wasn’t terribly confident in how I sounded; I was better off keeping my mouth shut… even though I had a suspicion that he could tell I wasn’t actually a woman; it was that grin; it wouldn’t leave his face… Why was he grinning like that!? Why wasn’t he just passing me the damned tequila!?

“I’m in a bit of a rush,” I said softly.

“What’s that?” he asked, putting the tequila down so that he could lean across the bar. “You’re a very quiet talker; it’s hard to hear anything you’re saying!”

I bit my tongue harder and forced a big smile. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe I needed to abandon that mission and spend the night sober. But my God, I would have killed for a sip of tequila.

I wasn’t an alcoholic, but sometimes a man needs a drink. And after a day of wearing a wedding dress in front of your best friend’s dying mother… a man needs a drink.

“Elizabeth?” a voice said behind me.

I turned around, and there she was: the dying mother, in the flesh. Her hair was thin and brittle. Her eyes were sunken. God, it hurt to see her like that. I remembered her being so soft and lively. She was so spunky and energetic, and now she looked tired and deflated, with bags under her eyes, bony face, thin lips. She coughed and then forced a smile.

“H—Hi,” I said nervously.

“Do you mind if I sit next to you?” she asked with a raspy voice.

“No,” I said after a terrified moment of hesitation. She sat and looked into my eyes, smiling. There was a silence as she just sat there, glaring into my eyes, into my soul. I was terrified she was going to recognize me, so I looked away quickly. I cleared my throat. “What’s up?”

“My son was right; you really are very beautiful,” she said. “I’m so proud of my son. We he told me about you… well, I had some reservations. I hope that you understand; he’d never mentioned you before, and it all sounded like it was happening so fast. But now… I can see how much he loves you, and how much you love him. It just fills my heart with so much joy and satisfaction.” She smiled, and a tear rolled out from her eye, leaving me with an awful dread churning in my stomach.

I cleared my throat. I smiled and nodded my head.

“It just… It’s so great to see my son finding true love. I suppose it was kind of the one thing I really wanted to see before I went. I’m not sure if Aaron told you, but I don’t have much time left on this Earth.”

“He mentioned,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, love. It’s not your fault.” She wiped her tear away. “Like I said: you’ve already made me so happy by loving my son. You really have no idea how much it means to me.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “I’m happy to hear that.”

I turned to my drinks, which were finally in front of me. Though now, I felt a bit awkward. Was it okay to pound back two shots in front of Aaron’s dying mother? I looked down at the drinks and then I looked at her. “Do you want one of these?” I asked softly.

“I can’t with the medication that I’m on,” she said. “You go ahead. I understand. I remember how stressed out I was on my wedding day.”

It still felt awkward, but I needed that booze to take off the edge. I pounded back one of the shots, and then I wiped my lips. I smiled awkwardly at her and then I went for the next shot. I felt so guilty. I felt like I was taking advantage of the poor old lady. I was deceiving her. I assumed that Aaron would wait for her to pass before going through with the ‘divorce’… So she would be oblivious to the fact it was all a rouse… but that didn’t make me feel much better about it.

I took the other shot.

“I know this sounds weird,” she said. “But… Well…”

“What is it?” I asked.

“At my wedding… my husband’s mother danced with me. It was a slow dance. I know that sounds kind of awkward… but it was really very sweet, and I always imagined that I would dance with my son’s bride at his wedding. I’ll understand if the idea makes you uncomfortable. I mean… I hardly know you. But at the same time… I feel like I’ve known you for a long time. I mean—you are my daughter-in-law now.” She smiled, brightening up, breaking my heart.

I bit hard on my tongue. “Sure,” I said. I should have just stayed in my room, hiding, until I could transform back into myself.

Now, she was standing up. “I’m going to get back to the reception area. I can’t wait to see you over there.” She smiled one last time and then walked away with that painful limp. The chemotherapy was destroying her muscles. She really didn’t have much longer to live…

So I guess I was dancing with Aaron’s mom.

I poured that beer down my throat. I asked for one more. The bartender insisted I get one for free from the open bar, but I wasn’t ready to face guests yet… I was close though; I could feel the alcohol buzzing my system, putting a small smile on my face. It was a few minutes later when I found myself in my room, looking at myself in the mirror. Emily arrived, knocking at the door. “You looked beautiful on the altar. Ready to get that wig off?”

I shook my head. “I made a promise to Aaron’s mom,” I groaned. “I have to go and dance.”

Her eyes became wide and she let out a giggle. “With who? With Aaron?”

“With his mom,” I said. “Wish me luck.”

She touched up my makeup and sprayed me with some fresh perfume. She seemed to think that as long as I smelled feminine, the brains of the guests would be tricked into thinking that I was feminine.

I took one last look in the mirror. I suppose I really did look feminine too—no matter what angle I looked from. I suppose that made me feel a bit more comfortable with putting myself out there… or maybe that was just the booze starting to do its job.
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The guests cheered and clapped when I stepped into the decorated ceremony area. Aaron turned around slowly and then turned white at the sight of me. His jaw fell open and he just stood there, not sure what to do or what to say. I smiled at him as the guests all looked at me in that white sundress, which was now apparently my reception dress.

