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Once Sarah had dropped me back at my apartment, after her bachelorette party, I finally had the chance to reflect on what had happened.

Not just what had happened at the party, but also in every moment that had led up to it. From the moment that Sarah had mentioned Katy’s name, for the first time in years, up all the way until the point when some half naked guy had given me his phone number.

The only way I could summarize it was that the last few weeks of my life had been a whirlwind. Maybe that was an understatement. They had been a whirlwind that was on fire and also it was heading towards a home for the world’s most adorable puppies.

Maybe that was a good analogy.

But the less allegorical summary was that the woman I loved was inching ever closer to marrying a man that I hated, and the only way I had any chance of changing that was through Katy. With Katy being me, that only made things more confusing.

Katy had well and truly taken over my life in a way that she hadn’t since I was a teenager. The way Sarah and Katy were like two peas in a pod in their youth, had now become the way that Sarah and Katy were like two peas in a pod in their early twenties. It wasn’t exactly the ideal situation but, with Jackson hating my guts - Kyle’s guts - being Katy was really the only way in which I had any chance of trying to win Sarah back.

It was not a straightforward set of circumstances. Frankly, it was not even a good set of circumstances. How was I meant to make Sarah fall in love with me, Kyle, if she was exclusively spending her time with the other me, Katy?

I had most of those thoughts in the shower after I had said goodbye to Sarah. I was alone for the first time in days. It was the first time I had been Kyle in days. As I stood in the shower and watched the hot water melt away my makeup, the reddish beige color pooling in the drain, I finally considered just what I had done.

I had spent the weekend, dressed as a woman, at the bachelorette party of the woman I loved. I had kissed Sarah. I had kissed her friends. I had kissed a man. I had let a man grind his naked body on me. I had been outed to someone else, my real identity discovered by Jess, the meanest girl I had known at high school. And she had been apologetic about it.

And last, and certainly by no means least, I had agreed to be Sarah’s bridesmaid. I was going to stand there with Lucy, Alice, and Beth, all in our bridesmaids dresses, and I was going to watch Sarah get married. I was going to watch Sarah marry Jackson and my life was going to be over.

The weirdly face colored makeup slush that was circling my drain had almost finally washed away. It meant that it was time to get out of the shower. I must have been in there for nearly a half hour.

It wasn’t particularly late that I got home from Sarah’s bachelorette but I was exhausted. I wasn’t sure if it was the two days of drinking, or if it was the three days of keeping up the charade that I was Katy, but I could barely keep my eyes open. I was in bed before 8pm.

It was just as I was drifting off to sleep that my cell phone buzzed. I had been so tired that I must have completely forgotten to turn it to sleep mode. I went to switch it off of vibrate but, when I saw Sarah’s name on my screen, I couldn’t help but read her message.

Thank you so so so so so so so so so so so so much for coming this weekend! It meant the world to me. You are the best friend I have ever had and you always will be the best friend that I have. You mean so much more to me than I can explain in words. I love you Katy.




That sure woke me up.

It was a hell of a message. I felt such a flame of pride within me when I read those words. When she told me that I was the best friend she would ever have. That she loved me. Take that, Jackson. If I was her best friend, what did that make you?

Well, it made him her fiancé, obviously. But best friend beat fiancé in a lot of ways.

Other than the way that fiancés got married and best friends didn’t.

I wanted to close my eyes and try to sleep, but I couldn’t bring myself to leave such a sweet message on read. I had to reply.

I love you too, Sarah! I had the best weekend. It was so nice meeting the girls and getting to be Katy for so long! I hope your weekend was perfect. You deserved it.




I wasn’t sure how much of my message I meant. I didn’t think I necessarily did enjoy being Katy for so long, or meeting the girls. I certainly didn’t have ‘the best’ weekend.

Or maybe I was being overly negative.

For every moment of fun I had with Sarah and the girls that weekend, I couldn’t avoid the overwhelming feeling that that was it. That it was over. The bachelorette meant I was one step closer to Jackson and Sarah getting married. It meant I was one step closer to losing her forever.

I wanted that to be the end of it. I wanted to go to sleep, but Sarah was clearly still giddy with excitement from the weekend. She messaged me again instantly.

I’m so glad you had such a good time! You certainly looked like you enjoyed yourself ;) I mostly messaged you cause I wanted to thank you again for saying yes to being my bridesmaid. That meant so much to me. I’m so glad I get to have YOU at my wedding. It’s my dream come true.




I can’t wait either. I love you, Sarah. I’ll speak to you later in the week!




I put my phone on sleep mode and put it face down on my bedside. That was not a conversation that I wanted to deal with when I was trying to go to sleep.

I could wait. I could wait the whole rest of my life for Sarah and Jackson’s wedding. I could wait until hell froze over and the sun went dark.

Being Sarah’s bridesmaid was not something I was looking forward to. I had to find a way to get out of it. Ideally, I’d rather find a way to call off the whole wedding, but that seemed like a much more insurmountable task. I’d have to settle for getting out of bridesmaid duties.

That evening was not the time to figure out how to make that happen, though. Telling Sarah I didn’t want to be there for her on her wedding day would crush her. It would probably destroy all of the good that I had achieved by being Katy. I had to find a way to do it without ruining our relationship.

But I wasn’t going to figure that out in just one evening.

Or, maybe that wasn't even the main problem I needed to figure out. I had thought to myself, over and over and over again, that being Katy was something that I was only doing for Sarah. That I only did it because she enjoyed it. But I wasn’t sure if that was true.

I had enjoyed the bachelorette party. I had even enjoyed the little stop at the gas station to get petrol, which I definitely wouldn’t even have registered as an event, when I was Kyle. I would have been lying if I pretended that I didn’t enjoy those girly evenings with Sarah, or having my makeup done, or even doing it myself.

I kept pretending to myself that the resurgence of Katy was nothing but bad news. There was an overriding desire within me to want to be a regular guy. I wanted to want it. Dressing as a woman and doing my makeup wasn’t something a regular guy would do. A regular guy would watch sports and drink at bars. They wouldn’t know how to walk in high heels. They wouldn’t schedule a dress fitting and be preparing to be a bridesmaid.

But there was that desire within me. The desire to continue being Katy.

Being Katy was fun and exciting, especially after all of this time without having been her. My teenage years as her, with Sarah, were so much fun. Her resurgence wasn’t all bad news. Katy being back was like being reunited with an old friend, in a way. It was how I would imagine it would feel to see a lover again, after years apart.

But every time I thought that way, I considered how I would feel to tell those feelings to anybody. To explain to a work colleague that I enjoyed pretending to be a woman. To spend my days as Kyle shopping for women’s clothes. To have a desire to practice my makeup and get better at being a woman. To even admit to myself that I wanted those things.

It was shameful.

It was embarrassing.

But what if I did want to be Katy?
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The next morning, as I woke up for work, I tried to pretend that nothing at all had happened the weekend before. I imagined the conversations I would have with colleagues when I reached the office.

‘Oh, why was I off work on Friday? Hah, funny story, I thought it would be good to try and change the brakes on my own car. Fascinating, right?’

Or, ‘what did I do over the weekend? I’m so glad you asked. How much do you know about birdwatching?’

I tried to imagine the least conversation worthy lies that I could tell, and then I committed them to my memory. I was a master of deflection. I was going to kill those conversations dead before they even had a chance to breathe.

The way to work was spent wrestling with my own thoughts. I would wait at a red light and vividly remember a kiss from the weekend or sharing a laugh with one of the girls and I would find myself smiling. I would be thinking fondly of those things.

But then I would look to the future. I would imagine Sarah and Jackson kissing, as a hundred wedding guests cheered and hollered, and I would feel sick to my stomach.

I wanted to be at work, simply so somebody would tell me what to do and I could relinquish control of my own thoughts. I would kill for a client call or even some particularly tricky stapling. Anything to take my mind off of things.

Thankfully, the work week started off hard. My previous few weeks of absent mindedness had left a pretty serious pile of work that I had to fix. I’d been so distracted, looking forward to my time with Sarah, that I had all but neglected any other aspect of my life. That definitely included my job.

The morning flew by thanks to the hell of work which I had created for myself. I opted to work through lunch, partly to clear my backlog, partly to not give myself time to think. The afternoon was even worse than the morning.

It was perfect.

It was only when my boss asked me why I was working so late that I finally took it as a sign to go home. That was when I looked at my phone for the first time that day. Naturally, as had been protocol for a while, the first thing I saw was a message from Sarah. She had replied to my message from the night before and I had tried to ignore it all day. I finally read it as I walked back to my car.

Unsurprisingly, her message was sweet. It was lovely to read. She thanked me again for everything I was doing for her, by being Katy. She acknowledged how hard it must have all been for me, and she told me she loved me. She told me I was the most important person in her life. She had hit every key point and then some.

My heart once again began to swell with pride, joy, and some other emotions that were too grand to comprehend.

Until I saw her next message.

The first dress fitting for the bridesmaids is this weekend. Can you make it?




Dress fitting? I certainly could not make it. I had to think of an excuse. I got into the driver’s seat of my car and pondered for a second before replying.

Oh no, this weekend? Work is already crazy this week, I might have to work Saturday!




I hadn’t lied, as such. There was some truth to my response. Work had already been crazy, plus it was only Monday. I probably wouldn’t have had to work the weekend but, still, it was a strong excuse. I started the engine and was about to pull out of my parking spot, until a text alert came through my car speakers.

That’s fine! It’s on Sunday. I was texting the other girls all day and Sunday is pretty much the only day they’re all free for the next few weeks. If we don’t do it then, I’m basically not going to be able to get dresses sorted in time and I’m probably going to cry forever. Is 11am okay with you?




It turned out it was not a strong excuse. It was just my luck that she had meant Sunday. Of course she had meant Sunday. I wanted to think of another excuse but I had none left in me. Not least as it was pretty clear that I was holding her emotions at gunpoint with my response.

I started driving home. I figured that maybe some divine miracle would occur on the way, delivering me a way out of the situation. However, even by the time I had pulled into the parking lot below my apartment, I had no such luck. I sat in my parking spot, refusing to leave my car, until I had thought of what to say.

I thought about the choices I had. I counted about three.

The first; tell Sarah that I didn’t want to be her bridesmaid. The pros of this would be that I didn’t have to keep up the Katy nonsense any longer than I needed it to. The cons were that I’d irreparably ruin our relationship and, by the sound of things, her mental state. It didn’t seem great.

Second choice was to simply tell Sarah I couldn’t make it on Sunday. I’d say something about an illness in the family. The advantage there was that I could get out of the day of trying on the dresses that I didn’t want to wear for a wedding which I didn’t want to go to. The disadvantage was that Sarah would probably try and rearrange everything to make sure I could be there, which would be hell for her. Plus she knew all of my family. She would be worried sick that it was my aunt Mary.

The third and final choice that I could think of was the most straightforward and, realistically, the most inevitable.

I could say yes, and I could go to the dress fitting.

The good side of that choice was that Sarah would be happy, which would make me happy. We would remain close, she would still say she loved me, and things would be great between us. The bad side was that I would be spending my Sunday in a bridal store with Sarah and three of her friends, dressed as a woman, trying on dresses.

It very quickly became clear to me that I had way oversimplified all of these advantages and disadvantages in my head.

In my mind, the advantage of option one was that I would never have to be Katy again. But that was only how I wanted to feel about it. I wanted to not want to be Katy any more. But I knew that I didn’t truly want her out of my life.

In spite of the embarrassment and the nerves and the relentless internal conflict it was putting me through, I’d had some of the best times of my life as Katy, over the few prior weeks. I had been enjoying being Katy again! The bachelorette was some of the most fun I had had in…

Well, maybe since I was a teenager.

Similarly, the advantage of option three was Sarah saying she loved me. But she never said that she loved me, she always said she loved Katy. That still wasn’t the version of myself that I wanted Sarah to love! I wanted to be with her, more than anything else in the world, but I wanted to be with her as Kyle.

Katy was both what had brought me closer to Sarah than ever. But she was also what was keeping me so much further from her. Being Katy was a fun little game to play with Sarah but it was becoming more than that. It was taking over my life.

I had sat in my car thinking about options for too long to estimate. I only realized just how long I had been sitting in my parking spot, by the smell of exhaust fumes beginning to creep into my car. I had left the engine idling the whole time.

Sarah’s text was looming over me like some kind of titan, ready to block out the sun permanently. I had to tell her something. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life in my car, waiting for some kind of inspiration to strike.

So I messaged her back.

Sunday works! Can we go together? I’m kind of nervous about going anywhere on my own.




Maybe it was the memories of the fun that I’d had with the girls at Sarah’s bachelorette the weekend prior. Maybe it was my ever-blinding love of Sarah. Maybe it was simply the carbon monoxide from my exhaust starting to get to me. Whatever it was, something within me told me to say yes.

Plus, the part about us going together felt like a smart move. I was definitely nervous to go anywhere as Katy alone, sure, but it was more than that. Any chance I had to spend time alone with Sarah was time that I had to take.

Any hour or minute or even any second that I could rack up with her, was another moment in which I had to try and win the rest of her heart before her wedding. These were the dying seconds of the game but I could still win.

I finally switched the engine off and headed back up to my apartment. It was already dark. My phone buzzed again in the stairwell.

YES! Thank you so much, Katy! It’s going to be the best day. Of course we can go together!! I’ll come over at like half eight so I can help you get ready and we can go around half ten. I can’t wait!




Me neither!




That one technically was a complete lie.
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I kept my head down that week. I went to work on time, did what I was asked, and left. I barely spoke to my colleagues, I didn’t say a word that wasn’t required from me in meetings, and I finished my email responses in two lines or less. I wanted the world to wash over me and forget I existed.

My mind was a complete mess. I couldn’t tell what I wanted. I hoped that the week of solitude would be enough for me to come to some conclusion in my mind with regards to whether I wanted to be Katy any more or not.

Unsurprisingly, it wasn’t. My thoughts were no more clear than they were when I first got home from the bachelorette. The only thing I had concluded on was that maybe I didn’t mind spending another day as Katy. Maybe I wouldn’t mind trying on some bridesmaid’s dresses. And then, if I didn’t mind the idea of doing those things, maybe I wanted to do those things.

I was constantly trying to come up with excuses for myself and my own actions. I felt that maybe I wanted excuses, in case the day came when I had to explain all of these decisions I had made to someone. Or maybe I was simply trying to give excuses to myself, so that I could finally do what I wanted in my own life. Maybe I just wanted to be Katy for a while.

Sunday came. I was awake by 6am. Well, realistically, I was awake by 10pm the previous night. I wasn’t sure I had slept at all. I was all nerves and tension, but also maybe I was excitement and glee. I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to spend another day as Katy or if I wanted to disappear completely.

Sarah had told me that she would do my makeup for me again, so that I was confident in myself. I needed that confidence if I was going to spend another whole day with Sarah’s friends. Plus, I wanted Sarah around that early, for some more quality time.

I tucked my genitals and put my underwear on under my guy clothes, to save some time and potential embarrassment before Sarah arrived. I had very much enjoyed us both being in our underwear around each other at the bachelorette, but me parading around my apartment in a bra and panties while Sarah was fully dressed felt a little much, that morning.

When Sarah arrived, she was early. I could tell she was excited to see me from the way she knocked on my door. It was an almost relentless rapping that signified a level of eagerness that a simple ‘knock knock’ could never portray. She wanted in. Luckily, I wanted to see her just as much.

It was only a week since we ha last been together. We were seeing each other by then more than we had for years. We were certainly seeing each other more than we had since she began dating Jackson. That blissful time, before Jackson. Returning to that was the main thing that made the whole Katy madness completely worth it.

Our time together.

I almost sprinted to open the door and my impatience was worth it. The sight I was met with was one of unparalleled beauty.

Sarah stood before me in an off-white sweater dress. Its long sleeves led my eyes to its scooped neck, which showed off a subtle hint of cleavage. The thick knit material clung to her body, tight over her breasts before hugging the curve of her waist and hips. The hem stopped only a few inches down her thighs.

Her stunning legs showed from the dress hem to the tops of her black boots, which sat just beneath her knees. They were a black, matte leather, which stood loosely around her legs. Their block heels must have been a couple of inches, and the toes of the boots were a kind of blunt curve.

As ever, her blond hair flowed freely over her shoulders and her smile beamed white at me, through deep red painted lips. Her eyes lit up when she saw me, nestled in their dark, reddish brown smokey eyeshadow.

God I loved her.

“Kyle!” she all but yelled when she saw me.

She threw her arms open and we were hugging, gently swaying as we embraced.

“Sarah!” I answered. “You look beautiful.”

She smiled even harder. It was nice hearing her use my real name. I felt like she had barely said it since she first had first seen me again as Katy. I was worried she had all but forgotten who I actually was. Who I wanted her to fall for.

“How have you been?” she asked.

“Good!” I lied. “You?”

We started catching up, as I led her into my kitchenette to make us a coffee. She seemed so enamored by my home barista setup last time that it seemed as good of an icebreaker as any. As soon as the coffee was made though, this time, she was all business.

“We need to get started,” she said, just as soon as she had thanked me for her drink. “I need to do your makeup and we need to get going. If I’m late for this dress fitting then my whole life is going to fall apart.”

“Oh,” was my sole response.

“Sorry, I’m really nervous,” she told me. “Now that the bachelorette is over, everything I do is, like, one more step towards the wedding.”

“You’ve got wedding nerves?”

“I’ve got wedding hysteria,” she clarified.

I laughed but it didn’t seem to be a joke to her.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Sit in the chair,” she said bluntly. “I’ll tell you over makeup.”

I obliged and was in the chair in my living room which we had previously used for a makeover station. The mirror wasn’t there any more. I’d moved it to the floor, since it had been catching the sun and blinding me when I was watching television the day before. I was going to be going into another makeover without a clue of how it was going.

In a way, I was almost glad that Sarah had been so all-business about giving me a makeover. It didn’t leave me with any time to mentally torture myself over whether I really wanted it, or to try and squirm my way out of it.

I put my hair in a wig cap as she emptied out her various tools onto the counter. She had her whole mobile beauty kit with her. She was clearly serious about my confidence for the day.

“So what is it?” I asked, as she started smearing primer across my face.

“I don’t know, maybe it is just regular nerves. Maybe everyone feels this exact way and maybe I’m just more dramatic than most fiancés.”

Dots of foundation were being placed in perfectly symmetrical locations around my face. I could see Sarah’s mind already switching into gear as she chose exactly where to put them, before she began pressing a blending sponge into my face, marking the beginning of my makeup.

“But what is it nerves about?” I began to probe. “Like, is it the wedding in general? Or the amount of work you’ve got to do between now and then? Or… Well, what is it?”

The foundation had set. She had whipped out her contour sticks and started running streaks across my face with expert precision. Light markings down the centre of my nose, above my brows, on the corners of my jaw, and under my eyes. Dark lines in the hollows of my cheek, the sides of my nose, around my hairline, and a little under my jaw.

She waited until she hard started blending with a new sponge before she answered my question.

“It’s hard to say,” she began. “I guess it’s all those things. But then the reason I think my nerves are different to other girls before their weddings is that they aren’t marrying Jackson.”

I had to pick my next words carefully. More than anything, I wanted to ask the question “what has that asshole done this time,” but I knew it wasn’t quite what Sarah needed from me at that exact moment.

The contouring had been completed. The makeup was starting to feel a little thicker. I had started to like that feeling, the sensation of the growing layers of makeup, over the previous few weeks.

I figured that, maybe because of the amount of time that I had spent wearing makeup with Sarah as a teen, it had a nostalgic feeling about it. I probably had the same feeling about wearing makeup, as a lot of people had about a favorite childhood movie, or a place they hung out at as a teenager.