The photographer urged Aaron to join me, so after blinking a few times, he rushed over to me and put a hand on my back. Then, he whispered into my ear. “What are you doing here? I just told everyone that you were feeling sick.”

“I’ll tell you later,” I groaned.

The photographer snapped a few dozen photos, and then the wedding planner showed us to our seat. It wasn’t time to dance yet… nope… that was still a ways away. First, I had to endure speeches. I had to watch as Aaron’s brother made fun of Aaron for ten minutes before turning to me and making a few creepy comments about how ‘sexy’ I was. “I never thought Aaron would find a hot girl… but damn!”

I sunk into my seat.

Then, I had to endure the kissing… so much kissing. Aaron’s nephews and nieces were in attendance, and once they learned that the bride and groom had to kiss when people clinked their glasses with their spoons… it was over for me. I became well acquainted with Aaron’s lips. People cheered when we kissed. And each time, Aaron blushed.

But there was something worse. I noticed it after one of the kisses: a bulge between his legs. He tried to hide it, turning red all over. I decided not to humiliate him by pointing it, but I knew that he saw me noticing it. Was I arousing him? Or did he just suffer from some nervous-erection-condition?

Next, I suffered through the dinner. I guess that wasn’t so bad… the food was good. The guests weren’t focusing so much on us now. “Thanks for doing this,” Aaron whispered. “You really have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Don’t mention it,” I whispered. “Let’s just make one promise.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“We never talk about this again.”

“Deal,” he said.

“And the kissing… maybe let’s just stick to pecks—okay?”

He blushed hard. “Sorry,” he said. “It’s just… You really look like Elizabeth. I keep finding myself forgetting that you aren’t her.”

It was a very, very weird comment, and it didn’t sit well with me. My brain replayed that comment over and over, trying to make some sense of it. Was he saying that he was kissing me as if I was his ex-fiancee? Did that mean he was… really kissing me?

I tried not to think of it. I tried to focus on staying in character. The night was almost over…

I had another drink… and then another, and then another. The liquor helped to take the edge off, but I probably should have held onto a bit of that edge. I probably should have been a bit more contained. Now, I was starting to get a bit louder—laughing hard at every little joke. Aaron looked nervous: turning red all over as he pressed his lips thin. He asked me to keep my voice down a couple of times, probably nervous that my masculine twang was going to slip.

But honestly, it almost seemed easier to sound feminine when I was drunk… or maybe I was just too drunk to realize I sounded terrible.

Finally, we had our first dance as a couple while everyone watched. It wouldn’t have been so bad had it not been for that pesky erection that he tried so hard to hide… but Aaron was a big boy—bigger than I would have imagined; keeping something like that hidden is no easy task, I suppose. I kept touching me while we did our slow dance. And then came the kiss at the end of the dance. It was a lot softer than the kisses before it… a lot longer. It was a lot more… passionate…

I blamed it on the liquor; he’d been drinking plenty. Maybe he was losing his own sensibilities. Maybe I was just thinking too much into it.

I was just happy to be done… almost done: just that one dance with his mother.

She was standing there, hands clasped at her waist. She was a beautiful woman, even in her rough situation. I approached her and smiled. She returned the smile and took my hands.

She was right: it was a very sweet dance. It wasn’t necessarily awkward… though I felt awkward knowing that it was all a big lie; we were deceiving her.

But it was a white lie… right? It was a lie to make her happy and peaceful in her final months. We were doing it to put a smile on her face. It’s not like we were hurting anybody…

So why did I feel so horribly guilty?

She hugged me hard at the end of the dance. “Please be good to my son,” she whispered into my ear. “I know he’ll be good to you. Just be good back to him. He’s really sweet.”

“Okay,” I said as that invisible hand clenched my heart. I felt sick now; the liquor wasn’t helping to push away that anxiety…

But my job was done. I’d fulfilled my promises. Now, the big dance was starting. Finally, all of the eyes on the beach were no longer glued to me. Guests were drinking harder. The young kids were whisked away to be put to bed. The older guests were also saying their goodbyes. I figured I could slip away at any moment… but I decided to stay near that free bar. It’s not like I had anything to lose at that point.

I ended up dancing a few more times, with Aaron, with others. I found myself chatting with random guests. Some made me laugh. I made some others laugh. It was actually a fairly fun wedding. I felt like I was actually making new friends… even though I already knew many of them from being invited to Aaron’s family reunions and gatherings.

I suppose it was just fun to be able to cut loose and not have to worry about making a fool of myself, because I wasn’t myself: I was Elizabeth. If I did anything embarrassing, everyone would remember it being Elizabeth humiliating herself, not me. I was in the clear. So as soon as I realized everyone really thought that I was a girl, I was able to properly unwind.

I had a couple more drinks, danced with a couple more guests. I chatted well into the night, until there were only ten or so people left: mostly just Aaron’s single friends and cousins, awkwardly trying to hook up with each other, as single people do at weddings…

It was around 2:00 AM when Aaron put his arm around me and said, “You’re starting to stumble a bit. Are you okay?”

“I’m having a great time!” I said—probably yelling the words—in his face.

He laughed. “I think it’s time we get you to bed.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” I said, waving him off. “It’s my wedding. I can do what I want!” I probably sounded downright trashed, but I really wasn’t all that drunk; I was a bit beyond tipsy, sure, but I was mostly just having fun, no longer caring about how I looked in front of anyone. Besides—everyone seemed to be loving me, no matter how loud I became, or how much I laughed.

But Aaron was right: it was late; it had been a long, stressful day. I needed to get away from that wedding before there were any slips. I was lucky that I got so far without any little voice slips or wardrobe malfunctions.

Aaron helped me back to my room: far, far away from the remaining guests. He opened my door for me and led me inside. “We’d better spend the night together,” he said. “I don’t want anyone seeing me sneaking off alone to my room.”

And I’m not sure why I did it. I can’t even tell you what was going through my mind. I threw myself at him. I wrapped my arms around him and pressed my lips against his. That was almost certainly the liquor at work, messing with my sensibilities. I think it was maybe supposed to be a joke; I even jumped into his arms like a bride in the arms of his wife…

But Aaron didn’t respond jokingly. Instead, he kissed back. He held me. He slid his hands around me and then, a minute later, we were on the bed, and he was on top of me, lips back against mine.

I don’t really know how it happened, but we were making out.
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Istretched out my arms, above my head, and then he pinned them down. His lips found my throat, and he began to suck. I let out a soft moan. The tingling made my heart race. I lifted my hips from the bed, and that’s when I felt his erection throbbing in his pants.

My heart skipped a beat. For a moment, I had a clear head. For a moment, I wondered: ‘What the hell are you doing, Kyle!?’ But that didn’t stop me. I fell back into that state of intoxicated bliss, and his lips found mine again.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growled quietly in my ear. His warm breath tickled the side of my neck, making me release a small little gasp. There were small pulses of pleasure and excitement rushing through me. My adrenaline was rushing, faster than it ever had before… faster than it ever rushed when I was with a woman. I suppose that’s because when I was with women, I wasn’t doing anything quite so taboo. Sleeping with a girl as a straight guy… that’s normal. But sleeping with your male best friend while dressed like a girl… not so normal.

And him lusting over me like that: that wasn’t so normal either. His hands were exploring my body. He was grinding that hard erection against me. I just had to see if it was real, so I reached down, unclipped his belt and pushed into his pants, wrapping my fingers around it for a moment. Yep, it was real: and it was hard.

“Oh God,” I moaned. Then, he pushed a finger into my mouth, and for some strange reason, I started to suck it. He stuck a second finger in and I sucked that too: bobbing my head back and forth.

And that gave him an idea. Seconds later, his knees were planted next to my shoulders. He had his throbbing erection in his hand. He tilted it down to my lips. I had time to let out one nervous gasp because he pushed it down, into my mouth. I felt his warm foreskin pulling back over his smooth head. That head pushed hard against the roof of my mouth. I felt his thick veins throbbing against my bottom lip.

I gagged and he pulled back slightly. He was gentle, but dominant, still pinning my arms down, ensuring that I couldn’t move.

And it was a few seconds before I realized what was really happening: Aaron had his cock in my mouth. I was sucking my best friend’s dick.

I felt the colour draining from my face, but I didn’t want to spoil the moment. I closed my eyes and waited a moment for the buzzing liquor to help me relax again—and it did, so I kept sucking.

“Fuck,” he growled. “That feels so fucking good.”

He was thrusting gently, sliding his cock against my tongue. I couldn’t believe how big he was! I would have never guessed. His cock was easily… ten inches! It had a sharp curve to it, bending like a scimitar. It was so, so hard. And it was only a couple of minutes before I felt a little squirt, and then I could taste something… sweet.

It was pre-cum. He truly was aroused. He really did think that I was hot.

Now, he had my lingerie top pulled down, exposing my flat boyish chest. But it didn’t seem to turn him off. He bent over and began sucking on my nipples. It was weird at first… and then it started to feel kind of… nice.

“Shit,” I moaned in that girly voice. “That actually… feels kind of good.” I bit down on my bottom lip and let out a slow breath of air. “Fuck! That actually feels so good. Shit, Aaron. Don’t stop. On my God.”

He was now grinding me between the legs, rubbing his erection against mine… my erection… I was erect. But why? Was I really aroused? Did I like being dominated by a man?

No! I was straight. I liked girls. I liked fucking girls. I didn’t like men…

So why did this feel so good.

“Don’t stop, Aaron,” I groaned, and now I was grinding too; we were both grinding: grinding our cocks together. I looked down and he did the same, seeing our reddened tips pressed hard together. He was the one who reached down and squeezed them with a firm grip. His cock was so much bigger than mine.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, watching.

We were having gay sex…

No, it wasn’t gay. I was a girl… Okay, so it wasn’t so gay for him. Or was it? He was awfully focussed on my cock, but he was treating it with a gentle hand, almost as if it was… feminine. And he was treating me like I was feminine: the way he caressed me, the way he kissed me. I was going so submissive, as if I was a woman… as if I really felt like a woman.

My head was spinning with confusion. I no longer knew what the hell was happening. Was it gay, was it straight, or was it something else entirely? I had no idea!

But I liked it. He was kissing my body again, making me tingle all over.

“Fuck me, Aaron,” I whispered.