“Yeah, but you’re right,” I said. “Everyone probably feels that way about their particular partner before their wedding. I’m sure any girl would feel that way about marrying Jackson.”

I had started speaking and more or less simply hoped I’d pick the right words. I had mostly just hoped that I didn’t use the word ‘asshole.’

I had so desperately wanted to ask her directly what she meant though, but my vague sentiment was the best I could manage to do.

Sarah picked up an eyeshadow palette and began talking again as she selected a peachy pink and applied to my eyelids.

“Yeah, I’m sure any girl would feel that way about marrying Jackson. He’s been acting so weird lately.”

There it was. That was what I was looking for.

She had picked a darker peach color from the palette and was applying it right above my lash line on my upper lids. I could feel her blending the two colors together, before pulling out her eyeliner.

“Like I get that he’s paying for most of the wedding,” she continued, unprompted. “But also he needs to stop acting like he’s got something over me for it. Now, every time he goes out and doesn’t tell me where he’s going, he always plays the card that he’s paying for the wedding, or that his dad is the only reason we can afford the venue I wanted, or whatever.”

She pressed a little too hard with the eyeliner wand as she said the last few words in her sentence. I felt it jab my eye through my eyelid.

“Sorry, you probably don’t want to hear me complain about that,” she said to me as she fixed the now slightly too thick eyeliner.

“No!” I protested. “You always say things like that whenever you actually start to tell me about your feelings. I care about your feelings. I don’t just ask you about them for no reason.”

She stopped working on my makeup and smiled a heartfelt smile at me. It was a smile that contained gratitude and sadness and a whole heap of emotions far too big for one pair of lips. It was almost hard to look at.

“Thank you, Kyle,” she said. “Or Katy, sorry.”

“Don’t apologize,” I immediately corrected her. “This is confusing for all of us.”

She laughed a short and sharp laugh that sounded as if it had surprised her.

“But I do still like you calling me Kyle. As in, when I am Kyle,” I said.

It felt like a rare chance to regain some ground in the war between Kyle and Katie that was being fought over Sarah.

“Okay. Sorry, I’m not sure if I ever really asked you that,” she said.

“Don’t apologize!” I repeated. “Anyway, you were saying about Jackson.”

I didn’t want the conversation to turn into some kind of psychoanalysis of me. Not when we had just reached this breakthrough about Jackson being an asshole.

“No, that’s about the most of it,” she said as she put away the eyeliner.

She pulled out the same ‘Up All Night’ mascara as she’d used on me before. I couldn’t help but smile to myself as I saw it.

“Well, it still sounds like a lot,” I said.

She started dragging the mascara wand through my upper lashes. I had started to enjoy the way they gently tugged on them as the dark black passed through, stroke after stroke. It was like a tiny massage for my eyelids.

“It is a lot,” she confirmed.

“But, like, you’re happy?” I asked.

She shaped my brows a little with an eyebrow wand.

“Yeah.”

She left it at that.

It didn’t sound convincing.

As she started applying an apple-red blusher to my cheekbones, I couldn’t help but think that she didn’t sound convincing at all, recently, when she had told me that she was happy. It felt like my internal conflict over whether or not I enjoyed being Katy, was completely eclipsed by the stress of Sarah’s internal conflict. Of whether or not she was happy to marry Jackson.

I could tell just from the feeling alone that Sarah was nearly done. I had got so used to doing my makeup again, or Sarah doing it for me, that I’d regained some kind of muscle memory of the whole thing.

The big poofy blusher brush swirled gentle circles over my cheeks, making them feel like they were being kissed by friendly clouds.

“Okay, how are you feeling about today, at least?” I asked her.

I was hoping this would elicit a more positive reaction.

“Oh god, I don’t even know,” she said, almost exasperated.

I was so surprised that I didn’t even know where to go with her answer.

She had pulled out a lip liner, a dark red, and was applying it to the outside of my mouth. Mercifully, it meant I wasn’t able to ask a follow up question, even if I could think of one. Sarah continued the conversation for me.

“Sorry, that sounds really negative. I can’t wait to spend a day with you and the girls. Like, spending time with you - Katy or Kyle - has been the main thing I’ve looked forward to recently. But, again, it’s just…” she paused. “Ugh, the wedding!”

She finished my lip liner as she finished her sentence.

“I’m loving spending so much time with you, too, Sarah,” was the part of the sentence I decided to focus on first.

She smiled.

“Stop talking again a second,” she said as she found the matching red lipstick and started painting it onto my lips.

I could feel the thick, bold strokes, infilling my cupid’s bow and working their way to a thinner shape at the corners of my mouth. The matte finish of the lipstick stuck to my lips as it painted them, slightly dragging my mouth with it.

She again applied her finishing touch. Her dab of highlighter to the center of my lips. It was like her signature on a makeover.

“Done!” she said, cheerily.

I was Katy again.
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It sounded as if Sarah was done with both the makeup, and the heart to heart we were having about the wedding. She went over and picked up the mirror that I’d moved. She brought it back over to me and I saw myself with makeup on, for the first time in a week.

My first, and easily my most surprising thought, was that I had missed it. It was a weird idea to be greeted with, but I had found myself thinking that it had been too long since I last wore makeup.

I looked good. I looked so good. Sarah was an absolute magician with makeup. She was more than that. She was an illusionist and she was a god, creating life where there previously was none, giving birth to Katy from my sad and irritable male face.

I smiled at my peachy pink eyes and ruby red lips. Even in my guy clothes and the hair net, I already looked gorgeous. It was like seeing an old friend, when I saw Katy in the mirror.

It was a feeling of overwhelming positivity, was what it was. There was so much positivity in spending time with Sarah, and seeing the product of her work, that I didn’t even have to listen to those negative thoughts any more. Any of my dissenting thoughts about not wanting to be Katy, or having to be some kind of ‘real man,’ were silenced at once.

”I cannot believe how good you are at this,” I told her.

”Hey, you’re an easy client. I’ve brought some clothes over for you to wear, if you want my styling tips as well as makeup,” she said. “Or do you have any clothes of your own yet?”

“Just the stuff you’ve left me,” I said, truthfully.

“You should really do something about that. Have you not thought it would at least be a bit fun to do some clothes shopping for Katy?” she asked.

“Hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Well maybe today will change your mind about it,” she replied. “Here, clothes are in this bag.”

She walked over to a tote bag, which she had left by the couch. She brought the bag over to me, and left me alone to go off to my room and change. She was immediately on her phone, rabidly messaging, as soon as the bag had left her hand.

That was clearly what wedding stress did to a woman.

I left to go to my bedroom, loosely rooting through the bag as I went. It looked like a hell of an outfit.

In my room, I stripped off my guy clothes, leaving me in my underwear and makeup. I poured the clothes from in the tote, onto my bed, and got changed.

As soon as everything was in place, I took my blond wig. Or, rather, Katy’s blond wig. Sarah’s blond wig, even. And put it over my head, from the back to the front, adjusting it into place as it attached.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

There undeniably, before me, stood Katy. I looked at myself from head to toe. My blond hair, my dusky eyes, my seductive red lips.

The outfit which had revealed itself to me on my bed was a baby blue dress. It was tight at the neck, with short sleeves that just went past my shoulders.

As I slipped into it, carefully pulling it over my head to avoid my wig, the bodice hugged my torso. It was tight over my bra and fake breasts, before expanding outwards towards the hem.

The skirt of the dress was loosely pleated, giving it a chance to shift and flow as I moved. The hem was around halfway down my thighs, revealing my legs, which were still completely hairless from the weekend before. That had added a lot to my nervous demeanor during the work week as Kyle.

Sarah had also bundled in a pair of flat pumps with the dress. They were a nude pink kind of color, with a flat and wide bow on the front, that was finished with gold metal trims at the ends.

I always found myself staring, whenever I saw myself in the mirror. This was no exception.

Sarah had told me that the outfit choice was for practical reasons. I was going to be trying on a few outfits, so I needed something I could get in and out of easily, hence the simple dress and slip on shoes. I couldn’t help but feel that there was more to it than that, though. I thought that maybe Sarah chose the outfit because she knew I would look good. She wanted to see me in it.

I was certainly happy to see myself in it.

Which was once again a very confusing thought. That very morning, I was still toying with the idea of telling Sarah to call the whole thing off. But then, seeing myself as a woman once again, I couldn’t have imagined anything I’d have wanted to do less. I was thrilled to see myself in a dress.

I had stared long enough. Sarah was probably being eaten alive by anxiety in the next room, thinking I was going to make us miss the dress fitting. I returned to my living room.

“That’s my girl!” Sarah said as soon as she saw me.

“You like it?” I asked.

I was using the Katy voice now. Having seen myself, my finished female version, it felt wrong to speak any other way.

“You look so beautiful. I’m so glad you’re back, Katy,” she answered with a warm smile.

“I’m glad too.”

That time, it wasn’t a lie. Regardless, Sarah left me no time to dwell on my own comment.

“We need to get going like right now,” she told me abruptly. “The lady who runs the bridal place was super kind to get me this time slot I’ve got today. I don’t even want to think about the idea of missing it. Let’s go!”

“Okay, sure,” was all I said to everything Sarah had just told me.

She seemed like a bundle of stress about the whole wedding. Now I knew that Jackson was only compounding things, I started to understand it. A fifty thousand dollar party with a man who had been treating you terribly didn’t seem like much fun to organize.

Sarah was already leading the way to my apartment door. She moved with such purpose. The fun, bubbly girl I knew, was replaced with a woman on a mission. She didn’t even stop to ask if I was okay in leaving my apartment dressed as a woman.

And, honestly, I wasn’t even sure if I was.

Ever since Jess had realized that Katy and Kyle were one and the same, my confidence had been a little rocked. I knew that she only realized that as she saw me as Kyle, standing there half dressed in women’s clothing at the bachelorette. But it had still got to me.

A woman seeing through my disguise was my biggest fear manifest. I never wanted it to happen again.

With Sarah out of my apartment however, I had no real choice in the matter.

I grabbed the handbag that I had hastily packed. It was the same little black bag that Sarah had given me all those weeks back and I wasn’t particularly sure if it went with the outfit or not. I’d have asked Sarah, but I’d already lost sight of her round the corner of the apartment block hallway.

I hastily shut and locked the door and rushed after her. I nearly ran down the hallway, my dress billowing out as I did. I had to hold the hem down to stop it from revealing my underwear to the world. I was about to turn the corner but had to stop dead.

It was the cute woman who lived down the hall.

She stepped out of the stairwell, between me and where Sarah was at the elevator. I nearly ran straight into her.

“Sorry,” I blurted.

My eyes widened. In my panic, I wasn’t sure which voice I had used to apologize. Was it Katy’s voice? A light and girlish tone to match the baby blue dress and pinkish pumps I was wearing?

Or had I just grunted out my amends with my natural voice? The male voice that would in no way have gone with my feminine exterior. I froze and waited for the response.

“It’s fine!” she replied. “It’s honestly this stairwell, it’s a death trap.”

I tried my best not to breathe a sigh of relief.

“Well, I’m glad you’re okay,” I told her.

I went to move around her towards the elevator, towards Sarah, but she started speaking again.

“I’m Amy,” she told me. “Sorry, I’ve seen you around, but are you new here or something?”

This was rapidly becoming a nightmare. I had never, not even once, considered what I would say to a neighbor if I met them as Katy. I didn’t even have one excuse in the bag for such an occasion.

“Just visiting,” I said. “Katy, by the way.”

“You’re friends with Kyle?” she asked.

I had no idea how this woman had known my name. I hadn’t ever even properly spoken to her. We’d only ever exchanged polite waves and the occasional ‘good morning’ down the hall, when it was absolutely necessary.

“Yeah, we’re pretty close. Old family friends,” I added. “We’re like brother and sister.”

I didn’t know why I had added so much to the lie. All those extra layers. I could have easily stopped about five syllables in. Regardless, she smiled.

“Oh how nice! Well, tell him I said hi,” she paused for a second. “I mean, or don’t, I’ve never actually spoken to him, but he seems nice. I really like him.”

“I’ll tell him you told me to tell him,” I replied, confusing myself with my own sentence, which ‘I’ was Kyle and which was Katy.

I had been confused even more by her sentence, though. She “really liked” Kyle? The cute girl down the hall liked me? Had there been much more meaning in those waves and polite courtesies than I had understood?

But my thoughts were once again interrupted.

“Katy, are you coming?”

It was Sarah, rightfully bringing me crashing back out of the situation. We had places to be. Now was not the time to try and flirt, as Katy, on the behalf of myself, as Kyle.

“Sorry,” I called out, this time definitely in my Katy voice.

“Sorry,” I said yet again to my neighbor. To Amy. “I’ll see you around!”

“I’m sure you will.”

I slid past her to join Sarah, who was holding the door and looking impatient with me. I was hoping for maybe a little more sympathy or understanding, seeing as how I had just navigated a potentially devastating social situation as Katy, but she was laser focused on the task at hand.

Making me try on bridesmaid dresses.
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I found it strange but the ride over felt surprisingly comfortable. I figured that I must have spent so long in Sarah’s car, to and from the bachelorette, that I had started to feel safe. Behind that windshield, and through that metal shell, nobody could get to me.

I was free to be Katy.

We spoke a little more about the wedding, but I couldn’t pry out any more information about Jackson, no matter how hard I tried to find a way to do so. Eventually, I thought to just ask about what the day ahead had in store for me.

That was a subject Sarah seemed more ready to talk about.

“So, I’ve narrowed it down to a few different dresses,” she spoke excitedly. “They’re all kind of similar but also kind of different, if you know what I mean. I’ve got a color scheme in mind for the wedding and I need to make sure that these dresses work for that.”

“Okay, so what do you need from me?” I asked.

“You have a pretty easy job. You just have to wear them,” she told me.

Our definitions of ‘easy’ seemed to be at odds with one another. Easy, to me, didn’t necessarily involve spending another day trying to convince Sarah’s friends that I was a real woman. And certainly not while I was trying to avoid the thought that was looming menacingly in my min. Thinking about how one of the dresses was the dress I was going to have to wear when I watched Sarah marry Jackson.

“Yup, pretty easy,” I echoed.

In no time, we were pulling into the parking lot. I had gone from the serenity of safety in Sarah’s car, to suddenly brimming with nerves over the idea of leaving it.

What was I doing? How had it come to this? It wasn’t even like it had suddenly gone too far, in that exact moment. The Katy situation had gone too far the moment it had begun. I was terrified.

Sarah must have sensed it. My nervous energy was probably palpable from three parking spots over. So she did the thing she did best. She made my mind go haywire.

I felt her hand on my bare thigh, right by the hem of my borrowed dress. It was warm and soft against my naked skin. I almost jumped out of my seat, it had been so unexpected.

She stroked the inside of my thigh, so gently. So deliberately. I felt something move inside my tucking underwear.

“You okay?” she asked me.

I gulped. God I wanted her hand to move a few inches higher.

“I’m okay,” I just about managed to reply.

She looked me in the eyes and smiled. Her hand remained on my thigh for a moment longer as we sat in silence.

“I wish I could find a way to thank you for all this, Katy,” she said.

I had lost my cool completely. Was she outright flirting with me? Was that what was going on? Was there such a thing as a platonic stroking of the thigh? The nerves from the situation, coupled with the confusion from Sarah, had completely fried my brain.

“I’m sure you will,” I blurted out, after absolutely zero thought.

My voice had even cracked. My usually expert, feminine Katy voice, had wavered between about three different octaves. It must have sounded like I was on the cusp of puberty. It was not a pretty sound.

“I’m sure I will,” Sarah agreed, gently taking her hand back off of my smooth skin.

I almost breathed a sigh of relief when she opened the car door and got out. Being with Sarah was what I wanted more than anything but, the idea of her making a move on me in the parking lot of a bridal store, had been more than I could handle. The walk into the store seemed comparatively undaunting.

We walked through the parking lot together, me in my mind trying to convince myself that I was a woman. Nobody would have any reason to think otherwise. If I did it over a whole weekend at a chaotic bachelorette, I could do it for an hour in a quiet bridal store.

Except, as with all of my recent luck, it wasn’t quiet.

Lucy, Alice, and Beth were all there already, and had somehow found their way into some sparkling wine. They were all laughing and loudly talking when we entered the room. I wasn’t sure I was ready to match that energy.

Each of them wore similar outfits to me. Lucy was in a black bodycon dress, with narrow shoulder straps. Alice was in a summery looking pink dress, maybe slightly prematurely considering the oddly chilly weather outside. Beth had on a white playsuit covered in bold black spots.

They all looked beautiful. My mind immediately jumped back to the kiss I had shared with Alice the weekend before. It was a hell of a memory to hold onto.

As soon as the bell dinged over the door as it opened, and the girls realized that it was us who had joined them, they let out a cheer.

“Hey Sarah, hi Katy,” they all said over each other, in an indeterminate mass of words.

“Hi, girls!” Sarah replied excitedly.

“Hi, girls,” I echoed in a slightly less confident tone.

Another voice entered the conversation.

“Sarah, welcome back!”

I looked over and saw a sharply dressed woman, who looked to be about forty. She had a brunette bob cut, which sat perfectly level, around an inch above her shoulders, with bangs that were pinned behind her ears.

She wore a navy blazer and matching suit pants, with a pearl colored cami top beneath. Her pointed black heels spoke authority and business. Without even needing any introductions, it was clear she was the owner of the store.

Regardless, Sarah introduced us.

“Katy, this is Rose, she runs this beautiful store.”

“It is beautiful,” I agreed. “Nice to meet you, Rose.”

“Likewise, Katy,” she replied with a smile, her British accent sounding every bit as professional as her look.

I had meant what I said. The bridal store was gorgeous. It was a boutique, one huge room with dresses and wedding accessories as far as the eye could see. An entire side of the room had rail after rail of white dresses on hangers, illuminated by ornate chandeliers that hung liberally from the ceiling anywhere they could.

The walls were a tasteful off-white, which made all of the wedding gowns pop a little brighter. The furniture was a complementary mix of off-white, light gray, and subtle pink accents. It was a masterclass in interior design.

My eyes followed the flow of the room, the curved alcoves which housed bridal accessories, the central counter with jewelry, until my gaze landed on the area which probably concerned me.

The right hand side of the store was practically overflowing with bridesmaid dresses, in every tone and shade imaginable. They were arranged by color, the palette blending seamlessly across the wall of the giant store.

I had never been in a bridal store before. Realistically, I had never expected to, nor to have had any reason to. I had never even imagined what one might look like. This, though, was beautiful beyond my comprehension. The soft fabrics, the slightly perfumed air, the plush furniture.

It was a heavenly place to be.

“I love it,” I couldn’t help but say, to nobody in particular.

Sarah clearly heard me, and smiled in my direction.

“Yeah, I love this place so much,” she said. “And I love Rose. She’s not normally open at this time so I owe her my life for letting us come over now.”

“Please,” Rose immediately replied. “You’re making it sound like I run a charity.”

“This isn’t free?” Sarah immediately shot back.

Rose laughed.

“The wine is. Help yourself to a glass. The girls already have.”

Beth raised a glass in our general direction. We didn’t hesitate to take her up on the offer. I wanted something to ease my nerves and I was sure Sarah felt the exact same, albeit for very different reasons.

“All right, let’s cut to the chase, shall we?” Rose suggested. “Are you ladies ready to try on some dresses?”

The girls all cheered in unison. I sipped my wine and hoped its effects would take hold pretty damn soon.

The next few moments were the beginning of a hive of activity. Sarah and the girls started excitedly talking amongst themselves, as Rose disappeared to a back room. A few minutes later, she reappeared with a huge, squishy stack of dresses, seemingly far bigger than her petite arms should have been able to carry.

Alice was the first of the girls to spot Rose re-emerging from the back room, and excitedly got the others’ attention. They all started talking over one another, in clear and thrilled approval of the dress selection, as barely visible in Rose’s grasp.

I felt like I was having an out of body experience, watching events unfold. It was impossible to forget who I was at that moment. A week before, I was a boy at a bachelorette party. That day, I had somehow become a boy at a bridal boutique.

It was absolutely mad. There was still a part of me that was screaming out, yelling at me to get out of there and leave all of the craziness behind me. I could go back to living a simple life as Kyle.

The double life as Katy was too much to comprehend at times. This was no exception.

“Here they are, ladies!” Sarah excitedly said, gesturing towards the dresses that Rose was beginning to hang on the singular empty clothes rail in the entire store.

“They’re amazing!” Lucy immediately responded.

“I know!” Sarah agreed, “But that’s also kind of the problem. I can’t decide which one to go for.”

“How can we help?” Alice asked, as if she were reading off of some kind of script.

“Just try them all on. Go and pick up the one that speaks to you the most, and Rose can get it in your size to try,” Sarah replied.

“On that note,” Rose interjected, “I need measurements from you, young lady.”

I looked at Rose to see who she was speaking to. Unfortunately, her eyes had locked on me.

She was speaking to me.

“Uhh, like…” I stumbled over my own answer and stopped talking immediately.

I knew my men’s sizes, but I couldn’t exactly shoot back with “yes, Rose, I’m a 36 in suits and a small in boxer shorts.” All I knew in women’s sizes was that I was Sarah’s size. That also didn’t seem like a satisfactory answer either.

“Like I need you to come to a fitting room with me for a moment,” she replied.

Her tone was veering towards stern. She didn’t appear to be a woman to be messed around. I didn’t know what else to do but follow her.

To go and strip down into my women’s underwear with the most frightening woman I had ever met.
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I found myself alone in a small dressing room with Rose. There was barely enough space for us to both fit.

“Take that dress off,” she said, without a hint of it being a suggestion. It was a demand.

In that moment, I felt I had no alternative. Rose was not to be argued with, especially when she was the sole reason that Sarah was able to get her dress fitting underway on that day. If I started a fight in the changing room, Sarah would never forgive me.

So I did it. I unzipped my dress.

I slid my arms from the little sleeves and the dress sipped off of my body and formed a baby blue pool on the floor.

“Good,” was all Rose said.

She pulled out a measuring tape from a pocket in her suit jacket and she began her work on me. I felt her narrow hands run the tape from my ankle to the outside of my hip, and then she repeated the measurement on the inside of my leg. Her hand was dangerously close to my underwear.

I was too embarrassed to do anything other than stand stock still, nearly naked in just some panties and a bra.

My only sense of relief was that I hadn’t worn my corset, at Sarah’s suggestion. I didn’t want to have to explain that to Rose. Her hands moved over my body, measuring the circumference of my hips and my waist.

“Narrow hips,” she said as she did so, as if she was observing a flat tire on a car. “If you have trouble finding pants that fit, I know a great place.”

“Thanks,” was all I could think to say.

I felt as if my boyish frame was under scrutiny. When I was wearing a corset and a dress around the other girls, I felt safe. Here, under the experienced and keen eye of Rose, I felt completely exposed. I was completely exposed.

I dearly wanted the measurements to be over. I dearly wanted her to not realize that I was a man.

She measured my arm lengths, under and over my shoulder. She measured around my neck and she measured my height. Finally, she measured around my bra.

She pinned the tape just below my armpit, as the rest of it wrapped around my fake bust. She held the tape there for a second, looked at the number that it indicated, and simply made a ’mm-hmm’ noise.

The noise felt knowing. It said so much despite its lack of verbal content. In that moment, she understood something about me. In my mind, I knew it to mean that she understood I wasn’t actually a woman.

I tensed up a little. She hadn’t even written down a single measurement the whole time she was taking them from me. I thought that maybe she had only been doing the measurements in the first place, as some kind of way to confirm her suspicions about me. To confirm that Katy was indeed a man.

“And that, young lady, is all I need!” she said with a chipper tone.

If she had confirmed that I was a man, she was at least keeping her diagnosis to herself.

“Th-thanks,” I stammered.

I hastily crouched down to pick my dress up off of the floor. I jammed my arms in their respective holes and felt Rose helping me with the zipper on the back, without my asking. I was dressed again.

I had never been so relieved to be wearing a dress in my entire life.

Rose left the dressing room and I followed. She led me back to the area where the girls were eagerly rifling through the dresses, holding them up for each other to see.

“Katy!” Sarah excitedly said when I returned.

“Hi, girls,” I replied, with barely any intonation in my voice, still completely on edge from my encounter with Rose.

“So, we decided,” Beth started speaking, “that you can pick first.”

“Why me?” I asked, unable to hide my disbelief.

I at least hoped that I had managed to hide my distaste.

“Because we already started discussing them all,” she told me. “We need a fresh pair of eyes to pick out a favorite, so that leaves you.”

“Oh, right,” was all I managed to say.

In front of me were eight dresses. These were the ‘few’ that Sarah had narrowed down her selection to. Her hope was that Lucy, Beth, Alice, and I, would all pick a dress, which would then narrow down her selection even more to a final four.

I did not appreciate the pressure.

I looked back and forth through the railing of dresses. I was less than thrilled to be a fresh pair of eyes, selecting a bridesmaid dress to wear. And it wasn’t even because of the whole unrelenting Kyle vs Katy debate that I kept going through, over and over and over again in my own head.

No, the real problem was that I did not want to be responsible for deciding what all of the bridesmaids were going to be wearing at Sarah’s wedding.

The word I kept coming back to was ‘unfathomable.’ It was unfathomable that I was leafing through this railing of dresses, trying to decide on the one which most ‘spoke to me.’ Trying to decide the best dress for a group of women to wear at the wedding of the woman I loved.

But I did it.

What choice did I have? Well, other than the choice I was being forced to make. The choice of which bridesmaid dress I thought that I and three women should wear to Sarah’s wedding.

What a choice it was.

I approached the dresses and began lightly rummaging through them, moving them from side to side to get a better look at each. The women in the room were watching me intently, Sarah with her hands clutching one another, pressed gently to her mouth. Lucy, Beth, and Alice each looking at the dresses as I did, taking in each gown in turn.

They all looked the same, was my initial review of the dresses. They were all a light, peachy pink, or some kind of offshoot thereof. I understood that Sarah had a theme in mind for the wedding, but this didn’t really leave much in the way of creative choice on my part.

There were floor length dresses, and some that stopped just below the knee. There were some with a high halterneck, and some with asymmetric necklines. There were some with a velvet material, and some with a satin finish.

It was like I was playing spot the difference. But spot the difference under the intense scrutiny of five women who were pinning the hopes of a wedding solely on me.

Having them watch over me felt humiliating. I couldn’t place the emotion other than that. Knowing that I was the only man in the room, having all these women watch me decide what dress I wanted to wear. It felt embarrassing.

I knew that only Sarah was aware of my secret. Well, at least, I hoped Rose didn’t also know. But it was those moments - moments where I was having to do something so intensely effeminate and girlish - that I felt like everyone was in on some big joke that I was the punchline of.

I was just about to decide that one of them at random was ‘the dress.’ It was based off of no real criteria, other than wanting the moment to end. I reached out to grab whichever one happened to find its way into my hand, until that hand brushed against a new material.

It was a big, puffy piece of lace.

My hand had found the final dress on the rack, the one I hadn’t managed to bring myself to fully interrogate, under those watchful eyes of the girls. But the feel of it, of the puffy and billowing gown, suddenly changed my mind entirely. It was as if I had touched a cloud.

I pushed the other dresses out of the way to reveal the one I had felt. Suddenly, my feelings about the room and the situation melted away. All I could focus on was the dress. I had found it.

Unsurprisingly, t was a peachy pink, the same as all of Sarah’s other choices. This one was finished with a high neckline, made of a lace material that covered the shoulders and the top of the chest. That was where the lace met a kind of corset looking bodice.

The bodice had the look of something that French royalty would have worn in a bygone era. The corset shape was decorated with tiny and ornate fabric flowers, that traced the lines of the seams. Those same delicate flowers also adorned the line where the corset bodice met the fabric of the chest and neck.

Below the corset was the part of the dress that I had accidentally touched. It was I thought was the lace. It was really a tulle material, big and puffy and effortlessly feminine. It was so lightweight and delicate that it all but floated when it moved, as if it was underwater and unaffected by gravity.

This tulle was tiered, built into layer after layer of the delicate and effeminate material. Strip after strip of tight ruffles formed the seam with the bodice, from which huge sweeping pieces of the material hung.

Under each piece of material, flowed out another piece, and then another, until the skirt of the dress had begun to resemble the tiers of a wedding cake. The final tier reached the floor in a huge pool of feather-soft lacy fabric.

It was beautiful.

It was in my hands before I had even registered that I had picked it up. I was holding it and light from the front windows of the shop was pouring through the layers of the tulle skirt. It caught the light wonderfully. I was lost in its soft features and ornate crafting.

“Is that the one?”

It was Rose’s voice, tethering me back to the reality of the room. She had started to approach me, and reach out for the dress. I suddenly remembered where I was.

“Yes,” was all I managed to say, feeling almost slightly embarrassed that I had lost myself so completely within the bridesmaid dress I had found.

“Fantastic,” she said. “Come with me, I’ll get it in your size and help you into it. It’s not as straightforward as some of the others.”

She began to lead me to the same dressing room which we were previously in. As I passed Sarah on the way, she gently put her hand on my forearm, stopping me in my tracks. She leaned in and very quietly whispered to me.

“I think that’s my favorite, too.”

She smiled at me and I couldn’t help but smile back. She looked beautiful in the light of the store. I saw Rose had all but left me behind and I hurried to catch up. She truly did not seem like a woman to keep waiting.

In the dressing room, I was back in my underwear in no time at all. Twice in what felt like just as many minutes, I was wearing nothing but a bra and panties in front of this stern seeming woman.

Rose had returned with a dress suitable for my body. She had unfastened the back of the dress and crouched down to allow me to step into it. I followed her lead and gently climbed in, first with my right foot, and then with my left, steadying myself against the walls to try and not fall over in the narrow space.

As soon as both of my legs were inside the bodice, I felt her hands pull the dress up my body. The tight corset section of the dress snagged on my hips a little as it went. And Rose had called my hips narrow.

The dress was all the way up my body, and Rose was holding the sleeves out for me to put my arms in. I once again followed her silent instructions, and the slim bodice began to be pulled tight around my waist. I had to hold my breath as the dress cinched in, from the way it fastened behind my back.

It was tight. Maybe I should have worn my corset after all.

After some more tugging in various directions, the dress was in place. I was wearing the prettiest dress I had ever seen. I tried to consider what that meant. What I meant that I had been so drawn to the dress, and that I wanted to wear it.

I thought that maybe all the time I was spending as Katy was beginning to poison my mind. I was worried that maybe I was losing what little masculinity I had left. Or maybe I just wanted to worry about that. Maybe I just liked being Katy and it was that simple.

Rose interrupted my internal monologue.

“Right, I haven't got all day. Let me get the dresses for the other ladies and then I’ll call you out.”

I snapped back to reality. Not that it should have been reality, realistically. I was about to step out of the dressing room and model a bridesmaid’s dress to Sarah and her friends.

My face felt hot. The moment had started to remind me of Katy’s mom, catching me in a dress, back when we were teenagers.

That humiliating moment was forced into my mind like a white hot poker, as Rose left me in the dressing room. Strangely, there was no mirror. The tiny room I had got changed inside was more like a closet than an actual dressing room. I couldn’t tell if it was a blessing or a curse, not to be able to see myself.

Mostly, I felt that I wanted to see. It would mean that I could mentally prepare myself to see the other girls. The girls, rather, I kept accidentally counting myself as one of them.

But I also didn’t want to see myself in the dress. Not seeing myself meant I could detach from the situation. I could pretend I was anywhere else, doing anything else. I could pretend I was at work, in the end-of-week meeting.

I could pretend I wasn’t wearing a dress.

God I so wished I could have forgotten that moment with Sarah’s mom. It was the single most humiliating moment of my life, even after all of those years and countless chances to embarrass myself again.

Maybe it was the stern tone from Rose that was reminding me of her so much. Rose had some real hints of Sarah’s mom about her.

After a few minutes of involuntary self reflection, I was called out of the tiny room I was in. I didn’t want to face the girls, to have to hear them coo over bridesmaid dresses for Sarah’s wedding.

My only relief was that it was a private appointment. I didn’t need anyone else seeing what I was about to do. I wondered what Sarah thought of me for doing this.

When I returned to the main room of the store, the rest of the girls were already there. Alice, Beth, and Lucy had changed into their peachy pink dresses of choice. I was immediately struck by how gorgeous they looked.

Beth was adorned in a beautiful satin finished maxi-dress, loose and flowy through the skirt, with a fabric bodice that wrapped into a single shoulder strap, wrung over her shoulder.

Alice wore a slightly similar maxi number, also a silky satin. The top of the dress ran just over her breasts in a horizontal line, which connected to two tiny sleeves. They solely covered about two inches of her upper arms, and left her shoulders exposed. A slit down the side of the dress revealed a generous display of her toned, runner’s leg.

I fully understood why she had chosen it.

Lucy had chosen a shorter dress than the other two, maybe inspired by the late spring setting of Sarah’s wedding. Its hem stopped just above her knees, in two layers of lace material. The skirt also met a lace bodice, which covered her whole torso, with a tight neck finish and sleeves which covered her shoulders.

“Oh my god, Katy,” said Alice as I entered the room.

I said nothing. I didn’t know what to say.

“You look gorgeous,” she continued.

The girls had all turned their attention to me.

“Thank you,” I replied quietly.

I didn’t feel comfortable, them all staring my way.

“That’s the one,” Beth said. “Surely that’s the one.”

“Yeah, I love that,” Lucy agreed.

“What do you think, Sarah?” Alice asked.

“I love it,” Sarah agreed.

They all came over to me. They surrounded me and appraised me like I was some object in a museum. I was being circled as they gently paced around me and looked at the dress I was wearing.

I had never been studied under such scrutiny in my life. It felt like they were staring through me. The way each of the girls kept their unflinching gazes upon me, it made me suddenly terrified that they would see through my disguise. See me as Kyle under all of my makeup and my dress.

They had all met me before. The real me. The Kyle me. What would stop them from knowing? I had contour of my face and a blond wig on my head but they were inches from me. How would they not be able to tell?

I felt as if sweat was about to drip from my forehead. That was the last thing I needed. I didn’t need my makeup to streak and disappear and begin to show my true face underneath. I stood as still as I could, trying to mentally escape the situation.

Rose suddenly became my savior.

“So, Sarah, which is your favorite?”

“It’s that one,” Sarah said. “It’s Katy.”


seven
. . .




I had chosen the winning bridesmaid dress. Somehow. Me, the man in the wig and a dress had been given the deciding say in what three women were wearing at Sarah’s wedding.

Three women and me.

I was almost in a state of shock in the bridal store when Sarah had selected the dress that I was wearing. The whole situation was beyond surreal. Sarah’s other bridesmaids were hysterical over the choice. They loved the dress every bit as much as Sarah did.

They couldn’t contain their excitement, screaming, jumping up and down, hugging each other. Hugging me. They could not wait to wear that dress at Sarah’s wedding.

I could.

I still felt sick to my stomach at the thought of Sarah getting married to Jackson. Well, the thought of Sarah getting married to anyone other than me.

The commotion finally died down, and Sarah raised a question.

“Wait, Katy, have you even seen yourself yet?” she asked.

I hadn’t. There wasn’t a mirror in the tiny box that alleged to be a dressing room, and there hadn’t been one in the center of the circle of Sarah’s hysterical bridesmaids.

“No,” I told her.

“Take a look!” she excitedly suggested.

She took my arm and led me towards a huge freestanding mirror towards the front of the store.

“Here,” she said.

I was greeted by the sight of Katy. Her blond hair, her smoky eyes, her red lips.

And her phenomenal dress.

She looked incredible. I looked incredible. It was the best I had ever looked. Well, the best I had ever looked as Katy.

The tight, flower covered bodice, hugged my figure and gave me feminine curves like I had rarely seen on any woman other than Sarah. The flowing tiers of tulle skirt swished and floated around me, enveloping me in a sea of peach coloured material.

Actually, maybe it was the best I had ever looked, period.

I noticed I was smiling. It was a huge, beaming smile. I hadn’t even felt myself do it, but I knew the reason.

It was because I felt beautiful.

Once again, it was a strange experience. I felt like I knew I wanted to be Kyle and that I was only being Katy for the sake of Sarah and her wedding. But, also, seeing myself looking this good had yet again managed to stir something within me.

The feeling of being beautiful, being effeminate and attractive, was a feeling I could obviously never experience as Kyle. And it felt good. It felt so good. It was like feeling warm, calming waves, but they were also at once coupled with the feeling of confidence. Some sort of power within me that I was otherwise unable to access.

It felt good.

“What do you think?” Sarah asked.

“It’s beautiful,” I told her, truthfully.

“You’re beautiful,” she said. “The dress is just a little bonus.”

I felt as if I had blushed. I had tiny butterflies in me.

“That’s the dress,” she told me.

“That’s the dress,” I agreed.

She leaned in to whisper something to me.

“You wait with the girls,” she said in a hushed tone. “I’ve got something to show you all.”

I watched as she quietly got Rose’s attention and the two of them disappeared out of sight. I went back to Sarah’s other bridesmaids and we started discussing the dress.

I couldn’t hide my excitement, and my excitement triggered a new wave of hysteria amongst the girls. This time, I couldn’t help but get involved.

Eventually, the excitement subsided again. Beth went and got another glass of wine for me and herself. A new conversation picked up between us, and we discussed how we had been since the bachelorette. And then we discussed the bachelorette itself.

I almost winced when Alice brought up the topic of the guys - our nude butlers - from the weekend before. I was worried that one of them would mention the kissing or the deeply inappropriate dancing but, mercifully, it never came.

A second mercy came shortly after when Sarah reappeared, quieting the conversation.

She was wearing a wedding dress.

“What do you think?” Sarah asked her now completely silent audience.

She had emerged in the most gorgeous wedding gown I had ever seen. Its pure white shone brilliantly in the light of the store. Her golden hair tumbled over her bare shoulders in the same radiant glow.

It was layer upon layer upon layer of semi-transparent white lace, adorned with thicker lace detailing of flowers and petals and leaves and stems, connecting the patterns all together. She was like some kind of forest queen of fantasy stories, become real for us all to see.

The dress had a similar corset bodice to the one I had selected for the bridesmaids. Its cupped bust traced two gentle semicircles atop Sarah’s chest, lightly pressing against her subtly tanned skin. The semicircles met two, inch thick armband-style sleeves. They were a pair of tiny sections of material that hung loosely over her upper arms, like the wings of a small bird.

The corset bodice hugged her waist, and then the material continued, hugging her full hips, before widening at her thighs, creating a billowing skirt with a generous train behind it. The material pooled about her on the floor, light and soft as the feathers of a swan.

It was the most beautiful she had ever looked.

It pained me, in a way, seeing her in the dress. She was gorgeous beyond belief. The woman I loved, but somehow made even more incredible. It was a marvel to behold.