And he didn’t have to wait to hear it twice. His fat tip found my tiny virgin asshole. I moaned and closed my eyes, and then he pushed into me. “Oh fuck, Aaron,” I groaned. “Fuck! I can feel it! Oh my God, I can feel it inside of me!” I gasped and looked down with wide eyes. I could see half of his cock; the other half was in my body. He was now gripping my thighs, holding them open. His gaze was fixated on my throbbing cock. “Oh God, Aaron, don’t stop! Don’t stop! Please, God, don’t stop!” I watched as he sunk deeper and deeper and deeper.

I could feel him throbbing inside of me now. And then, he started thrusting. That’s when everything turned into a blur.

I threw my head back and let out the loudest cry. He held me by the midsection, pinning me to that bed. I heard him grunting loudly with each thrust. At first, he only fucked me with about six inches of that thick rod… then seven… then eight. Oh God, I could feel it in my stomach now. He was using nine inches…

Then ten.

Fuck! I could definitely feel it in my stomach. I had to look down to see the lump pushing against my belly, looking like that movie, Alien. “Shit!” I cried. He kept thrusting, grunting louder and louder. “You’re so fucking hot,” he moaned. It seemed to be his one line.

“It feels so fucking good,” I moaned. Now, I was sweating, trembling all over. It was hot in that room: dreadfully hot, especially under his radiating mass. His fingers gripped me harder. He thrusted with more intensity, bashing his pelvis into my crotch. “Fuck!” I cried loudly. “Fuck me, Aaron! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God, yes! Fuck me!”

He screamed loudly, and then he pulled out suddenly a couple of minutes later, grabbing his cock and squeezing it before it began to shoot cum all over my body. Long streaks swept across me: my face, my chest, my stomach, and even my thighs. It all dribbled left and right in thick globs.

I stared, speechless, frozen at my cum-sprayed torso. He pulled out slowly, letting a gush of air out with his cock. I blushed and tried to clench my asshole closed, but I was stretched wide. He was panting, out of breath, cock still oozing a drop of cum.

He stared into my eyes and I stared into his. Suddenly, I was no longer drunk. It was as if that pleasure vanquished the liquor from my system… and maybe his orgasm did the same to him, because he was now staring at me with a terrified look: the same look that must have been on my face. It was a ‘what the fuck did we just do?’ sort of look.

He jumped off the bed and grabbed his clothes. “Maybe I will sneak back to my room, just so you can get some rest,” he said without looking at me.

“Okay,” I said. “And I’d better shower and get out of this wig. Without Emily, it’s going to take the better part of an hour.”

“Do you need help?” he asked with blushing cheeks.

“No, I’ll be fine,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll, uh, start sneaking back to my room. It seems pretty quiet out there.”

Then, I eyed the second bed. “I mean—if you don’t want to take the risk, you could just sleep in that bed.” I cleared my throat. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

“You sure you don’t mind if I’m in here?” he asked, without even looking at me.

“Whatever. I’m sure you’ll be asleep before I’m done cleaning myself up.”

“Do you want help with that wig?”

“Sure,” I said. “I guess… if you just want to help find some of the pins. Actually—you know what? Forget about it. We’ll just end up ruining it. I can just sleep with it. I’m sure we won’t ruin it.”

“If we do, I’ll pay Emily for it,” Aaron laughed. He looked over at me, blushed, and then looked away.

There was a terrible tension in that room: a sexual tension that was thick and suffocating… but it wasn’t as bad as the confusion: wondering why I liked being with him so much. Was I gay? Bisexual?

Those were easy questions to figure out… the hard question was: did I have feelings for Aaron?
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“Elizabeth is feeling sick today,” is what Aaron went to tell his family when they all met up for breakfast. “She’s going to be staying in bed.”

I thought that it was all over. I managed to get that wig off and the makeup was washed away. I had a good sleep and amazingly woke up without a hangover. Now, I could relax. I felt like I earned some relaxation time.

But I didn’t get to do much relaxing, because our little plan ran into a little issue.

I probably should have just slipped out from the suite and caught a ride to town. I should have spent the day far away from that little resort. Because I didn’t think that Aaron’s mother would show up at the door of the suite, worried about me, wanting to help make me feel better.

“I can’t stop her,” Aaron told me in a text message. “She’s insisting on seeing you.”

“I can’t see her! I’m not dressed up,” I replied to that message as his mother knocked on the door and called out, “Elizabeth! Are you okay? I have a few things that could help! Please let me in, sweetheart.”

“I don’t know,” Aaron said. “Just… ignore her.”

But ignoring her was a terrible idea. I couldn’t stand the guilt of ignoring her, pretending like I couldn’t hear her. She was a persistent woman. She just kept knocking. She kept calling out to me… or, I should say, to Elizabeth. Aaron came by the door and I heard him trying to talk some sense into her. “She just needs to rest, mom,” he said.

“Nonsense,” she replied to her son. “I can help her. If it’s a hangover, I can give her one of these pills that they gave to me, for the chemo nausea.”

“It’s not a hangover,” Aaron said. “We were, uh, on the phone with her doctor. It’s just… a flare up… with her condition.”

I had no idea what Aaron was thinking. He was just trying everything he could think of to get her away from the door. But now, his mother was even more adamant about getting in to help me. She was convinced that she could help me to feel better, either with one of her medications or with some sweet motherly lovingness.

“It might be contagious,” said Aaron.

“What difference does it make to me?” his mother said.

“You’re in a fragile condition, mom,” Aaron said.

“I’m going out anyway. Just let me in to help the poor girl.”

I realized that there was no hope of getting her to go away. Aaron kept pleading with her and I rushed into the bathroom. That wig was still there. I dragged Emily’s suitcase full of makeup supplies into the bathroom with me. The timing was perfect; Aaron’s mother had just persuaded Aaron to open the door using his keycard.

“Where is she?” his mother said, storming through the room. “Elizabeth! Sweetie! I can help you!”

“Mom! She’s not feeling well!”

I rushed to put the wig on my head. I scrambled into that white sundress, because it was all that I had. Then, I began to dig through the makeup supplies. I had no idea what I was doing, but I knew that I had to figure it out. I tried to remember what Emily had done to me. Strangely, I couldn’t remember her getting me ready for the wedding, but now, I could remember her getting me ready the night before the wedding, when she went to see if I could pass as Elizabeth. I remembered her starting with foundation, rubbing it gently into my skin. Then came the concealer. Yes! This stuff was all easy. Then she made me sit still for eyeliner.

My hand was trembling but I had to do my best.

My eyeliner wasn’t perfect, but under the circumstances, it was something of a miracle. After that, she brushed various shades of brown onto my eyelids. Okay—I could do this. I just had to try my best.

“Elizabeth, sweetie,” Aaron’s mom said, trying the handle. “I have some meds that can make you feel better, darling!”

“She can’t take your chemo meds, mom!” Aaron cried.

I had to work fast. I had no real idea what I was doing, but she’d already been in the room for ten minutes, pacing around, knocking at the door. “Something must be wrong,” she said, sounding increasingly worried. “She’s not answering. Aaron—I think we need to call an ambulence.”

So I had to call out to her, putting on my best groggy girl voice. “I’m okay,” I said. “I just need a minute.”

“See, mom?” Aaron said. “She’s fine. You’re overreacting.”

“What condition is this?” she asked. I could hear her shaking her head in her frenzied state. “Is it serious? Does she need to see a doctor about it?”

“She has a doctor.”

“Maybe she needs a second opinion! Maybe she needs better care than she’s been getting! You know, I saw this show on Netflix where this famous doctor goes to sick people and figures out which rare illnesses they have.”

“Okay, mom,” Aaron said. “It’s not that serious. Please.”

Now, I was brushing on some blush. I used my finger tip to dab some pink gloss from the jar of lip gloss.

Did I look as good as when Emily did me up? Maybe not… But I didn’t look too bad. Hell, I actually thought I did a fairly impressive job. Maybe I had a bit of a knack for this.

“Elizabeth, sweetie?” Aaron’s mom called out. “Just let me in. I can help you to feel better. I promise. I raised two boys. I know a thing or two.”

“Mom!” Aaron cried.

And then I opened the door, putting a blushing smile on my face. Aaron turned white at the sight of me. His jaw dropped open and his eyes beamed wide. His mother let out a sigh of relief. Then, she threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “I was so worried about you,” she said. I could feel her hands trembling; I don’t know if that was from the cancer, the chemotherapy, or from the genuine fear that something was wrong with me.

“I’m fine. I just felt sick,” I said. “But I’m fine now.”

“How long have you had this condition?” she asked.

“Her whole life,” Aaron said. “She’ll just get randomly sick. It’s very weird. Anyway—she really needs to get her rest—right, Liz?”

“I think I’m okay,” I said.

Aaron turned white all over again.

“Hey mom, maybe you could go catch up with the family and let them know I’ll be right back. I’m going to talk to Elizabeth for a minute.”

His mom left with a warm smile on her face, and then Aaron went to the window to ensure she was actually gone before locking the door and rushing over to me. “What the hell are you doing!?” he gasped.

“She wasn’t leaving!” I said.

“She would have left eventually,” he groaned. “What’s your plan right now?”

“I don’t have a plan. I just did what I had to do.”

“You didn’t have to do it!” he cried.

“Your poor mom is dying! What the hell was I supposed to do!?” I snapped. “We went through all of this trouble to make her happy; one more day of this won’t kill us.” His mother had a flight out the next morning; she had to be back for a chemo appointment. Convincing the doctors to let her get on a plane to Africa took some string pulling—and it took a huge toll on her health. She probably lost a month or two of life to make it to that wedding, quite honestly. And what? Were we just going to let her leave with the horrible dread of thinking her son had married a woman with some horrible health condition? I made it through the wedding and the reception; I could make it through a day of mingling and hanging around on the beach.

He walked around the room, hands on his head. He closed his eyes and mumbled something under his breath.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s just…” He stopped to take a deep breath. “We’ve come this far. It would suck to have it all fall apart because of one little slip.”

“I won’t slip,” I said. “I can do this. And this way, nobody will be worried and nobody will ask questions. Aaron—I’m doing this for you.”