But, really, I knew that it wasn’t for me. This Sarah, this beautiful perfect Sarah who was adorned in white, wasn’t for me to behold. It was for Jackson.

I was a mere bystander in her beauty.

The only positive I could hold onto was the fact that I was seeing her. Jackson hadn’t. I had seen his bride in her wedding dress before even he had.

It was a small victory. But it was all I had.

Alice was the first to break the silence.

“Holy shit,” she said.

“Sarah, you look amazing!” Beth agreed.

“I love it!” Lucy chimed in, louder than either of the others.

I felt I was expected to say something as well but I couldn’t find the words. I agreed, she was stunning. Of course I agreed. But, suddenly, it had all become too real.

Sarah was going to marry Jackson.

The girls around me continued their buzz of enthusiasm. The excitement continued for a few more minutes, until eventually Sarah put an end to it all by letting us know that Rose needed to shut the store down. Everyone had to go home.

The other girls changed back into their own clothes, said their goodbyes to Sarah and to me, and made their way out. The cloud of excitement followed with the girls the whole time. Sarah and I were left alone with Rose to finalize some logistical details.

After Sarah agreed to pay an eye-watering amount of money for the dresses, Rose unfastened the back of Sarah’s wedding gown. Sarah went back to a dressing room to change into her own clothes.

Rose and I were alone in the store, and she began to help me back out of the bridesmaid dress and into my own clothes. Or, rather, my borrowed baby blue dress.

With the girls now out of the store, the silence was palpable. The only noise was the rustle of the tulle material of the dress I was getting out of.

Rose eventually spoke.

“Is this your first time as a bridesmaid?” she asked me.

“Yes,” was my simple response.

“I thought as much,” she replied.

I had no idea what to say in return. What had she meant? My mind raced and could only come to one conclusion.

She knew.

But she had been so cryptic. So subtle with what she had said. I wanted to try and call her out, to ask what she was trying to say. But I had no idea how to do that without outright asking her if she thought I was a man.

So we returned to our silence.

Sarah eventually reentered the room and I breathed a sigh of relief. We were to return home and I was to hopefully never see Rose again.

We left the store together and got into Sarah’s car.

“So, what did you think?” Sarah asked me.

“About which part?” I asked in return.

“I don’t know, all of it?” She clarified. “Like, the experience of the bridal store, and of the dress.”

“It was, well-” I collected my thoughts for a second. “It was fun.”

I had kind of meant it. It was nervous and it was tense but, still, seeing myself in that bridesmaid dress was a whole new and incredible experience. It felt it churned up feelings within me that I wished I could hold onto all of the time. Especially without needing to be Katy to feel them.

“You liked the dress?” Sarah double checked.

“I loved the dress.”

Sarah laughed.

“Good. What about mine, do you think I made the right choice?” she probed.

I paused for a second.

“It was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. You were the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Sara didn’t reply. I was worried I had overstepped my mark but then she spoke.

“Thank you.”

There was a pause and then she spoke again.

“But you sound sad.”

“Do I?” I asked, trying to play it off.

“Yeah, what is it?” she asked.

“I don’t know, I think it’s a lot of things,” I told her as truthfully as I could, without outright saying I didn’t want her to marry Jackson.

“I think I get you,” she replied.

“You sound sad now,” I told her. “What is it?”

“I think it’s a lot of things.”
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I was back in my apartment, alone. Sarah had taken back the things she had left behind, and went home immediately. Jackson apparently expected her back for lunch. She didn’t bother asking me for the blue dress or her nude shoes back. She seemed to have a habit of leaving her clothes behind for me to keep.

I didn’t stay in them for long. I looked at myself in the mirror and the same wave of euphoria that I felt in the store hit me again, seeing my beauty. But a wave of sadness soon followed, like this shadow that had latched onto the euphoric feeling.

I couldn’t look at myself as Katy without thinking of myself in the bridesmaid dress. And I couldn’t think of myself in the bridesmaid dress without thinking of Sarah marrying Jackson. I once again felt ill.

I stripped all of Sarah’s clothes off, and then threw off my bra and panties as well. I was nude in my apartment. I took off the wig and placed it in my closet with the hair net.

I saw myself in the mirror. Naked, aside from the makeup on my face, and the red marks around my hips and chest. Those telltale reminders of my tucking underwear and bra.

There was a new feeling and it was shame.

I was sick of the constant highs and lows from being Katy one moment and Kyle at the next. I knew I could have fun as Katy. Sarah and I could be close, and we could mean so much more to each other than ever before. But also I knew that it wasn’t doing me any favors in terms of winning her heart.

I got back in the shower and I watched the beige mix of makeup pooling in the drain. It had begun to feel ritualistic, the feeling of shame, and the sight of spiraling makeup runoff in the shower tray.

It was only weeks to Sarah’s wedding. I wished I could stop it. I definitely didn’t feel able to excuse myself from it any more, especially not after Sarah had just spent an astronomical figure on the dress that I was meant to wear for it.

I consoled myself little with the thought of being at the wedding, fantasizing that I was there solely so I could boldly stand up and call out, when the officiant asked if there was any reason that Sarah and Jackson should not be wed.

“Jackson is having an affair!” I imagined myself screaming in the otherwise silent room. “He’s unfaithful to Sarah!”

But I had no proof. He had cheated on her once before and she had forgiven him. But Sarah seemed to feel that wasn’t a one off occasion. But, again, I had no proof.

It was almost wishful thinking on my part, that Jackson was cheating on her. But that was shallow and selfish.

If Jackson was actually cheating on Sarah, it would kill her. She would never forgive herself for forgiving him in the first place. I knew what she was like. She was kind and pure and loving but, when those qualities of hers were taken advantage of, she could never forgive herself. I always hated to see her that way.

The water started to run clear in the drain again. The makeup must have all washed off. I let the shower run a while longer before I got out.

I wanted that divine intervention again. I didn’t know where to find it. All I could do was wait for the wedding.

And that was what I did. For the following few weeks, I simply counted down the days. Each day I hoped for some news that the wedding was called off but, naturally, it never came.

Each day, in fact, it became more real.

I began to receive more information from Sarah. She had given me the time that I needed to be at the venue hotel, on the evening before the wedding. I knew the times of the ceremony. I knew the order of the speeches. I knew when to expect the cutting of the cake. I knew it all.

I knew that the wedding was definitely happening.
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The fateful weekend finally came.

I had found myself arriving at the day before the wedding. It was a Friday and I had booked it off work. My nerves were on fire.

Everything had become almost too much to bear. I had to spend the day doing my makeup and getting ready as Katy because, that evening, I was expected at the wedding venue.

Sarah had booked taxis for everyone who was meant to come that night. I had to check in and get some sleep, as we were up early to get ready with Sarah for the big day.

And that was only part of the reason I felt so tense. Somehow, in amongst the madness and upset about Sarah getting married, I hadn’t actually considered that I needed to get my makeup professionally done for Sarah’s wedding.

I had somehow forgot that Sarah, the bride at her own wedding, would not have time to transform me into Katy for the big day. And I certainly couldn’t do it.

So, Sarah had hired a professional makeup artist. I had got so scared about the thought that I called her. I needed to talk to her. I knew it was the day before her wedding, but that didn’t matter in the face of what I was up against.

If this makeup artist was going to do my makeup, that meant they were going to see me without makeup. That meant they were going to see my normal, male face. There was no way they weren’t going to realize!

Sarah tried to keep me calm but it did nothing. She told me the makeup artist was definitely not the type of person to judge. That they wouldn’t care. That they definitely had worked on crazier things than getting a guy ready to be a bridesmaid.

I needed to ask more. I had so many questions like “why,” and “how wouldn’t they care,” and “what the fuck is happening,” but she told me she had to go. There were still a million more things to do for the wedding, and she was behind by simply picking up the phone to talk to me.

I had not been left convinced that things were going to be okay.

But I didn’t know how to back out. Not the day before the wedding. It would kill Sarah. She had wanted so much for me to be at the wedding, as Katy or Kyle. It just turned out Katy won that battle.

I had to be there for her, though. Jackson or no Jackson, Sarah was still the most important person in my life. I couldn’t ruin her wedding day.

So I got ready. I did some hair removal and I showered. I tucked, I put on my corset, and slipped into my panties and bra. I got ready to face another day as Katy. I Looked into my ever-growing collection of Katy clothes and I looked for something simple to wear.

I settled on the black sweater and tight indigo jeans, along with a pair of boots, all of which Sarah had given me to wear over the weekend of her bachelorette party. It had felt fine, wearing those clothes on the long drive to the cabin all those weeks before. I hoped it would feel fine to wear again, on the most dreaded drive of my life.

To Sarah’s wedding.

I put my hair into my wig cap and sat at my makeup counter. I looked myself in the mirror and considered what I was about to do.

I hated the thought. But I hated the alternative as well. I wondered if Sarah knew how much turmoil I felt, in that exact moment. I wondered what she would say if she could hear my true inner thoughts.

I rifled through my makeup and my thoughts became mute and my mind became numb. I watched as my face was carefully coated in primer, and as I dabbed foundation on top. It was as if I was a passenger in my own body. I was in a cinema, the movie of my own female transformation projected onto the screens of my eyes.

The foundation covered my face and the contour was blended on top. Nose and eyes highlighted, cheeks and forehead darkened. It was almost like some grim chore, knowing what this particular makeover was for.

My eyes became pink with eyeshadow and then dark with mascara and eyeliner. My cheeks lifted and rosy with a cherry red blusher and my lips dark and seductive with a deep red lipstick.

There she was. There was Katy.

I could see her again. Kyle was gone. Replaced with this woman from his past. This curse. Or was she?

Was she a curse, or was she the only reason Sarah and I were so close? Not just now but always. Had I owed my whole friendship and relationship with her, to Katy? Was Kyle only there as a placeholder, until Sarah had Katy back?

My body was on autopilot. I put the wig on my head and looked at myself in the mirror. I saw the feminine shape of my waist and fake breasts and my slender legs in the heeled boots.

What had I become?

I looked for some kind of positivity but there was none to be found. Sure, I had found myself enjoying moments of being Katy in the past, but where the hell would I find those on this weekend? On the weekend of Sarah’s wedding.

There was nothing else to do any more but wait. Wait for the call that the cab was outside, and wait to watch me lose any final hope of winning Sarah’s heart.

I couldn’t even feel afraid of the upcoming taxi journey to the venue. I felt like I should have been nervous as all hell, waiting to be driven by some stranger, for an hour to the wedding. But I wasn’t.

I couldn’t be. I thought that maybe I had simply felt too much over the previous days and weeks.

My body didn’t have the capacity for feelings any more. I was a shell of a human, stuffed into high heels and a blond wig.

Eventually, the call came. It was early afternoon. I hadn’t managed to eat any lunch or do much of anything except for sit and wait. I answered the phone in my sweet and girlish Katy voice, almost feeling annoyed at myself for doing so. I grabbed the suitcase I had packed for the weekend, and I left my apartment. As Katy.

I walked to the elevator. Somehow, it turned out that my run of apartment block luck had somehow gone unbroken.

The man who I met previously in the elevator, the one going to the gym, who had checked out me and Sarah, was already in there. I had no choice but to step in.

“Afternoon,” he politely said as I entered.

He was wearing professional looking clothes, black slacks and a white shirt. I had no idea where he could have been going in a professional capacity at that time in the afternoon, in our own apartment block, but I didn’t want to question him on it.

“Hi,” I said, equally as politely, cringing a little at my own voice.

The doors began to close.

“You new here?” he asked.

“Just visiting,” I said as briefly as I could.

The elevator felt as if it was taking forever.

“Oh well it’s nice to meet you, either way,” he said.

“You, too,” I replied, not quite knowing what else to say.

I felt like he was working up to something. There was a strange tension in the elevator car that I couldn't place. A tension that I’d never felt before.

Finally, the elevator dinged and we were on the first floor.

“Bye!” I said in a hell of hurry.

I scurried out of the elevator as fast as my heeled boots would allow me, dragging my suitcase behind me, tripping its wheels over the break in the elevator doors.

“Need a hand with that?” the man asked behind me.

“No thanks!” I called without looking back.

I was at the front door. I swung it open and stepped out. The taxi was right there. Somehow, it almost felt like an oasis of safety, despite the stranger sitting in the front seat.

Rushing down the few steps outside my block, I reached the front window of the car. I didn’t even care about talking to a stranger now. Being trapped in the elevator had lost all sense of thrill and mischief that it previously held when I was with Sarah. The moment I had just experienced was only sheer terror.

“Katy?” the man said the name by way of question.

“That’s me!” I replied.

It was me. She had well and truly taken over my life.

“Sarah’s bridal party, huh?” he asked.

“Yup!” I said, politely but curtly.

I didn’t want to invite any more conversation if I could help it. I got in the back seat and we pulled away from my apartment block.

We had been driving in silence for around twenty minutes, listening to whatever was on the radio, and I began to take stock of the situation I had found myself in. It was at that moment that I realized I had only packed directly what I needed for the wedding.

And what I needed for the wedding was being Katy.

I had neglected at any point to pack anything that Kyle might need. I hadn’t brought one pair of jeans, or boxers, or a T-shirt. If, for some reason, I needed a quick getaway, and I had to escape the wedding, I was doing it as Katy.

I had managed to trap myself as Katy for the whole weekend.

Not that it made any difference, I supposed. I was trapped as Katy anyway, thanks to the insane series of circumstances that had somehow led me to being in the back of a taxi in fresh makeup and a pair of heels.

After roughly forty more minutes, we had arrived. It was my first time seeing the venue and, much like everything else Sarah had a hand in, it was stunning.

The place was like a huge old English manor house. It was U-shaped, in that it had one long central section and two wings which pointed off down the long, stone driveway, which formed a central courtyard.

The courtyard was bordered by trees which looked like they could have grown any type of fruit they wanted, leaving a perfectly mowed grass lawn in the center. The grass was home to a gravel pathway down the middle, which terminated at a large and ornate water fountain, which sat central in the overall property.

The building itself was all big, sandy color brickwork and huge vaulted roofing. Swirls and embossed shapes and other architectural flourishes decorated the eaves and finished the building off beautifully. It was a perfect setting for a wedding.

I listened to the stones crunch under the tyres of the taxi as we got closer and closer to the venue. I could see a few other taxis in the grounds, either parked up or leaving already. Things had clearly already begun.

My driver pulled up outside the huge, dark green front doors, and popped the trunk for me to retrieve my suitcase. I thanked him, got out, retrieved my things, and made my way towards the entrance.

Sarah was standing there.

She was wearing white, high waisted pants, cropped to end a few inches above her ankles. Tucked into the pants was a semi-transparent lace top, opaque over her torso but see through over the lengths of her arms. The material was decorated with a lace floral pattern, as if it was a nod to her dress for the wedding. Her look was finished with a pair of white high heels, sky high stiletto heels with pointed toes.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me.

“Katy!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

Even in spite of everything, I was happy to see her. She glowed in her pre-wedding outfit, angelic in the pure white of her clothes. I had thought it before, but she truly did have a way of making me feel happy and safe, even in the craziest of situations.

“Sarah,” I replied with a smile, at a more reasonable volume.

She came down the steps to greet me. We hugged. She spoke quietly in my ear as she did.

“Thank you so much for being here. I know you’re doing a lot more for me than anyone else here this weekend.”

“It’s good to be here,” I said. “But it is a lot.”

I decided to tell her the truth as best I could at that moment. It was a lot. I was scared as hell and I wasn’t sure how I’d feel, watching the ceremony between her and Jackson.

“I know it is,” she reassured me. “If you need a way out, just tell me, and I’ll find that way out for you.”

I was sure she meant what she said, but I knew that it would be easier said than done. Even if I did manage to find the courage to tell Sarah that I wanted out of her wedding, it wasn’t like it was the easiest thing in the world to have a quiet word with the bride at her own wedding.

Realistically, I knew that I was on my own, that weekend.

I told Sarah that she looked amazing, and I meant it. She thanked me and ushered me into the venue, where she sent me to the reception counter to check into the hotel.

A whole wing of the venue, the left hand arm of the building from the direction I drove in, was a hotel. Three floors of rooms, a lounge area, and a dining room. I was given a key and some directions by an older man at the counter, and I was sent on my way.

The hallways were quiet and I was grateful for it. Most of the guests weren’t arriving until the next morning. I found my room without seeing a single other person, and I unlocked the door.

Inside was a beautiful suite, decorated with plush carpeting, dark wooden furniture, and a bed way bigger than I had seen in my entire life. It also had a huge window, looking out to the courtyard. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing.

If the ceremony was happening out in that yard, I didn’t want to have to watch every agonizing moment of it. I would have no escape from the ordeal.

So that was it. That hotel room, which was to become my war room for the weekend. I imagined turning one of the walls into a huge planning board of how to make sure the wedding didn’t go ahead.

It was a nice fantasy, but that was all it was, a fantasy. I was more likely to turn the en-suite into a bunker, so I could hide there until the whole wedding was over.

I looked at myself in the mirror again. I was Katy, all right. Blond wavy hair, tight top, high heels. I adjusted my bra through my sweater and checked that my wig was level.

The wedding was completely out of my hands. There was nothing I could do to stop it going ahead. The one thing I could control - no, needed to control - was myself and having nobody realize that I was, in fact, Kyle.

The bachelorette had been one thing, trapped in a cabin with a handful of Sarah’s closest girls, but a wedding was a whole different game. There were likely hundreds of people turning up for the weekend. Between the family and friends and staff and wedding officials, there were endless opportunities for somebody to see the truth, if I slipped up for even a second.

That was my job, then. I was there. I was at the wedding. There was no turning back. All there was to do was try and survive it. To make sure that I left the weekend without anyone ever having even the slightest idea that I was Kyle.

I wondered if I could find a positive in that. I watched myself move in the mirror, checking that I didn’t give off any unwitting tells of masculinity, or any accidental hints that I was Kyle.

I couldn’t see any.

And maybe that was the positive. If I was Katy, I was essentially anonymous. Nothing she did would ever come back to haunt me in my real life, as Kyle. I could try and net as many free drinks as I wanted. I could tell people how I really felt about them. I could take a bite out of the wedding cake before they cut it, if I wanted to.

Not that I wanted to do anything to ruin Sarah’s day. But what it did mean, I had come to realize, was that I could be more confident.

As Kyle, I lived a life of constant fear of repercussion. I rarely did what I wanted. I generally only did what I thought other people wanted of me. That extended to my career, to my behavior, even down to things like the kind of music I listened to.

Katy didn’t have to worry about any of that.

The irony was not wasted on me that I had only started being Katy as it was what Sarah wanted, and not what I wanted. But I didn’t want to dwell on that for too long. I didn’t want to lose the confidence that I was starting to tap into.

I checked the time on my phone. I was due for a rehearsal dinner in twenty minutes. I didn’t want the idea to fill me with dread so I tried to think of a positive to be had from it.

The only answer I could think of was that I could probably get pretty drunk off of the free wine.
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The rehearsal dinner was a grand affair. Sarah and Jackson headed the table, with all of the bridesmaids and groomsmen to their respective sides. Beyond them, family members, select close friends, and a few people with jobs in the wedding, had all turned out for the meal as well.

Jackson took charge, unsurprisingly, and bellowed over everyone about the order of the ceremony. He reeled off times and places and jobs for people to do, and then we had to listen to Sarah correct him on nearly every single point. He had even got the name of the officiant wrong, twice.

In his typical manner, that didn’t slow him down one bit. He stood to thank everyone for being there, wearing in his deep V-neck gray T-shirt, that made him look more like he should have been at a baseball game than his own wedding.