He looked at me and smiled, but there was a lot of worry on that face. “Okay,” he said.
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Getting into character was a bit rocky. I kept my voice quiet at first and I sat very stiff at that table, sitting with nearly thirty people, most of whom were staring at me and asking question after question. The first hour was certainly the worst, but then it started to get a bit better. I got a bit more comfortable with that voice. I actually impressed myself with that voice; it was genuinely feminine. I really don’t know how I was able to do it, but I’m sure it was some sort of rare skill that only few men possess.

Finally, brunch was over and Aaron’s family decided to migrate down to the beach. There was a lot to do in Mozambique, but we were fairly limited because of Aaron’s mother, who would suffer from sudden spells of weakness. The beach was close to her room, and sitting at the beach didn’t require any physical activity, so that’s where we went next—

But first, I had to chance. Aaron took me to the little resort shop where they sold essentials to people who forgot to pack this thing or that—or for people who lost their luggage. There, they had some bikinis. They had a one-piece halter-top swimsuit that was perfect for someone like me, who didn’t have breasts. We bought it, took it to the room, and then we carefully removed the pads from the bridal lingerie and slipped them into the chest of the swimsuit.

The real challenge was the cock. I spent ten minutes in the bathroom trying to find a way to position it so that it wouldn’t be a bulge, but it wasn’t so simple… Pushing it between the thighs seemed like the most obvious solution, but my ball sack just got in the way. “What’s taking so long?” Aaron asked.

I told him the problem. He was silent for a moment before saying, “I’ll Google it to see what other people do.” It was a minute later when he told me about tucking. It wasn’t something I’d heard of before, but he tried to explain the process through the door, based on a video tutorial he found on some gay porn website on his phone.

The instructions were unclear. My balls wouldn’t push up. Aaron insisted I must have been doing it wrong. Finally, I had to just let him in. “We never talk about this—got it?” I said.

“Obviously,” he said, and then he dropped to his knees. He apologized about ten times before he even touched me. I looked away while he took my balls and tried to push them into me. It was a bit uncomfortable, and then I gasped when I felt it work. He took my cock and pulled it back, between my thighs, and then he pulled the swimsuit over my package… And voila! No more bulge.

He washed his hands and blushed. “Again: we never talk about that.”

But there was one thing that we probably needed to talk about: the bulge he now had in his swim trunks. He was erect. He tried to hide it, but I’d already seen it. I pretended like I hadn’t seen anything. “Um, let’s go meet your family,” I said, and then we went off to spend the afternoon at the beach.

It went fine at first, until I noticed the odd glare from Aaron, looking me up and down and then he would dart his gaze away when he saw me looking over at him. I was starting to worry that Aaron was developing feelings for me. I mean—there was that awkward drunken sex that we still hadn’t talked about. Then there was the erection when he tucked me. And now the little looks.

But he wasn’t the only one looking at me; I caught his brother eyeing me at one point. I was worried that his brother was recognizing me. In fact, it was shortly after he eyed me that he turned to Aaron and said, “I thought Kyle was coming. Didn’t you say he was going to be your best man?”

“Kyle got stuck at work,” Aaron said, turning dark red.

I turned my face away. My heart was pounding. Why was he talking about me right after looking at me? Was he piecing it together.

Then, I noticed one of Aaron’s cousins ogling me, checking out my thighs, eyes beaming.

But the worst was around 2:00 PM, when I went to use the bathroom, and when I came out, there was a hard spank on my ass, making me yelp. I spun to see Aaron’s uncle, grinning. He had that obnoxiously long goatee, and the untrimmed little hairs all over his neck. Uncle Herb—the uncle that Aaron never liked, but his mother insisted he be invited to the wedding.

“I heard you get around,” he said.

“What?”

“I was checking out your TikTok last night,” he said. “Found the link to your OnlyFans. I subbed. Then I saw your post about trying to get with three-hundred guys in 2023. You need help with that?”

I had no idea what he was talking about. Maybe Elizabeth had an OnlyFans page, and maybe she was making suggestive posts to get dummies like Uncle Herb going… “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, and then I rushed away from him. He followed me back, and he kept his eyes on me for the rest of that afternoon.

But aside from Uncle Herb, it was actually a lovely afternoon. Though it was a bit awkward when we went back to the room to change for dinner, and I saw that I had bathing suit tan lines… those were going to be there for a long, long time. How could I be naked in front of a girl? There were even lace-up tan lines on the middle of my chest and up my hips. I groaned, embarrassed. I told Aaron about his uncle, and he apologized profusely. “The day is almost over,” he said. “Want me to just tell everyone that you aren’t feeling well?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Let’s not do that again. It didn’t go well last time; it won’t go well if we try it again. I can make it through a dinner.”

The wine helped. We ordered six bottles to the table, and I was the first one to finish my first glass. Aaron’s mother sat to my left. Aaron sat to my right. To try to sell our relationship, I whispered in his ear and told him to put his arm around me. I also wanted his uncle to see that I was ‘taken’ so that he would stop hitting on me.

After the meal and before dessert came, I snuggled into Aaron, trying to sell that relationship a little bit more. His mother almost cried; she was so happy. Aaron held me tightly… and then I felt his hand on my side, gently caressing me as he held me. It felt quite nice actually… but it wasn’t necessary. It was almost too sensual… And all over again, I was starting to wonder if he had feelings for me.

And I was starting to wonder why I liked the feeling of his big, strong arms wrapped around me, holding me against his body. I couldn’t help but remember when he pulled me out of that building. He was so… powerful. He cared so much about me. I never found anything like that in a woman. Of course I didn’t… what woman can lift me up with her arms? What woman could protect me from anything the way Aaron could protect me?

It was getting dark now. I was only my fourth glass of wine. Aaron was a few whiskeys deep. Maybe it was the liquor, or maybe we were just trying to put on a good show… When Aaron’s aunt said, “You guys are just so cute together,” we looked at each other and kissed. It was a short kiss, but it sent my heart pounding, and then I felt his heart pounding. It was silent for a minute, and then I felt his hand again, caressing my side, feeling the soft skin over my ribs. I felt myself melting into him.

I wanted to kiss him again, but now I was terrified: terrified of what he might think… terrified of what I was thinking. I didn’t know what I was thinking. Who was I becoming? Had I always been this way?

The older family members had gone off to sleep now. Aaron and I helped Aaron’s mom to her room. Then, instead of going back to meet the rest of the family at the bar where a live band was just starting up, we snuck off to Aaron’s room. He threw me onto the bed and then he made love to me, and I submitted. I let him kiss me all over. I let him push his tongue into my mouth; I even pushed my tongue into his mouth. I was the one who rolled him over and slid down, putting his shaft into my mouth. I spat on his cock and sat down on it, pushing all ten inches into my body.

Aside from he moaning, groaning, squishing, and slapping, it was silent. We didn’t talk about what we were doing. We were both terrified, knowing we were doing something very, very wrong… but we couldn’t stop ourselves.

He came inside of me… but not until after I came on him: the amazing stimulation made my shaft harden, and then I erupted, spraying his scarred chest with streaks of cum. I swear my cum smelled girly: floral and sweet. I fell forward onto him, our chests pressed together, and we kissed.

I felt so feminine, so beautiful, so sexy. He made me feel that way. I liked it, though I knew it was wrong. I knew I shouldn’t have had those feelings… but I had them.

We both had them… clearly.

We kissed, my cum rubbing between us while his oozed out of my hole. And that wasn’t the only fuck of the night. We went to the bar, had a few more drinks, and we ended up back in that bed, me on my stomach, him ramming me from behind until my sore hole was being filled with more of his product.

That night, we slept together, saying nothing: me in his arms. It was peaceful, until the morning came and we both realized the severity of what we’d done together.
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Okay, so it was bad that I’d now fucked my best friend three times. It was bad that we’d kissed countless times… and it was bad that we were possibly married. But what made it worse was Uncle Herb, at breakfast, when we learned that he was staying in the room right next to us. “You two had fun last night,” he said with a big, perverted smirk. Later that morning, he asked me if any of it was filmed. “Will I be able to see it online?”

He was a creep, and he had no boundaries. He seemed to think his creepy sexual comments were somehow charming or funny.

I could endure a few creepy comments… It became a real problem when he started blabbing off to the other family members about what he’d heard. “They really went at it last night. I counted four orgasms.” Again, he seemed to think that he was being funny. He thought he was the class clown, but he was just making everyone uncomfortable.

“They’re married,” said a close friend of Aaron’s mother. “Married people have sex. Get over it, Herb, and stop being a weirdo.”

“I wish I got that much action on my honeymoon,” Herb continued. “Instead, Darla just fought with me all week. It’s no wonder we ended up divorced by the end of the year. If she put out like that… Maybe we’d still be together.”

I shied my face away. Now, everyone in Aaron’s family knew that Aaron and I had consummated the marriage many times. And that wouldn’t have been such a big deal, if Aaron’s little nephew, Drew, hadn’t been a frequent user of the TikTok app. He followed many famous people. He followed Elizabeth, of course, and he asked me suddenly why I looked so different from the last video I posted.

Everyone stopped to listen to my answer… at least it felt that way. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “My makeup artist is a real wizard,” I said.

But now, Drew was a thirteen-year-old with a curiosity that needed to be satisfied. He knew something wasn’t right. “You posted these videos yesterday from Italy.”

“We shot them a week ago,” I said. “I produce content a week or two before I post it.” My heart was pounding.

It wasn’t even an hour before I heard him say, “What the heck?” I saw him staring at his screen. I knew he was still doing his teenage sleuthing. “Why does it say that?”

He showed the phone to his mother next to him. Her eyes narrowed and then she looked up at me.

“What?” Aaron said. His voice cracked.

“Do you know an Emily Gannon?” the mother asked.

Aaron cleared his throat. Emily Gannon was the makeup artist who transformed me.

“She posted a picture of Elizabeth… and in the caption she says it’s her proudest ‘gender swap’.”

Suddenly, everyone was staring at me. They took turns looking at the phone. I just wanted to scream at them all to mind their own business. Why did Emily post that!? What the hell was she thinking!? Did she just assume that none of Aaron’s relatives would ever see it? Or was she trying to out me?

Now, there was a ton of evidence to prove that I wasn’t who I said that I was. Now, the family members were starting to piece everything together.

The next thirty minutes was possibly the worst of my life. I couldn’t think of anything to say. Aaron tried to come up with excuses. He tried his best. Honestly, my mind was spinning so fast that I couldn’t even keep up with what he was saying. My ears were ringing. I felt sick to my stomach—for real this time.