His thanks quickly turned into a rambling speech. He had begun by telling everyone that the following day would be the happiest of his life, but had ended his sentiments by referring to Sarah as his “ball and chain.” There was laughter, but I could see from Sarah’s eyes that she wasn’t at all happy with it.

There were practice speeches, reiterated orders of the day - as told by Sarah that time - and there were contingency plans put in place. The wedding was to be outdoors in the courtyard, as I had feared, but if the weather turned bad then everyone was to usher the guests indoors to the backup hall.

I stuck to my plan of getting through as much wine as I could at the dinner. A nice middle-aged lady seemed to get into a rhythm with me, where she would top up my glass every time she came by to attend to anything else at the table. She was my one saving grace at the dinner.

Things dragged on and on. I had never been to a rehearsal dinner before, and I imagined that they would all feel pretty slow, though I could imagine rarely would they have ever been as slow as the one I was at.

Between Jackson’s constant confusion about the order of the day, or the way he made three separate and rambling speeches, and the way he nearly started an argument with Sarah at one point, it felt never ending. That was without even considering the fact that this was obviously a rehearsal dinner for a wedding I wished would never have happened in the first place.

Finally, it began to wind down. Jackson had lost himself in yet another impromptu speech and, mercifully, his own father suggested that maybe it was time to get some rest. It was late. Much later than I wanted it to be, when I was expected to have my makeup done at 6am the following day.

Not that I expected to sleep. The thought of meeting with the mystery makeup artist filled me with nothing but fear. I was going to be outed to this person. There was no getting around it. They were going to see my male face in my women’s clothing and there was no way they were going to think I was anything other than some kind of queer.

It was a bad start to a terrible wedding.

I had resigned myself to the fate, though. It was how I presumed people on death row must have felt. It was simply an inevitability. If I didn’t want it to happen, it was too late. Only my own actions in my past were to blame.

That was the main thing on my mind as I returned to my room. Some other guests seemed intent on staying up and drinking, after the meal was over, but I wanted nothing less. I didn’t want to add even more wedding to the wedding. It was already too much.

I snuck off alone, unlocked my hotel room door, and went inside. I sat on my giant bed and thought about the series of actions that had led me to be where I was. I tried to pinpoint the moment that things had gone too far.

If it was the moment I said yes to being a bridesmaid. If it was when Sarah had first mentioned Katy those months prior. If it was the first time I said yes to Sarah doing my makeup as a teenager.

Whatever it was, it was my mistake. Being at the wedding of Sarah, dressed as a woman, was a creation of my own design.

I was suddenly startled by a knock at the door. I went over to the peephole and was even more startled to see Sarah there. I immediately let her in.

She threw her arms around me in a loose and messy manner. She seemed more drunk than I realized she had become at the dinner.

“Katy!” she once again said too loudly for the situation.

“Sarah,” I once again echoed at a more reasonable volume.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

“Of course!” I replied.

She made herself at home, sitting on the edge of my bed and patting the space beside her to signal for me to join, as I closed the door behind us.

“You’re looking cute,” she told me.

“You’re looking cute,” I said, still parroting her.

She put her arms around me again and leant her head on my shoulder. I felt her breathing gently. I had expected her to come with some kind of news or information about the following day, but it seemed like she had already run out of conversation after simply saying my name.

“Everything okay?” I finally thought to ask.

“I don’t know,” was all she offered.

The silence returned for a moment until she spoke again.

“Everything okay with you?”

I laughed. I felt like our conversation was beginning to be like speaking to a mirror. We certainly looked the part, both of us with our flowing blond hair and flawless makeup. It seemed we were beginning to sound the part, too.

“I don’t know, either,” I replied.

She sighed and squeezed me a little. I resumed listening to her breathing.

“I’m scared,” Sarah finally told me.

“Like, nervous?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe there’s not a difference. But I definitely feel more like I’m afraid, than I’m worried.”

“Afraid about what?” I asked, plainly.

“Everything. The future,” she began to elaborate. “Marrying Jackson tomorrow. I don’t know. I’m just scared.”

“I’m scared too,” I told her truthfully.

“About what?” she now asked.

“Everything,” I agreed.

I didn’t want to have to explain any further. I was scared of losing Sarah forever when she married Jackson. I was scared of the way that sometimes I liked being Katy and sometimes I hated it. I was scared of everything in my life changing uncontrollably.

I was scared.

“I’m glad I have you,” she told me.

“You, too,” I agreed.

“You’re the best thing to ever happen to me,” she continued.

She took her head off of my shoulder. I looked at her and smiled. She smiled back but there was a sadness in her eyes that was painful to look at.

“Thank you,” she said. “For everything.”

She leaned towards me. Her lips touched mine. We kissed. On the eve of Sarah’s wedding, I kissed her.

I felt her hand gently touch my jaw, her other hand on my waist through my skintight jeans. I reached a hand onto her back, pressing gently against the lace flowers and delicate mesh material.

She pulled her head back, our lips separating slowly as her lipstick and mine stuck on one another. We looked each other in the eyes again. The sadness was gone, replaced completely with a fire of passion.

I leaned forward. We kissed again, our lipsticks once again becoming glue between us. She bit my lip gently, planted a delicate kiss where her teeth just were, and then pulled away again. She stroked my lip with her thumb.

“I should go,” Sarah told me.

I had no idea what had just happened. At the bachelorette, after we kissed, I had convinced myself that it didn’t necessarily mean anything. It was all part of one crazy weekend. A weekend of things which were wholly contained within that cabin and would never leave. I wasn’t even sure Sarah had remembered.

This kiss was different. This kiss meant something.

“I wish you could stay,” I managed to say, out of the collection of thoughts which circled my head.

“Me too,” Sarah agreed. “Me too.”

She got up off of the bed and turned to face me, standing. She let out a short and strained sounding laugh.

“So I’ll see you tomorrow, yeah? For the big day.”

The sadness had returned to her eyes as she said it.

“For the big day,” I agreed.

She turned to leave, quickly checking her makeup in the mirror, before letting herself out of my hotel room.

I was alone again. Alone with my thoughts. With one more night until I lost Sarah forever.
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The morning came. I had barely slept. Between kissing Sarah again and then thinking that she was slipping away from me in the same instant, my brain was not in any mood to let me rest. That was on top of the intense fear I was beginning to feel at the idea of meeting a makeup artist.

I was in the shower when I heard my alarm go off. It was 5:30am, the time I was supposed to wake up. I rushed across the room, still wet, to turn the alarm off in a bid to not wake any of my neighbors. I returned to the shower and finished cleaning myself.

Once I was done, I tried to figure out what I was going to do to soften the impact of the morning. I thought that, maybe, if I could just try and present myself in the most feminine manner possible, then just maybe there was a chance I could fool the makeup artist into thinking I was actually a woman.

Without first doing my own makeup though, it felt like a long shot.

Still, I had to try. I pulled out my tucking underwear from my suitcase and sat on the bed. I pushed one testicle, and then the other, until they were both comfortably inside of me.

It felt funny to think of that word, as I did it. “Comfortably.”

Tucking did feel comfortable, though. Feeling my testicles sitting in the cavity of my body was comfortable. It felt like a miracle of human engineering that, not only could it happen at all, but also that it could feel almost nice.

I slid the tight underwear up my legs and then over everything I had held in place in my hand. I was secure. I pulled up my actual panties, put on my corset, and clasped and stuffed my bra. I put my hair in its net and placed the wig over the top.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t sure I was fooling anyone. My smooth legs, long blond hair, and female underwear were doing a part of a job, but my face was still my face. I still looked like Kyle. It was crazy how much difference makeup made to my look. Made to my confidence.

There was one last thing to do, before I awaited my fate. Other than run away, that was. That was to open a box that Sarah had the hotel staff deliver to my room, the night before.

The box was a couple of feet wide both ways, and half a foot deep. It was a light pink, matte finish, wrapped with a bow. On the bow was a note that said “don’t open me before wedding day!”

Well, it was wedding day. I opened it.

The bow fell away with a gentle pull and the lid slid off with a satisfying amount of resistance. I was greeted with a huge sheet of white tissue paper, with a note on the top. I picked it up and read it.

“Katy,” it began in Sarah’s beautiful cursive. “Thank you so much for being a part of my wedding. You being here is the best and most important thing anyone has ever done for me. EVER. You are the best thing to ever happen to me. You made me the woman I am today. I wish I could find a way to thank you. I will find a way to thank you. In the meantime, please take this as a small token of my gratitude. All my love, Sarah.”

She certainly was good at notes. It had almost made me excited to see what was within the tissue paper. I put the note in my suitcase for safekeeping, and peeled back the delicate covering of the contents of the box.

Beneath was a pair of silver satin high heels. They had a rounded toe and open sides and back, opting to only have a delicate ankle strap. They rested on what must have been a three inch heel, blocky and finished with the same satin material as the toe of the shoe. They were gorgeous.

Under the shoes was one other item. It was a silky piece of material that I lifted from the box and examined in the light of the early morning. It was a dressing robe. The same light pink as the box which had contained it, with black trims around the openings. On the back was calligraphy script which read “Katy” and, beneath it, “Team Bride.”

It was cute. There was no getting around it. Part of me almost felt a pulse of warmth from inside myself, at the thought of being “team bride.” At the thought of being there for Sarah on the most important day of her life.

As I looked at the dress in the dim light of my room, one last gift fell out. A pair of tiny pearl earrings. I picked them up from the space where they fell and briefly examined them.

They were an ornate, subtle pearl, inset into a thin gold surround. The gold circle was notched with a diagonal spiral that followed the entire material, engraved into the shiny metal.

The earrings were clip-on and they caught the low light in my room beautifully.. I was relieved at least Sarah wasn’t sending someone round to pierce my ears for the big day. I put them in place on my ear lobes.

I put the robe on, the material feeling so soft and cool against my bare skin. I put the high heels onto the floor and stepped into them, right foot then left, and clasped the strap around my ankle. I stood up.

They felt surprisingly comfortable under my feet. There must have been a subtle, padded platform under the toes. Sarah really knew what she was doing when she chose them.

I returned to the mirror. I looked at myself in my new pink robe and silver high heels. My legs had come to appear extended and the shape of the material hugged my artificial curves in a flattering way.

I still had my natural face, but I at least felt that I looked a little more convincing. I couldn’t guarantee that I’d fool a makeup artist, but I still felt a little better about myself trying.

With nothing else to do, I returned to waiting. I was still all nerves about the morning, and all terror about the day beyond, but having the robe on felt like a small comfort. It was like a hug from Sarah. I thought of her, likely getting herself ready for her big day. I hoped that she wasn’t scared.

A knock sounded on my door, startling me as much as the knock from Sarah the previous night. It could only mean one thing. The makeup artist had arrived. I returned to the peephole and looked out. The sight on the other side was a surprise.

There was a man there.

I don’t know why I hadn’t considered it but, unless the slogan on his T-shirt was a mistake, this was the makeup artist. “MUA Mark,” his shirt read.

This was the makeup artist who Sarah had told me about.

I wasn’t sure if that changed my opinion on the matter at all. This makeup artist, Mark, was still almost definitely going to discover my secret. I wanted more than anything to not answer the door. Actually, that was a lie, I wanted more than anything to wake up and find out that the past few months had all been some fever dream. But I knew neither was going to happen.

With cautious trepidation, I turned the handle and opened the door. Mark saw me for the first time.

“Good morning!” Mark greeted me with a tone that was surprisingly energetic for the time of day. “You must be Katy.”

“That’s me,” I said, focusing my entire being on making sure that at least my voice wouldn’t give me away.

“Great, may I come in?” he asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

He had with him a suitcase, big enough to rival my own. He wheeled it in behind him and looked around the room.

“Over there is perfect,” he said, pointing to the dressing table by the window.

I made my way over to the dresser and sat in the seat, the way I had done countless times before with Sarah, over the years.

“Great, let’s get started then!” Mark said.

Mark brought his suitcase over to the dresser, laid it on its side, and opened it. From within the suitcase emerged some small shelves on hinges, which lifted out of the case as he opened it. It was an entire beauty station in a box. I had to admit, even in spite of the situation, I was very impressed.

“That thing is crazy,” I told him, unable to hide my disbelief.

“I know, right?” he asked by way of reply. “I wish I could take the credit for it. My partner found out about it and I had to get it immediately.”

The way he emphasized words and filled them with enthusiasm was disarming. I felt weirdly comfortable with him, despite knowing full well that I should have been terrified of the situation. Despite knowing that the day that lay ahead was likely to be the worst of my life.

“How are you feeling about today?” he asked me, almost as if he had read my thoughts.

“Uh, nervous, if I’m being totally honest with you,” I replied.

“Course! Bridesmaid is a big job. You ever done it before?”

I couldn’t help myself. I accidentally let out the briefest laughs. I hoped it didn’t reveal anything.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“First time!” he excitedly said. “Well, we’ll get you good and ready. Trust me, nobody is going to think it’s your first time when they see what I’ve done with you.”

I wasn’t sure how to take that sentiment. It was so hard not to overanalyze what people said to me, when I was Katy. When I was constantly worried about being discovered.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t mention it, pretty lady!” was his sweet and simple response.

If he had realized something was different about me, he certainly didn’t seem to care.

The makeover began, much as it always did, with primer. I’d never heard of the brand that Mark pulled out of his case. And that felt like a surprise. I had years of intimate knowledge of makeup, thanks to too much time spent with Sarah.

This primer felt so smooth, almost as silky as the robe I was wearing. I couldn't help but smile at the feeling, and Mark smiled back.

“If you want any product recommendations, Katy, just let me know!” he said, as he began to apply foundation.

Before long, my face was coated in an equally as luxurious feeling foundation, and he had moved onto contouring. Mark had an additional stick to what I was usually used to. He had the standard light and dark highlighter and shadow, but he also had what he referred to as his ‘glow stick.’

This additional highlighter made my skin look like it was a source of light itself. It was a stick of pure sunshine that made me appear as if I was front and center of a movie. It was incredible.

I was nervous as he applied shadow along my hairline - wig line, rather - the same as Sarah always would. The wig had a small lace front section, which helped the hair look seamless with my actual scalp. But it only looked seamless when somebody wasn’t inches from my face.

But Mark just carried on regardless. He ran the dark stick right alongside the lace of the wig and blended it in without a single word or comment.

He applied some blusher, blended expertly into the glow stick, and moved his focus to my eyes. He told me what he was doing as he did so, using the peach dress and silver shoes as the inspiration for his palette.

Sarah had shown him the wedding colors days ago, and he had committed everything to memory and then to his makeup kit.

Before long, my eyelids were a deep peach, which blended out to the lighter colors. It somehow made my eyes look bigger than they ever had in my life. He complemented the eyeshadow with perfectly even eyeliner, bold mascara, and some subtle false eyelashes, that solely emphasized the outer limits of my eyes.

Finally, he moved onto my lips. He went for an almost bronze color, matching the dress, but not directly using the exact same color. His skill was impressive, as was his speed. My makeup looked better than it ever had and it barely took him more than a half hour.

The thought of the morning had previously filled me with dread. I had barely slept, for fear of waking up and having to face the day, but somehow, Mark had made it feel as if that was all for nothing.

It was like there was magic in his makeup. Like his tube of foundation was some kind of potion and the lipstick was charmed. I loved the feeling of having my makeup done.

Maybe it was the association I still felt with Sarah always doing it for me. Maybe it was that it did inspire some kind of confidence in me whenever I had my makeup done. Maybe it was just the feeling of the gentle massaging of beauty products as they were applied to my skin.

Whatever it was, and despite the horror of the day, despite all my fear and apprehension, I was happy. For the first time in days, I was happy. Sitting there with all of this makeup setting on my face, I was finally happy.

“Perfect. You’re perfect,” he announced, signaling that the look was complete.

“Thank you,” I said, admiring myself in the mirror.

I was beginning to feel better about myself and the situation I was in. The makeup was, if anything, a mask. Both a literal mask and, in its special way, a mask of confidence. With the makeover, I was that little bit more convinced that maybe, just maybe, I could get through the day unnoticed.

“Wait, don’t get ahead of yourself and thank me yet,” he said. “We’re not done.”

“What?” I asked, plainly.

“Hair, silly,” he replied.

He moved some things around in his mobile makeup station and emerged with three new tools. A hair brush, a pair of hair straighteners, and a hair curler.

My eyes suddenly widened. I was wearing a wig. How the hell was that going to fare against two different, extremely hot styling tools?

“Uh,” I began to say, not knowing how to phrase my concern without outright stating the problem.

“Everything okay?” Mark asked.

“It’s, uh,” I thought again for a moment. “My hair, it gets damaged kind of easy.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” Mark reassured me, “we’re not doing anything too drastic today. Sarah was after a hair-down kind of look for you girls. Shouldn’t need anything more than a low heat.’

With that disclaimer, he was off. He brought the brush to my hair. I had no idea what to do. I felt like I needed to hold my wig in place, to make sure he didn’t drag the whole thing off with a single tug of the hairbrush.

But there was no guarantee that he would yank my wig away, and grabbing onto the thing like it was about to come off, like it was a wig, was a guaranteed way to make him realize that I was hiding something.

But his brush was like water flowing through my hair. I glided like silk, without a single tug or pull on my wig. I tried to hide my relief as he worked the brush gently through my false hair, again and again, until he was satisfied with his work.

He fired up the straightener and ran it through my wig, with great care and caution. I kept expecting the fatal pull to come, a tug that would reveal my secret, but it never came. He had used the straightener on my whole wig without even a single slip of the fake strands on my head.

Next was the curler. With an equal amount of care and attention, he gently waved it through my wig, like a wizard casting a spell with his wand. I watched in rapt amazement in the mirror, as he delicately formed some little waves around my face, framing it perfectly, creating a slightly off center parting as he went.

In no time at all, my hair looked entirely different. He picked up the straightener again, and gathered a few select locks of hair. He pulled them back, straightening as he went, and pinned them against the side of my head. He held the hair in place with one hand and retrieved a little floral corsage with the other.

The corsage must have been attached to a little clip, as he used it to secure the hair in place. He did the same with the hair on the other side for symmetry, and locked in the final hairstyle. He had left me with a little crown of flowers.

“Aaaand, done,” he told me as pinned the last strand of hair in place.

I studied myself in the mirror, moving my head from side to side. I watched as my glistening makeup caught the light and my flawless hair made my facial features pop like it was under some kind of beautifying magnifying glass.

“I look incredible,” was my eventual response.

“Why thank you,” he said, dramatically putting his fingertips to his chest. “Couldn’t have done it without you.”

I laughed.

“Well, thank you, it’s the best I’ve ever looked.” I paused for a second. “I mean it, by the way, thank you. I was really worried about all this.”

“Don’t even mention it,” he replied. “Us girls have gotta stick together.”

He laughed at his own comment. I wondered if he meant what I thought he meant. But then I figured that maybe it didn’t matter. He must have known I was a guy but, if he didn’t care, that was the best possible outcome I could have hoped for. It was fantastic to have someone on my side at the wedding.

“Are you staying for the ceremony?” I asked.

“Katy, you could not pay me enough to stick around for this,” he told me. “I have to go to like five of these things a week. If I stuck around for each one then I wouldn’t look like this. I can’t control myself around wedding cake.”

I laughed. It was a shame to lose my one potential ally for the day but he played it off with just the right amount of humor.

He spoke again. “Just shine today, Katy. You’ve got this.”

I thanked him again. He told me he had to leave to do the next round of makeup and he let himself out.

This time, alone in my room, I felt a wave of confidence. I looked so good. I had never looked so good. It was incredible. I checked the time. I was due in Sarah’s bridal sweet in ten more minutes.

My sole thought was “fuck it.”

Maybe I was delirious from lack of sleep, maybe Mark’s glowstick was actually some kind of magic wand, or maybe I had simply given up and lost. Whatever it was, I was going to do it. I was going to go and be Sarah’s bridesmaid.

I went to the mirror and checked that I was as covered as I could be by the tiny dressing robe. And then it hit me. The wave of euphoria. Maybe it was simply the sleep deprivation finally catching up with me, but it was undeniable.

I was thrilled to see myself as Katy. It was the best I had ever looked. I hadn’t lied to Mark.

My makeup was stunning, my legs looked incredible in the high heels and the short robe. In my hotel room, alone and safe, I felt like a princess. It was a feeling that was better than anything I could ever experience as a man. Maybe I did want to be Katy. Maybe being her was right.

But that was a feeling that I could only hold onto internally. I still had to face the outside world. I had to share this look with everyone. That was when the feeling of euphoria came crashing down around me. Under the scrutinizing gaze of strangers, and Sarah’s friends from the bachelorette.

Other people’s eyes made me feel like an imposter. I could feel like a queen or a supermodel or a goddess when I was alone. I could feel even better when I was just with Sarah. But, the minute I was seen by anyone else, I was reduced to being just a man in a dress. That wasn’t the mindset I wanted to be in, to face the day.

I went to my hotel room door. I spent almost a minute staring through the peephole, making sure there were no signs of life in the corridor. I may have felt confident from Mark’s makeover but going out into a hotel corridor in just a dressing robe and heels was still a terrifying prospect, even at that early hour.

When I had decided that the coast was clear, I did it. I opened the door. The hallway was eerily quiet. I knew each room around me housed countless guests, all eagerly awaiting the wedding.

It felt like the whole hotel should have been a buzz of activity already but I could barely hear a thing.

Until my first step into the hallway.
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The noise came at once.

The hallway had a hardwood floor and I was wearing those silver satin high heels

My heel made contact with the wood with a cacophonous cracking noise, as if I had broken the very hotel itself. My toe landed after it like a shotgun blast, resonating through the building.

I stopped dead, crouched gently, and tried to move my other foot more lightly. The usual ‘click-tap’ noise from my high heels, the noise which I had learned to get used to and then learned to love over the years, was now more like a ‘bang-thud.’

The hallway was unforgiving.

Sarah’s room was only a few numbers higher than my own. She was on the same floor as me. Still, it seemed like miles away, with me making the noise I was. With me attracting the attention I was.

Each step banged and crashed like I was in some kind of cartoon but no step felt as if it brought me closer to Sarah. My confidence had been completely overridden by the fear that had emerged in the situation.

I imagined doors opening around me, to ask what the ruckus was. Or I pictured some angry hotel custodian telling me to keep it down, addressing with a stern ‘sir’ as they did so.

It never came. My hand was finally at Sarah’s door. I lifted my arm cautiously to knock, as if I hadn’t already been making enough noise to announce myself. I paused for a second, hearing faint murmurings from behind the door. Sarah wasn’t alone. I had to prepare myself for that, as well.

I had hoped it would just be the two of us. I knew that, obviously, it was her wedding day. We were never going to be alone. But I had still hoped that I would have had at least one moment, where it would have just been the two of us. It was entirely for my sake, for the fact that I needed her infectious enthusiasm and confidence, to be able to face the day. I didn’t know how else I would do it.

I knocked. It was gentle but, I hoped, loud enough to gain some attention. The murmuring behind the door stopped, so I knocked again. This time I could hear the faint noise of excitement in the room, a couple of high pitched muffled words, and then the sound of high heels on a carpeted floor.

Without any more warning than that, the door swung open, revealing to me Sarah and her bridal suite. She was almost the exact mirror image of me. Soft, angelic blond hair. The exact same dressing robe, showing off her elegant and long legs. A perfect professional makeover.

But there were differences, too. Her makeup was different. Her light, shiny eyelids blended with a smoky bronze towards her outer eyes. Her lips were a more natural color, but with a wet, glossy finish. Her blusher was slightly more bronze to match her eyes. And her eyelashes were huge. They looked incredible, like a single blink would cause a gust of wind which could blow me away.

And her shoes. She was wearing a pair of white, heeled sandals. They must have been four inch heels with around a one inch platform under the toes. A pair of nearly inch-wide straps crossed over her forefoot and were decorated with a bold, white bow of mesh material. They fastened around her ankle with a thin strap and a silver buckle.

I hadn’t realized how long I must have been staring until she finally spoke.

“Quick, then,” she laughed as she said it. “Before anyone sees me!”

Even in my fear of being seen in the corridor, Sarah’s radiant beauty had made me forget all about all of my feelings. There was only her.

“Sorry!” I hastily apologized as I followed her inside.

Sarah just laughed again.

“You look incredible,” I told her.

She looked back and smiled at me, her shiny lips glinting in the early morning light as she did.

“You, too,” she told me.

We looked at each other for a moment, before I remembered I had heard another voice before I knocked. We weren’t alone in the room. I glanced over Sarah’s shoulders and spotted a woman I had never seen before.

“Good morning,” I said to the mystery woman, hoping that Sarah would address that situation immediately.

“Morning,” the woman replied with an upbeat tone.

“Oh, sorry!” Sarah quickly interjected. “Liz, this is Katy. Katy, this is Liz. She’s doing our nails today.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” Liz said to me.

“Nice to meet you!” I replied.

Sarah raised her arms, showing me the backs of her hands. She wiggled her fingers, all but two of them painted. The painted nails were a glossy white, with a few of them studded with tiny, floral gems, which also caught the light as her fingers moved.

I couldn’t help but smile and she smiled back at me, warmly.

“You’re next. The other girls are still getting their makeup done, so they probably won’t be here for another twenty minutes,” she informed me.

“Oh, okay,” was my response, a mix of relief and nerves about how real everything was rapidly becoming.

“So, how are you feeling about today?” Sarah asked me.

I sat on the bed and I told her a watered down version of the truth. I told her I was nervous and she told me the same. I wasn’t entirely sure, in amongst her own wedding nerves, that she fully grasped that my nerves weren’t just traditional wedding day nerves. My nerves were because I was spending the day pretending to be a woman at a wedding. A wedding with hundreds of guests.

Being a boy, pretending to be a bridesmaid.

Still, I couldn’t help but ask Sarah more about her own nerves, as her last nail was painted. She was different from how she was when we were alone the night before. She didn’t use the word ‘scared.’ We certainly didn’t kiss. She was acting like things were more or less normal again.

I couldn’t help but worry, seeing these two sides of Sarah. Only one night before, she had seemed so different. So afraid of this wedding. That was her word, afraid. Now it was as if the conversation had never happened.

She could hide her true feelings so well. It hurt me to know that.

Still, we spoke about the wedding and then, to get her mind off of her nerves, we spoke about anything but. And then her nails were done.

“Your turn!” she excitedly told me.

“Ready?” Liz asked me, the first words she had spoken since our introduction.

“Ready,” I said, but didn’t necessarily mean.

Sarah and I swapped places. Sarah sat down on the bed and I sat in the dressing table chair she had risen from.

“Happy with this color?” Liz asked me, showing me a peachy pink that matched the dress and my eye makeup.

“I didn’t think I’d have any choice,” I said, maybe accidentally summing up my whole lived experience as Katy, over the whole course of my life.

Liz and Sarah both laughed.

“Good answer,” Liz told me, laughing again.

She put down the soft and girlish colored nail polish and took my hands. She placed them in a bowl of warm water on the table and told me to hold them there for a few minutes. I did as she asked. It was not something Sarah had ever made me do when she had painted my nails in the past.

After nearly five minutes, she took my hands out of the bowl, as if they were inanimate objects rather than part of my body. She patted them dry with a soft, plush towel, and placed them flat on the table.

Liz picked up a little tool, something I’d never seen before, and began to prod at my fingernails with it. Or, rather, the skin right at the top of my fingernails, where the nails started.

There was almost a sense of discomfort to it, as she prodded at me. I had no idea what she was doing, as she gently probed with the tool and prodded at the semicircle of skin she was attacking. I watched with genuine curiosity, until I eventually realized that Liz was pushing away the little thin layer of skin at the top of my nails.

“How are your cuticles looking?” Sarah asked.

She must have realized I had no idea what was happening. This must have been a standard affair for Liz and for Sarah but, for me, like most men, having your cuticles prodded and jabbed at was a novel experience.

“Uh, all good,” I replied.

“Yeah, you keep them well maintained,” Liz agreed.

I hadn’t realized that I kept my cuticles well maintained. It must have been sheer luck. Whatever it was, Liz was satisfied with her work after a very brief amount of prodding with her little stick thing. She put the tool down and pulled out a small block of what almost looked like very fine sandpaper.

Liz began to swipe at my fingernails with the block, first diagonally in one direction, and then diagonally in the opposing direction, like she was crosshatching with the rectangular implement she wielded. She gently filed the tips of my nails after she had finished working on the top of each.

It was at this point that I truly started to realize that this was not the same as any time Sarah had painted my nails before. This was professional, unsurprisingly, and felt a lot more serious. There felt like there was a sort of permanency to this. Liz was actively making changes to my hands, and it felt like I would never be able to hide the results. This felt like a problem, although I didn’t know what to do for a resolution.

While I was thinking, Liz had been making short work of my hands. She had buffed her tool over most of my nails and had started to wipe them with what appeared to be nail polish remover. Sarah started talking again and I was glad to have something to take my mind off of what was happening.

“How did you get on with Mark?” Sarah asked me.

I was kind of glad she asked. I wanted to thank her, in a way, for sending him to do my makeup. He had made the whole thing way less scary than I had expected it to be. I outright wanted to say something to the effect of “thank you for sending someone who didn’t out me,” but didn’t really know how to, with Liz in the room.

“He was really nice,” was all I settled for.

Liz had finished whatever she was doing to my nails. The ridiculousness of the situation once again returned to me in that moment. I was feeling grateful for Sarah sending someone over to do my makeup, so I could sit in her bridal suite with her, in a ‘Team Bride” dressing robe, as I got my nails done.

Was I grateful for any of that?

Liz picked up a bottle of nail polish, although not the color which she had shown me previously. This was clear. She unscrewed the cap, the tiny attached brush glistening with the translucent, gloopy liquid.

Sarah started telling me about how she had met Mark, at a convention for makeup artists, some time ago. They had hit it off immediately and shared work ever since, if one of them was offered a job but they were already booked elsewhere. They were like colleagues who had never actually worked together.

I was genuinely interested, and tried to ask some questions, but was distracted by Liz. She was expertly swiping the clear nail polish over each nail, leaving behind a sticky looking residue which began to harden before my eyes.

Sarah kept talking as the final nail was covered in the clear coating. Finally, after she was finished and she had put the cap back on the clear coat, she opened the peachy bottle she had initially showed me. It had only taken five steps to get there.

I did my best to listen to Sarah as Liz laid perfect strokes of the colored nail paint over each of my fingernails. She was so quick, each movement of the brush looking effortless but covering almost my whole nail. Sarah and I continued talking.

Suddenly, we were interrupted. There was a knock at the door. My heart exploded in rapid beating. I was barely sure why. I knew we wouldn’t be alone for long. I had just been told that the other girls - the actual girls, who were Sarah’s bridesmaids - would be joining us soon. Still, any disruption to the status quo, when I was dressed as a woman, was intensely terrifying.

Sarah opened the door and I could immediately hear the excited voice of Lucy from the corridor. The two of them greeted each other, told each other they looked beautiful, and then Lucy came inside, greeted me, and we told each other we looked beautiful as well.

Her makeup was flawless, clearly the work of Sarah’s team of professionals. She had on a dressing robe and pair of silver satin heels to match my own. Her legs looked fantastic.

It was always a strange experience, sharing a moment like that with a woman. ‘Beautiful’ was rarely a word I would attribute to myself, although I did feel it as Katy. It felt nice to hear. It was a little shot of confidence to start my day.

Still, I’d rather have had any of Sarah’s friends call me ‘handsome’ when I was Kyle.

Lucy and Liz said hi, as if they must have already been acquainted, and the conversation immediately exploded into excited talk about the wedding. Lucy thankfully brought a bubbly energy to the room that took my mind off of the process of having my nails painted, in a way which was beginning to feel irreversible.

The color had covered each of my nails. Liz had put away the peach bottle and had retrieved a new and somehow different clear bottle of nail polish. She covered each colored nail with the clear coating as Lucy and Sarah chatted excitedly in the background.

I was silent as I watched Liz work. A few more brush strokes from her, and she was done. My nails were a glossy, peachy pink.

I was about to take my hands away to study them, but Liz asked me to wait one more second. She began to massage a soft and expensive feeling moisturizer into my hands.

She held each of my hands in turn between hers, whilst she gently rubbed the cream into my skin. It felt oddly delightful. I had never had a hand massage before but I began to wonder why I had left it so long in my life. It’s not like I had to be Katy to have experienced it.

My peachy nails poked out from between Liz’s hands at times during the massage and they shimmered slightly as they did. They shone as if they were some kind of ripe fruit, glistening in a summer’s morning.

They looked beautiful.

It still didn’t mean I was happy with the fact I might not have ever been able to get them off.

“Done!” Liz announced cheerfully.

“Thank you,” I said, not really sure if I meant it but not necessarily wanting to be impolite either.

“You’re welcome,” she replied, then looked at me studying my new nails. “Now do you usually have gel nails?”

“No,” I told her, this time actually being able to say the truth.

“Okay, in that case, you’ll probably need to go to a salon to get them off when they start to grow out,” she explained.

“The salon?” I asked, unable to hide my surprise, maybe my fear.

The process hadn’t only felt irreversible, it had been irreversible! How was I going to go to a salon? Was I going to have to dress up as Katy, just to go to a salon to get my nails returned to normal, so that I could go back to living as a man? That was not something I was in any way prepared to do!

“Oh don’t worry,” she reassured me. “It’s not expensive or anything, it won’t take long.”

“Oh, thanks,” I said, as if she had put my fears aside entirely.

She had not.

“Right, Lucy, your turn,” Liz said.

With that, I was out of the chair and back on the bed next to Sarah and Lucy was in my previous place at the dressing table.

“How was that?” Sarah asked.

“Nice,” I lied.

I didn’t want to stress Sarah out. I didn’t want to tell her I was worried about never getting that nail polish off. That I was worried about having to go to work with my perfectly manicured and peachy nails. Or, even if I didn’t have to go to work with those cute pinkish nails, that I was worried just about having to go to a salon to get them nail polish off.

And I’d either have to go to a salon as Kyle, and try to explain that the peach gel nails were some kind of prank, or I’d have to get dressed up as Katy and go to a salon to get them off. I couldn’t tell which was a worse option.

I would have to figure that out some other time. Sarah had bigger concerns, I was sure. Especially if her comments from the night before, about Jackson and her fears, were still haunting her on the morning of her wedding.

We started talking again and things began to feel normal. They began to feel nice. I still felt Sarah wanted her mind off of things though, so we chatted about the regular things we would speak about on any other morning. Movies, books, what was going on in town. It was honestly nice. An oasis of calm in the madness that was presently both of our lives.

The morning continued and the rest of Sarah’s “team bride” arrived. First Alice, then Beth, both of them just as excited as Lucy when she had turned up. Their makeup was just as stunning as Sarah’s and Lucy’s. Well, and as stunning as mine, as well, but part of me didn’t want to consider that.

Their peachy eyes and radiant glows were the exact same as how Mark had left my face. They also sported the dressing robes and same high heels as me. The four of us looked like sisters.

That was a strange thought.

Admittedly, the feeling of excitement was infectious. Between the four of the girls, there was electricity in the air and they included me in that electricity, whether I wanted to feel it or not.

Before long, I did feel it. The three girls could not wait to be Sarah’s bridesmaids. They spoke as if it was the biggest honor of their lives. They were thrilled.

It was only at that moment that I realized it sort of was an honor for me, too. Much like the way I was probably one of the only men in the world who had ever been at a bachelorette party, I must have been one of the only men in the world to ever be a bridesmaid.

Well, maybe honor was a bit of an overstep. It was messed up and it was insane. But, still, it would have made a hell of a story. If there was absolutely anyone in the world who I was willing to tell it to.

After all of the girls had their nails attended to, Liz said her goodbyes and it was time for the main event. The dresses.

Sarah had opened the giant closet in the bridal suite and had revealed five gowns; the four bridesmaid dresses, and her own gorgeous white bridal dress.

“This is going to have to be a team effort,” she told us, as we first saw the dresses. “Not joking. I picked, like, the most difficult dress in the world to put on.”

I laughed and so did the other girls. There was a sense of panic in her voice, but her cute tone made it hard to take too seriously. She pouted at our response which only made us laugh more.

“Okay, we can help,” Lucy promised.

“Good, otherwise you’re off of team bride,” Sarah replied.

With no other warning than that, Sarah took her dressing robe off and hung it from a spare hanger in the closet. She stood before us in nothing but her underwear. It was white lace, a matching bridal bra and panties, all intricate floral details and sexy design.

It finally hit me, at that moment, an intense feeling of jealousy. It was a feeling that had otherwise, somehow been pushed down, in amongst the madness of the day. In amongst my fear and confusion and nerves, I had forgotten to be jealous.

But I was. I was so jealous of Jackson. Jealous wasn’t even a strong enough word. I hated Jackson. This version of Sarah, her in her bridal underwear, I wished that it could have all been for me.

I should have been seeing her in this. I had always dreamed of this being our wedding. Of the two of us spending the rest of our lives together.

I couldn’t even take in her beauty, her incredible figure and flawless looks. All I could see was what I had lost. All I could see was my future without Sarah.

This was it. It was over.

The girls were immediately on their feet. Sarah was retrieving the wedding dress from the closet and Lucy, Alice, and Beth were all hands on deck to make sure she was going to be perfect for her big day.

I stood up, dutifully, with much less enthusiasm than the others. Thankfully, their positive energy more than made up for my negativity, completely masking my reluctance to be a part of the scene.

I didn’t do much to aid the proceedings. I more or less just watched as the girls helped Sarah into her wedding dress. It took a few minutes but, before long, she was ready. More than ready. She was perfect. Her body was hugged effortlessly by the dress, the bold train around her like fresh snow in a fantasy midwinter.

The girls all began to chirp and enthuse over how Sarah looked, telling her she looked perfect, and how she was the most beautiful bride ever.

And they were right.

It broke my heart how right they were. Sarah looked incredible.

I told her how incredible she looked, masking the sadness in my voice under a fake sheen of enthusiasm. She thanked me.

With Sarah ready, it was our turn. One by one, we helped each other into our bridesmaid dresses, the peach fabric billowing around each of us. Eventually, the five of us all but stood in a pool of white and pinkish tulle and lace, which surrounded us on the floor.

The girls were all ecstatic. I was not. The dress was sealed up behind my back, sealing my fate with it.

I was about to be Sarah’s bridesmaid.

I was about to lose her forever.
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There was more preparation and excitement in Sarah’s room but I felt as if it was all washing over me. I felt like I was a passive observer in my own body. I was unable to shape, in any way, the course of events that were happening around me.

Sarah opened a bottle of sparkling wine, despite the early hour, and each of us took a glass and shared a cheers for Sarah and her wedding. That was the only positive thing. I hoped that maybe some alcohol would dull my emotions as it had in the bridal store. I hoped that maybe I could drift from the situation entirely.

It was impossible, though. There was no aspect of what was happening that wasn’t a pure and unavoidable reminder of where I was and what I was doing.