But the jig was up. “Aaron,” said Aaron’s brother. “Who is that?” He pointed at me and my heart plunged deep into the pit of my stomach.

He tried to lie. “It’s Elizabeth,” he insisted.

And it didn’t help that the real Elizabeth posted a fresh video on her TikTok just moments earlier: her in Italy, beneath a famous clock tower that was displaying the current time. And then some fans of Elizabeth had just posted their own selfies on Instagram with Elizabeth in the same spot. Drew’s investigative work was the nail in our coffin.

“Aaron, who the hell is she!?” his brother snapped again.

Aaron was frozen. He was white. I hadn’t moved in at least fifteen minutes. I wasn’t even sure if I’d blinked.

“Who is she, Aaron?” someone else asked.

He looked at me with a look that said, ‘I’m so sorry.’

Thankfully, Aaron’s mom had left for the airport two hours earlier. She wasn’t there to have her heart shattered… but I was sure that the news would reach her before the end of the day.

Aaron wasn’t able to say it, so I said it for him. “Elizabeth left,” I said suddenly, and the whole area became silent as they all turned to look at me. “She left the day before the wedding, so I took her place. Okay? Aaron didn’t want to let you all down. He didn’t want to break his mother’s heart.”

I heard a gasp, but had no idea who it came from. Aaron was now looking down at the table, overwhelmed with shame. But at least it was out in the open now… There were no more secrets… almost no more secrets. My identity was still a secret, though I knew it wouldn’t stay that way for much longer.

“Aaron?” his brother said.

After a quiet moment, he said, “It’s true.”

There was another long, long silence. “So who the hell is she then?”

I probably could have lied and said that I was just some girl. I could have pretended to be someone else for the sake of my own reputation; Aaron tried, saying my name was Layla and he met me at the resort… But I corrected him. “No,” I said. “Most of you know me. I’m his friend, Kyle.” I reached up and pulled the pins out from my wig and then removed it in front of everyone, eliciting a series of loud gasps. “There you go. The truth is out.” I looked over at Aaron and saw the deep state of shame he was in. Maybe I made it worse. Maybe he hated me for outing him. Now, his whole family knew that he’d been kissing a boy all weekend… and then there was that other thing that Uncle Herb heard…

“So wait,” Herb said. “Last night…”

“What do you want to hear, Uncle Herb?” Aaron said without looking up.

“You fucked him?” Uncle Herb asked with a condescending scoff.

“Mind your business,” I said, glaring at him. I don’t know why, but I was still using that girl voice. I’d been using it so much… it almost seemed natural now. My real voice was the unnatural one.

“So we just witnessed some sham marriage?” asked the family friend. “We paid a small fortune to be lied to?”

Me and Aaron were silent now, both overwhelmed with a sense of guilt…

But was it all a sham?

We had a marriage license. In the eyes of the Mozambique government, we were married… and that marriage license was going to be validated back home too, very soon. Sure, the name on the license was false… but it could be changed. The officiant couldn’t submit the papers until the first business day following the wedding; we could contact him and stop the file from being processed… or we could have the name changed.

“I can’t believe this was all a sham,” said one of the family members, throwing up their hands.

“It wasn’t a sham,” I said, and then came the silence again. Even Aaron was staring at me now. My heart was racing. I looked at Aaron and then I looked down at the table. “I—I love him.”

I heard the gasps but I didn’t look up. Now, the silence was nauseating. I felt like there was a thousand pounds pressing down on my shoulders, trying to crush me to death.

“And I love her,” he said, shocking everyone even more—including me. I looked at him and gasped, staring into his eyes. His face was red, but I could tell that he was telling the truth. His eyes glistened. His jaw was trembling. “I—I love you. I don’t know why, but… I do.”

The crowd was shocked, but I don’t think anyone was more shocked than me or Aaron.

And suddenly, the dread and terror seemed to flutter away. I no longer cared what anyone else at that big table though. I no longer cared if they were going to gossip about me and tell my friends about what I’d done. And when Aaron cracked a grin, I knew he was thinking the same thing.

As for what any of this meant… we still had to figure that out. I didn’t really know much yet… but I knew that this was something I wanted to explore: that relationship, and being girly. It was all new for me… being with a man… being a woman. Aaron bought me a few dresses from the shop that evening, and a pair of heels and a pair of flats. Emily came to gather her stuff, and she let us keep the blonde wig. I thought about scorning her for posting that picture with that caption, but the truth would have come out one way or another.

I was happy the truth was out. I had only been living a lie for a couple of days, but my God! It was so relieving to no longer have any secrets…

And then there was that secret that I’d been hiding for so many years, since the day that Aaron had carried me out of that burning cottage. I’d been struggling with those creeping feelings for years, trying to convince myself that those feelings didn’t belong in my head. I saw Aaron differently after that day. I’d loved him for a long time, and I thought that it was just the love of friends. Maybe that’s all it was at first… but now, it was so much more than that.

We contacted the officiant. We had the name changed, which was a bit of a process, but luckily the documents were never filed so there were no criminal offences committed. Though now, we were technically a married couple.

And I had a feeling it was going to stay that way.

THE END
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