Before long, I was greeted with another surprise. A photographer arrived. I had no idea why I had not considered photography to be a possibility at a wedding.

It was a wedding. What wedding didn’t have photography? The bachelorette had been fine, Sarah had imposed a no-cellphones rule, but that clearly wouldn’t apply on one of the most important public events of her entire life.

I once again was stuck as a passive observer. What else was I to do? I couldn’t rightfully say “no photos, thank you.” What excuse could I give? That I was camera shy? That I was a man in a dress and I didn’t want there to be a public record of that?

It would have been a fair excuse, I supposed, but not one I wanted to give.

We were given poses and provided orders in which to stand, and told things to say, and shown ways to hug one another. I dutifully did each. I had no idea what else to do. I simply did as I was commanded and then dreaded the end results.

Eventually, the early morning photoshoot was over. I thought I did a convincing job of looking happy in each picture. I just hoped that I wasn’t ruining the photos for Sarah and the girls. I also hoped the photos would somehow never come to find the light of day.

Being at the wedding was one thing, being seen by all of these strangers in fleeting glances and brief looks. But being in a photo that would be kept for all time, probably in a photo book on Sarah’s coffee table, was different.

Anybody could stare at those photos for as long as they wanted. They could stare at my face on a page and see through the false face of Katy. They could see Kyle’s features poking through. This was an eternal chance for somebody to realize what I had done.

I couldn’t tell if the end of the shoot was a relief or not. I was obviously glad to not have any more permanent records made of my time as Katy, but the end of the photos signaled only one thing.

The start of the wedding.

Over the course of everyone getting their makeup and nails done, getting dressed, sharing some wine, and taking photos, the morning had disappeared. It was nearly 11am. It was nearly time for the ceremony.

Lucy snapped into action. Much like with the bachelorette, she was all business when it was needed.

“Ladies,” she addressed the group of us, “we need Sarah at that altar ASAP.”

I always enjoyed that theatrical and dramatic side of Lucy when she took charge. For me, the day was feeling more like a horror than a drama, but the touch of comedy from Lucy sure was a relief. I almost felt normal for a second.

Or, as normal as I could feel, under a pound of makeup and stuffed into a bridesmaid dress, waiting to watch the woman of my dreams get married to the man of my nightmares. Things were not normal.

Lucy paraded us out of the room, our high heels a maelstrom of noise on the wooden floor in the corridor. She took charge as if she was taking part in some kind of military exercise, having us surround Sarah and keep watch from all angles, to make sure nobody would see her before the big moment.

We made our way as a group along the hall and down the stairs. I glimpsed out the window and could see the courtyard. The law had been dressed beautifully, all white archways with flower arrangements and rows of seats wrapped in white ribbons.

Guests had already packed the seating. It looked to be over a hundred people out there, waiting for Sarah to make her way down the aisle.

Then I saw him. Jackson. He was standing at the altar already, awaiting his bride.

Even from inside the hotel, I could sense an arrogant impatience about the way he stood. He waited at the altar, tapping a foot, wearing his mint green, linen suit. His white shirt showed from beneath it, without a tie, and it was unbuttoned enough to reveal far too much of his chest. It was like he was dressed for a casino rather than his own wedding. It was almost embarrassing to see.

Not that I was in any position to judge, I realized, considering my outfit for the wedding. For his wedding.

We continued our march down the stairs, towards a side door that came out behind the courtyard. We reached the door and I could see a huge stretch of sandy coloured walkway, laid out so the women in their high heels didn’t get caught in the stones of the driveway, or the grass of the lawn. So I didn’t get caught in my high heels.

Lucy had us all stop, and made Sarah wait out of sight, as she stepped out of the building first. I heard her say something to some people out of sight, before she came back in and ushered us out of the building one by one. She led the way, followed by Alice, then me, then Beth, with Sarah being the last out.

I also didn’t know why I hadn’t considered this aspect either but, being a bridesmaid also meant another thing. Walking down the aisle. Walking down the aisle with a groomsman.

The sight of the men outside of the door of the building surprised me so much that it scared me half to death. Five men stood there, four of whom I had never met before and one I had.

The four new men looked like carbon copies of Jackson, all giant guys in their mint suits and no ties. They must have been Jackson’s friends, but I figured they could have just as easily been four random men from a local gym, who were most able to put up with Jackson and his boorish ways.

The last man was Sarah’s stepfather, Kevin. With Sarah’s biological father never around as a child, her stepfather had the honor of walking her down the aisle.

He was a man who had entered late in her life, mercifully after I had stopped being Katy in Sarah’s home, but he had fit in perfectly. I had always been so happy for Sarah when Kevin had married Sarah’s mom. I always felt she deserved a man like him in her life.

One of the Jackson clones linked arms with Lucy and it shattered my positive thoughts, which had suddenly appeared in the moment. It dawned on me what was happening. One of these identikit meatheads was going to link arms with me and walk me down the aisle.

I wanted to run away. More than anything, I wanted to be out of there. I could not picture anything lower, more embarrassing, than what was about to happen. I was about to be walked down the aisle by this groomsman, as I wore a peach bridesmaid dress and a pair of silver satin high heels.

I was about to watch the woman I loved get married to the man I hated. And I was about to do it with a professional makeover, a blond wig, and a smile.

Before I had any way of formulating a way out, a huge, muscle bound arm, wrapped around my own. His bicep felt as if it locked onto my skinny upper arm, almost forcing my own arm to fold around his, limply.

“Tom,” the man said politely, smiling at me as he worked himself around my arm.

It came as no surprise to me that Jackson’s friends had monosyllabic names. Anything more would have likely come as a challenge to him.

“Katy,” I said back, equally as politely, wishing I had a way to work myself out of his arm.

“How do you know Sarah?” he asked me.

“Trampolining,” I said, trying to remember the lie. “When we were kids.”

“Ah, cool!” he said enthusiastically. “You’re into fitness?”

“Not so much any more,” I admitted, considering in that moment, the size of his arm and my arm, his masculine structure and my decidedly much more feminine frame.

“Ah, shame,” he said. “I know Jackson from the gym.”

I almost laughed. I couldn't believe it. Finally, something from the day I could enjoy.

The moment was brief, however, as Lucy was back in action. Music had sounded from the lawn and Lucy had told us to walk. Nobody dared argue.

Lucy and her man led the way, then Alice and hers, me and Jackson’s gym rat, Beth and her assigned groomsman, and then Sarah and her stepfather.

My heart started to beat faster and faster. The nearer we approached to the rear of the wedding crowd, all of them now on their feet in anticipation of the arrival of Sarah, the more the fear gripped me. There was no part of my body that didn’t feel it. I had begun to shake, almost feeling faint.

Tom, my partner groomsman, must have felt it. He pulled me ever so slightly closer to him, taking some of my weight as he did so, and placed his other hand on my upper arm by way of support.

“Are you okay?” he whispered as we walked.

“Just nervous,” I admitted.

“You’re doing great,” he replied. “Just put one foot in front of the other and we can both make it through this.”

I let out a quiet laugh. He actually seemed quite nice. I had maybe been too quick to judge him. It took my mind off of things for a brief second, and it was just enough for me to step my first foot onto the aisle, between the rows and rows of chairs and wedding guests.

My silver high heel landed on the aisle. I looked up and saw Jackson at the end, looking my way. It was happening. I was being walked down the aisle of a wedding by a man. That was it, the absolute most embarrassing moment of my life. I could now pinpoint it at the exact moment that it happened.

Tom walked me down the aisle, following Lucy and Alice, the pathway under my feet feeling soft under my silver satin shoes.

Hundreds of eyes were on me as I walked. I could feel them boring into me, scrutinizing my walk and my makeup and my wig. One of them had to have seen through it, my disguise. One of them had to know I was the odd one out of the bridal party.

I could only make out one single face in the crowd that stood out to me. It was Jess. The one girl at the bachelorette who for sure knew I was a man in a dress. She smiled at me in a look that almost spoke pride. I didn’t know whether it inspired within me a sense of comfort or abject terror.

I began to shake again and Tom patted my arm gently. He looked at me and I looked at him. He was smiling, gently. A sympathetic smile, as if to say “it’s scary but you can do it.” I wanted more than anything to believe him. I kept looking at him as we walked, so I didn’t have to look at any of the countless guests staring my way.

We neared the end of the aisle. I watched as Lucy and her partner reached the front, separated their arms, and sat on their respective sides of the wedding. Beth and her man did the same, and then Tom released me so I could sit with the girls.

I breathed a sigh of relief as it happened. I had done it. It was honestly one of the hardest moments of my life, the walk down the aisle feeling like an eternity. But it was over. I sat down in my seat and shrunk down, wishing myself out of existence.

Beth sat next to me and the four of us watched as Sarah arrived. She kissed her stepfather on the cheek and he went to his seat, leaving just Sarah, Jackson, and the officiant standing at the altar as the crowd all sat.

With everyone back in their chairs, there was a silence in the air. Almost an exaggerated stillness. We were outside but there was no wind. Not a bird chirping. Nothing other than the faint trickle of water from the central fountain. I had never felt such a quietness in my entire life.

The officiant spoke, breaking the quiet.

“Family and friends of the bride and groom, thank you so much for being together with us on this most special of days. We are gathered here to celebrate the beautiful and eternal love of Sarah and Jackson, by witnessing their union in holy matrimony.”

His voice was clear and carried over the crowd, all rapt with anticipation. He kept speaking and his words became distant to me, washing over me but without being understood or heard. Sarah and Jackson were getting married. That was all that mattered. The words meant nothing.

It was happening.

I sat and let the words carry on by me. The ceremony proceeded, the officiant continuing his preamble and description of a love that I wished could have been mine. He eventually stopped to allow Sarah's stepfather and then Lucy both say some words and complete a reading.

My only relief, sitting in that chair, was that Sarah hadn’t asked me to complete a reading. I wasn’t sure that the Katy voice would have carried me through a whole ceremony speech. More than that, I couldn't picture anything worse than having to act upbeat and happy about her wedding in front of an entire crowd.

The officiant resumed speaking. He asked Jackson a series of questions regarding his love for Sarah and about his unwavering support for her. At one point, he replied to a question with the phrase “of course,” rather than “I do,” garnering a small chuckle from a small part of the audience, but no such positivity from Sarah.

Sarah was asked a mirror of the questions. She gave her affirmative responses, each “I do” taking her forever further from me. I found it hard to stomach, hearing her pledge her love to him. After everything she had said about her fears and worries and the way Jackson had been acting. It broke my heart.

They spoke their vows. Sarah said beautiful words about a future together. A future with children and happiness and dreams coming true. Jackson somehow managed to also string together a sentence of original thoughts.

Maybe that was too generous. He’d probably taken his vows from a TV show.

When they had finished their vows, one of Jackon’s groomsmen stood up. It was the man who had walked the aisle with Lucy. He was holding a pair of ring boxes. They signified the sealing of my fate, the casting of Sarah out of my life.

“These rings signify the sealing of love between Sarah and Jackson,” the officiant spoke, contrary to my own thoughts on the situation. “These wedding bands are a symbol of your love. When you feel them on your fingers, feel them as the love you feel for each other. Feel them as the promises you have made and the lives you will build together. Feel them as an eternal promise of love and of faithfulness and of life forever after.”

The officiant guided them in placing the rings partly on each other’s fingers, ready to finalize proceedings, before speaking again.

“Ladies and gentlemen, family and friends, the moment we have all gathered her for is almost finally upon us. But I must ask one final question,” he looked across the crowd. “Does anybody here know of any legal reason why these two should not be lawfully wed? If so, speak now, or forever hold your peace.”

I hadn’t been to a wedding since I was a kid. It was a family wedding, my aunt’s, I thought. I didn’t really remember the ins or outs or the formalities or the things the officiant said.

That was one thing I almost hadn’t expected entirely. I, for some reason, thought that the chance to object was something solely from movies and TV shows. I didn’t expect to have the chance to object.

I thought about it. I thought about all of the things I wanted to say. All the things I wished I could say. “Jackson’s cheating on Sarah!” I imagined yelling at the top of my lungs as I stood and pointed him out, the villain he was.

No, I didn’t have any proof of that. Even Sarah didn’t have any proof and she was the one who first said she thought he was cheating on her. Again.

Besides, Jackson already hated Kyle, as he’d blamed me for getting caught cheating the first time. If he hated Katy, as well, then there was no chance of any version of me ever seeing Sarah again. Not that it felt like there was much chance of that anyway.

I thought again. I thought I could have professed my love for Sarah. Finally said it then and there in front of everyone, some grand romantic gesture. But it wouldn’t have been. It wouldn’t have been romantic. It would have looked like the manic actions of Sarah’s crazy friend who nobody but her knew. I would have been kicked out of the venue.

My internal fantasies had gone on too long. I had missed my one final chance to do something. It felt like the story of my life.

“Then, by the power vested in me, I pronounce you husband and wife,” the officiant spoke as the two of them pushed the rings onto their partner’s fingers. “Congratulations, I speak for all of us here when I say I wish you a long and happy life together. You may kiss.”

He had not spoken to me. I couldn’t bring myself to watch. The lawn full of people exploded into applause and cheers. I could only look down at my own hands as I clapped, like some kind of robot, programmed to do what was expected of a woman at a wedding.

That was it.

Sarah was gone.
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I wanted to run away. I wanted so much to leave and never come back. Leave behind the wedding. Leave behind Jackson. Leave behind Katy. But I couldn’t. I was there. I was trapped in this perpetual hell.

Jackson and Sarah were walking arm in arm down the aisle and Lucy and her groomsman stood to follow. I realized I was going to be expected to do the same and, in no time at all, I was walking arm in arm with Tom once again.

I felt he said something to me, in amongst all of the cheers and applause from the crowd, but I didn’t hear him. I was numb. I could barely even hear the clapping.

We were led by Sarah and Jackson to a smaller garden area, a beautiful green space with flowers and trees and ornate looking tables. The tables were covered in glasses of wine and buckets of beers and trays of fancy looking party snacks. Barely any table surface was visible beneath the over-the-top spread.

“Help yourself,” Jackson loudly announced to the guests who were filtering into the space, as he had abandoned Sarah immediately to grab a beer from a bucket.

He and his groomsmen all gathered immediately to retrieve a beer together in a circle. I watched as Jackson took his friends’ beers one by one and pierced a hole near the base of the can with his key. I was in disbelief. He was going to shotgun a beer on his wedding day. Moments after he had got married!

I wasn’t the only one watching. A small group of guests had spotted what was happening. I looked to Sarah as they all put the pierced hole of the cans to their mouths, and cracked the tops. She did not look impressed even one bit.

The men finished their beers and began a round of cheers and high fives. It was like watching cavemen discover fire. They were thrilled with themselves.

I did all I could think to do. I took a glass of sparkling wine. I wanted something stronger. Way stronger. Maybe I even wanted to shotgun a beer. Although the image probably would have seemed off. The bridesmaid in her billowing peach dress and perfect blond hair, holding a near explosive can of beer to her mouth and blasting the contents down her throat.

I took the wine and noticed all eyes were on Jackson and his cronies, so I did something I had never done before. I drank the glass of wine in one. I hid the empty glass at the back of all of the full glasses and took a fresh glass and returned to the crowd.

The other bridesmaids had taken Jackson’s boys ceremony as a signal to go and crowd Sarah. I followed their lead, cautiously walking across the grass in my high heels.

It was not something I had ever done before, the combination of grass and heels. I was worried with each step, feeling the minor undulations of the soil beneath my feet, nervous that a dip or a bump would be enough to topple me over.

Mercifully, I made it back. The girls were all congratulating Sarah, so I joined in. After the bubbly conversation and well wishes died down, Alice turned her attention to me.

“You’ve got wine already?” she asked, semi rhetorically. “That’s our girl. I’m getting some!”

Beth and Lucy agreed with her suggestion, Lucy telling Sarah that she’d get her a glass. It left Sarah and I alone for a sweet but brief moment.

I used the time to tell her that I was happy for her. And then I told her I loved her. It was too late, but I was still glad that I said it.

“I love you, too,” she said back, smiling. “More than you know.”

I didn’t know what she meant by it. I wanted to ask but the other girls had already returned with the wine.

“Party’s started,” Lucy said, matter of factly.

I appreciated her sense of humor, in that moment more than ever. I laughed, for what felt like the first time in a while. It felt good, the short distraction from the reality of the situation.

The moment didn’t last long, however. The photographer had reappeared.

“All right,” she said, with no other words of introduction. “Bridal party first, let’s go.”

She summoned us like we had been drafted to war. The five of us were all taken out of the crowd and to a quieter corner of the garden, where we were told what to do. Photo after photo, we were told how to stand and how to pose and where to look and what word to say that was for some reason supposed to be funny.

The true humiliation, if the first round of photos wasn’t enough, came when the groomsmen were invited to join the photos as well. The serious photos, the wedding portraits, came and went. It was time for the “funny ones.”

Each pose was more degrading than the last. First, Tom had to hold my arm, as I was made to pretend to try and fight free from him. I was to pretend I was trying to beat the other girls, each also trying to escape their groomsmen, to catch the bouquet that Sarah was throwing.

Next, he had to hold me in his big arms as I and all of the other bridal and groom party watched the two of them kiss for the camera. The last thing I wanted was to watch them kiss. But I had to, for the photo. I couldn’t look away. The humiliation of being held by this man almost paled in comparison to watching the woman I loved kissing her new husband.

Finally, each bridesmaid had her turn being held up by Jackson and the group of groomsmen. The men all held out their arms for Lucy to lie flat across them for a photo, Sarah at the end having to pose as if she found the scene to be the most outrageous thing she had ever seen.

I watched on with dread as first Lucy, then Beth, then Alice, all took their turns to lie on the bed of the men’s arms. I knew there was only one way for things to go. I was going to have to take my turn.

The time came. I was summoned. I had to go to the end of the line of men, the other bridesmaids already all laughing merrily at the scene, as they had just endured it themselves. I had to lean into the groomsman at the end, the name of whom I still hadn’t bothered to learn, and I was moved into position by the five giant pairs of arms that were to support me.

I tried to prepare myself, to brace myself to look happy in the photo. I was positioned by the men, as if I was some kind of inanimate object. I was aligned at the center of them all.

And then it happened again.

Jackson was in the middle of the lineup of groomsmen who were supporting me. I was already in place, I didn’t need to be moved any more. Regardless, I felt Jackson’s hand come out from beneath me, leaving me supported with only his left arm.

Then, undeniably, his free right hand reached up and planted onto my butt cheek! I felt as he gently pinched my butt and then returned his arm under me as if nothing happened. I used all of my focus and attention to make sure I didn’t break character. That my smile and happy eyes didn’t waver. But I knew it had happened!

Jackson had touched my butt again!

I wanted nothing more than to look back. To confront him, or tell Sarah, but the photographer gave me no chance. She told me to smile and told Sarah to look like she was yelling at the men to put me down. If only she had known how right she would have been to do so.

The photo was taken, forever leaving me evidence to commemorate the most humiliating day of my life. I wished for some kind of act of god to destroy that camera but I doubted it would ever come. The deal was done.

The bridal party was sent out of the area for the groomsmen’s photos and I could not have been more happy for it to be over.

The reemergence of Katy had led to some beautiful moments, over the past months. I had experienced moments between me and Sarah that I never would have expected in a million years.

But the same months had also provided me with lows that I never would have expected in a billion years. It was hard to say if any of it had been worth it.

The girls all resumed their excited chatter and I excused myself to get another glass of wine. It was at that moment that I was scared out of my skin by a gentle touch on the back of my arm.

I immediately wheeled around on one of my silver block heels, my heart in my throat, and I was met face to face with Jess.

The one other person at the wedding who knew my secret.
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I didn’t know what to think. Why she had approached me or what she wanted. I didn’t know if her kindness at the bachelorette was just an act and she had waited for this moment, for this bigger audience, to out me as Kyle to the whole world.

My eyes widened and Jess must have seen it immediately.

“Oh god, sorry!” was the first thing she said. “Did I scare you?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, still not sure of her intentions.

“Sorry!” she repeated. “I didn’t mean that!”

“It’s okay,” I offered, slightly cagily.

“How are you doing, Katy?” she asked me.

The sound of her saying my name, but knowing that she knew I was secretly Kyle, left me with an odd feeling. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d only said it because she knew my secret.

“Uhh, I’m okay,” I said, still trying to figure her out.

“You sure?” she asked me.

“Yeah, why?” I asked by way of reply.

“Well it’s…” she paused and looked around.

I followed her lead. There was nobody near us. All of the wedding crowd had broken off into little clusters and groups, and each were minding their own business. She started talking again.

“Look, I was worried about you,” Jess told me. “You looked a little nervous and I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

I was amazed I only looked a little nervous to her. It felt like a hell of an understatement.

“You wanted to make sure I was okay?” I repeated, dumbfounded and in disbelief that those could be her true intentions.

“Yeah!” she insisted. “Look, I know we didn’t used to be great friends at school or anything but I really like you, Katy.”

“Th-thank you,” I hesitantly offered.

“Do you want to go somewhere quiet to talk for a minute?” she asked.

“I, uh.”

I thought for a second. Jess seemed like she was being genuine. And if she was, then she was the one true friend I had at the whole wedding.

If she knew who I really was and, therefore, how I was really feeling, I could actually talk to her. I could talk to her about how scared I was. And how I felt about Sarah marrying Jackson.

I needed her.

“Yes,” I said. “Please.”

“Let’s go,” she said, lightly taking my forearm and leading me towards the ornate building, each of us with a glass of sparkling wine in our hands.

Inside, we found a giant, ornate couch. It was a huge maroon colored thing with dark wooden legs and swirling wood features which formed the arms at the sides. We both flopped onto it in turn, me feeling grateful for the couch taking the weight off of my high heels. I’d been having a tough time trying to navigate the grassy reception area for so long.

“So,” Jess started again. “How’s it going?”

“I don’t know,” I told her truthfully.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“It’s, like. I don’t know, it’s all of this. It’s all of the people and the photographs and it’s… I don’t know, it’s a lot.”

I felt like I had said a lot of words but I wasn’t sure if I’d actually said much of anything at all.

“I get you,” Jess mercifully replied. “I’m not surprised! This must be a crazy day for you. And obviously it’s not like Sarah can always be there for you today.”

She had more or less got it in one.

“Yeah,” I said. “Am I being selfish for thinking that?”

“Of course not!” she insisted. “This must be terrifying. But you’re so brave for being yourself today.”

“Th-thank you,” I said.

I didn’t entirely mean it. I wasn’t being myself. I was being anything but. Regardless, her sentiment was nice. Her heart was in the right place and, again, it was good to have somebody on my side. Every other aspect of the day had felt like it had been conspiring against me from the start.

“How are you?” I asked her, not quite sure what else to say.

“Yeah, I’m fine, don’t worry about me,” she replied.

“How do you feel about the wedding, though?” I said, not sure if I was making small talk or going somewhere with my question.

“Yeah, it’s very pretty. And you’re doing a great job, you should be proud of yourself.”

I smiled, she was being very sweet.

“But, like,” I thought for a second about what I actually wanted to ask. The question which had been burning in me. “What about Sarah and Jackson getting married.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

I was worried I’d overstepped the mark, by asking.

“I need to tell you something,” I said.

I wasn’t sure if it was the four glasses of wine I’d already had or some new courage that Jess had inspired within me, but I told her.

“Jackson touched my butt,” I blurted her. “When we were taking photos. And I think it was deliberate. No, I know it was deliberate.”

She looked at me gravely.

“He’s done that to me before, too,” she admitted, with an edge of discomfort to her voice. “When I was at Sarah’s house one time. He hugged me and touched my butt.”

“Should we tell her?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I want to but also I don’t. I don’t know if it’s my place to do it, or how I would do it. It’s a lot,” she agreed.

“I get it,” I agreed. “But I don’t know if he’s good for her, you know?”

“I know,” she echoed. “But then maybe there’s a side of him that we don’t know. Maybe there’s a reason she loves him. There must be a reason she married him, that outweighs that side of Jackson that we’ve seen. It’s not really our place to judge. Especially not today.”

I went quiet. Unfortunately, as much as I hated to admit it, she was completely right. Maybe there was something to Jackson that I didn’t fully understand. From the moment he started dating Sarah, I saw him as some kind of enemy. I was in a rivalry with Jackson that he didn’t even know existed.

I’d painted him as a villain, out of my own jealousy.

And even if there wasn’t something nice about him, Sarah and Jackson’s wedding day wasn’t the day to talk ill of him. As much as I wanted to.

I felt as if I had suddenly witnessed myself and my thoughts about Sarah and Jackson, for what they truly were, and I didn’t like what I was seeing.

“You’re right,” I admitted. “I’m sorry, I think I just have a lot on my mind right now, I didn’t mean to drag you down into it.”

“Katy, don’t worry! I get it! Well, obviously I don’t get it, I won’t pretend I can imagine it or really understand how a day like today must make you feel. I don’t know,” Jess paused and put a hand on my arm. “ I’m saying this wrong. What I’m trying to say is that I’m here for you.”

“Thank you, Jess,” I said. “It honestly really means a lot.”

There was silence between us for a few moments. I sipped my wine. So did Jess. She glanced around our still otherwise vacant room.

“So is this, like, the maddest day of your life?” she asked me.

I laughed.

“That about sums it up,” I told her.

“Are you having fun, at least?” she said.

I thought about it for a second.

“I’m honestly not sure,” I told her, truthfully.

She looked hurt for a moment.

“Really? What’s wrong?”

“It’s-” I tried to think of a way to aptly summarize things. “Can I be honest with you?”

“Of course!” she replied, her hand on her chest.

“It’s, like, confusing. Being Katy. I feel like I’m having some sort of permanent identity crisis.”

“Like you’re living some kind of double life?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I agreed, for lack of a better description.

“Which is the real one?” she asked.

I was immediately about to reply with ‘Kyle,’ but for some reason found myself hesitating. It felt like a clear cut question, and one that I realistically could have given an honest answer to with Jess.

But I took stock. I thought about my two lives, Katy’s and Kyle’s. It was silly to compare the two, in a way. Katy’s was barely a life, it was a costume I wore from time to time, at the behest of Sarah. But maybe there was more to it than that.

As Kyle, I had a well paid but pretty dull job. I had a nice apartment with neighbors whom I had all but never met. I had a handful of friends. But the most important of those friends, Sarah, was drifting further from Kyle than ever. Not even because of Katy, either. That was all Jackson’s doing.

Or my own doing.

Being Katy was pure fantasy. She didn’t have to work and her apartment was paid for by Kyle. But the parts of it that were real - making friends with Sarah’s girls, being a vital part of her life, having honest to god fun together in ways that we hadn’t in years - those were some of the best things to have happened to me in…

Well, I had no idea how long.

“I don’t know,” I finally replied, thinking again for a second. “Katy’s has been more fun, though”

“Then fuck it!” she said. “Don’t worry about the real one. Worry about the fun one. What’s more real in life than fun anyway?”

I laughed.

“I don’t have an answer for that.”

“Good, because I can’t really justify it either,” she said. “But focus on that! I fully get that you’re scared today - I totally get that - but don’t forget to have fun.”

It seemed like an obvious comment but, for some reason, it resonated with me. I hadn’t had any fun. I had spent half the time worrying about who would realize that I was secretly Kyle, and the other half I was busy wallowing in self pity about Sarah marrying Jackson.

And that was pathetic.

I finally admitted it to myself, it was pathetic that I was so upset about Sarah marrying Jackson. I thought of Sarah as my best friend and, if I actually meant that, then I should have been happy for her in her life. Even in times like this where I didn’t get what I wanted. I had to be happy for her and I had to be my own person, Katy or Kyle.

“This is going to sound stupid,” I finally told her, “but I had kind of forgotten.”

“Then let’s have fun!” she said, as if it was the most simple thing in the world.

But maybe it was. Well, more than ‘maybe.’ It definitely was. Having fun was something Katy had excelled at the other week, at the bachelorette party. She had been the center of attention at times, she’d made friends with everyone there.

I had done those things. I was Katy.

“Let’s have fun!” I echoed, suddenly filled with some newfound confidence that had been lost over the course of the wedding weekend.

Jess grinned at me and held her glass out for me to clink mine against. She started speaking as if it was a toast.

“You look gorgeous, your dress is sexy beyond belief, your heels are stunning, you could have anything you want today! This is all about you,” she paused for a second. “Don’t tell Sarah I said that.”

“Thank you,” laughed.

“Don’t even mention it, Katy. Want to sit in here for a little longer before we face the outside world again?”

I didn’t. I was ready. I was hugely grateful for Jess taking time out to look after me the way she had. She was the only thing that felt like a sense of stability in the wedding.

When we returned outside, it was as if we hadn’t been missed at all. Nobody had even realized we were going through a life-affirming heart-to-heart just out of earshot.

The drinks had clearly been flowing freely, as I was fairly certain Jackson had undone an extra shirt button. He was louder than when we had left. He had his arm around Sarah, leaving me still a little unwilling to try and talk to her. I was suddenly even more glad I had Jess with me.

Jess introduced me to some people she knew. For the first time in the day, I was excited. I was excited to talk to these people and get to know somebody new. Not least as it would have got my mind out of the rut of negative thinking I had got myself in over Sarah and Jackson.

Hearing some positivity about the day was something I needed. I had to latch on to some positive energy.

Things went well. Jess’s friends were funny and talkative, meaning I didn’t actually have to do much of the speaking. Plus, they were hugely complimentary about my bridesmaid’s dress and makeover.

It was weirdly comforting, having them talk that way to me. It again made me feel that maybe, just maybe, I was going to be able to get through the rest of the day after all.

I still couldn’t help but find it funny to think that all of those people were going to meet Katy, only for her to disappear from existence entirely the very next day.

“Food!” Jackson abruptly and very loudly announced over the chattering crowd.

I was certain that it was probably somebody else’s job to announce that it was time for the wedding meal. Ideally, somebody more subtle than Jackson. Regardless, he had done it, and the crowd had started to heed his words.

A general shuffling began, people following Jackson towards a grand entrance to the wedding reception building. It was the first time in the day that I had realized that I hadn’t actually eaten anything. In amongst waking up feeling sick to my stomach and then spending the whole rest of the day fretting about the wedding, I hadn’t eaten a thing.

If it wasn’t for the boa-constrictor tight bodice of the dress I was wearing, crushing my internal organs, I probably would have been starving.

Over the course of a few minutes, everybody filtered into a large dining room. The space was formed with ornate white-washed wood paneled walls, and chandeliers dangling from the ceiling in seemingly every possible space.

There was a giant board, white with an intricate border made of cut flowers, each in peach and pink hues. The board had a list of the tables and the people to be sat at each. Jess and I scoured the endless list, before I spotted myself at the very first table listed.

I was at a table called “Chrysanthemum,” and Jess had found herself at a table called “Azalea.” Each table had a name of a different flower. It was kind of cute, and very clearly the work of Sarah. She loved details like that. I, however, didn’t love being split off from Jess. I had finally found my groove in the otherwise tense day. I was sad to lose her so soon.

“I’ll see you after the meal!” she told me with enthusiasm I could not match.

“See you,” I replied.

I studied the names on the list of my table. I had four names I recognized. My own - or, rather, Katy - Lucy, Alice, and Beth. And then there were three names that I didn’t recognize, and one that I really hoped that I didn’t recognize. Marcus, Eric, Darryl, and Tom.

It had to be the same Tom as the one who walked me down the aisle that morning. Of course they would sit the bridesmaids and groomsmen together. I’m sure in Sarah and Jackson’s minds, that made all the sense in the world.

In my mind, it was a prison sentence. Stuck with Jackson’s dull friends for however long that meal would drag on for. I couldn’t imagine anything worse.

I looked around the room, scanning for signs of my table, until I was greeted by a telltale sign. A sea of peachy pink dresses, flowing around the legs of the chairs at a table near the front. There were the girls. Matched on the other side were a complementary set of mint green linen suits. That was Chrysanthemum.

Unfortunately for me, everybody else had found the table long before me. All of the girls were already there. As were all of the men. And, as I had completely expected with my run of luck, the one seat left was between Lucy and Tom.

The seat which proudly read “Katy,” In beautiful, hand-written cursive.

I should have guessed.

There was nothing for it but to sit down. I wanted to ask the girls to swap with me but for what? What could I say that wouldn’t cause some kind of weird scene and horrible friction for the rest of the meal?

But then, I thought for a moment. That was not the thinking that Jess had just inspired within me. If I was going to get through the wedding in any way, it was with some kind of positivity, and making the day fun for myself.

Fun was the whole reason Katy had come into existence in the first place, all those years ago.

If I was going to be stuck at a table with Jackson’s clones, I was going to have fun with it.
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“Katy!”

The sound of my name immediately sprung from the table in chorus from Lucy, Alice, and Beth. The guys were talking amongst themselves.

“Girls!” I said back, matching their excitable energy.

“We thought you were passed out somewhere,” Lucy told me.

“You thought she was passed out somewhere,” Beth corrected her. “I thought you were hotwiring the car that Jackson and Sarah are supposed to be leaving in tonight.”

“You what?” I replied, unable to hide my confusion.

“We’ve got this game,” Beth mercifully explained. “Any time someone isn’t with us for more than, like, a minute, we try and make up where they’ve gone.”

I laughed, equal parts from relief and from actual amusement.

“What was your guess?” I asked.

“Hiding in the wedding cake, waiting to burst out later.”

I laughed again.

“Well you were all wrong,” I told them, getting into the swing of their game. “I was actually making out with the officiant.”

Lucy and Alice burst out laughing. Beth was wide eyed beyond belief.

“Seriously?” asked Beth, her voice absolutely incredulous with shock.

“Of course not!” I replied. “Are you serious?”

The two of us joined in the laughter.

It had suddenly come back to me. The fun. I had had so much fun at Sarah’s bachelorette. Those girls were friends to me in a way that I hadn’t experienced anywhere else in my life. Well, other than with Sarah, back at her place as a teenager. It was so nice being with them again.

“You couldn’t have been making out with the officiant anyway,” a voice to my right suddenly spoke.

“And why’s that?” Alice asked.

I looked over. It had been Tom speaking.

“Because I was making out with him,’ he said.

The three girls and I laughed even louder than before. I had not expected it. Tom did not look like the type of guy who could handle a joke about himself, let alone make one.

“I’m sad we missed it,” I told him.

“Well that was just the start,” he replied. “Stick with me and you just see where today takes me.”

We all laughed again.

“Katy, you don’t have a drink,” one of the other guys pointed out.

“I don’t,” I agreed.

“Red or white?” the man asked me.

“Both feel like a bad idea,” I said.

I was already about five glasses of sparkling wine in, without having a bite to eat all day.

“Both?” he offered.

“Red! Just the red,” I protested.

“Your loss,” he said. “Eric, by the way.”

“Katy,” I replied. “Obviously. You already said my name.”

He and the other guests pushed a glass of red wine around the large circular table until it reached me. I took a sip and was surprised by how smooth and sweet it was.

I wasn’t usually a red wine drinker. But, I had decided at that moment that Kyle wasn’t usually a red wine drinker. I had it in my mind that I thought most red wines were gross, room temperature messes of a drink.

The thing was though, I wasn’t Kyle.

Jess’s little chat had really inspired something within me. I needed to turn the wedding into a way to have fun, and I had a secret weapon. That anonymity that Katy gave me. That was something that nobody else had.

The chance to be somebody else was something that most people would kill for.

Nobody at that wedding knew Katy. Truly knew her, at least. I had told the girls at the bachelorette a few things that were true of Kyle. I had told them things about the kind of work I did, little bits about hobbies and the like. But everything else was basically a mystery. I could build Katy up to be whatever I wanted. I could be whoever I wanted.

The other guys introduced themselves to me in turn. As per their table places, they sat in the order of Tom to my right, then Darryl next to him, Eric after, and Marcus furthest away from me. To my left was Alice, then Beth, and Lucy next to Marcus. The two of them had already started their own, slightly hushed conversation.

I was nervous. There was no getting around it. Each time I was exposed to a new group of people, I felt like my facade could slip and I could get exposed. I had been either smart or lucky to not get caught up until that point. With the group of guys only a few feet from me, though, I felt like I had been presented a new challenge.

Everyone was a little drunk and a little loose. There were casual eyes being made at one another, little looks and slight touches. Almost like meaningless and harmless flirting.

All of the eyes on me felt like they could be a problem, though everyone being drunk felt like it could also maybe be the solution.

There was an excitable energy at the table. I was pretty sure, from what I remembered of the bachelorette, that all of those girls were in relationships. I suddenly realized that I hadn’t seen their other halves all day. They must have all been relegated to some partners’ table elsewhere, forced to make new friends.

That left the girls and guys unattended for the meal. With a few drinks in each of them, that excitable energy was palpable. It was like the atmosphere of a school dance. It was almost childish.

“How long do you reckon Jackson’s speech is going to be?” Marcus suddenly asked, out of his conversation with Lucy.

“Forever,” Lucy immediately suggested. “He’s going to hear himself start talking and he’s never going to want to stop.”

“Nah, no way!” Darryl replied. “He’s probably forgotten to write anything. If it’s longer than two minutes, I’m getting drinks for the table. And from the bar, not the free stuff.”

“Oh you are on!” said Lucy.

“Okay, but they’re on you if I’m right,” Darryl told her. “And I like whisky so it’s not gonna be a cheap round.”

“Deal,” Lucy replied. “You all witnessed it. Darryl is buying us drinks later.”

My opinion on the table and the wedding as a whole was rapidly shifting. The last thing I had expected was group bonding at the expense of Jackson. It suited me perfectly. The only thing I had to do was make sure I didn’t get too enthusiastic in making jokes about him.

“We should have done bingo,” I said.

The table looked at me. I realized that I had become the center of attention and I wasn’t quite sure I was ready. I felt a sense of pressure to make it worthwhile, what I was about to say.

“For what?” Alice asked.

“For Jackson’s speech,” I clarified. “Jackson bingo,”

A grin spread across Eric’s face.

“Like what?” he asked.

“You know he always does that thing where he goes ‘ohh, right right right,’ whenever he remembers something?” I suggested.

I had done that impression of Jackson countless times, mostly for my own amusement, in moments when I remembered something by myself at home. I felt like I had gotten pretty good at approximating his voice.

In that moment, however, I ensured that my voice did not waver even slightly from the girly Katy voice that I had spent so much of my youth perfecting.

Eric burst into laughter immediately.

“I hate that!” he said. “I swear he got that from a movie. It started one time after we all went and saw something together but I can’t remember what it was.”

“Tell Jackson that,” I said. “I can guess what he’d say when he remembered where he got it from.”

There was laughter from the whole group. Eric did his version of Jackson’s “right right right,” in response to my comment.

“You got any more?” Beth asked me.

I was about to say more. He occasionally did this thing where he said ‘ch-ching,’ when he got something right, or something went his way.

But, then I realized something vitally important.

I had only technically met Jackson the one time. That time at Sarah’s house. When Jackson had caught us in the middle of me being Katy for the first time, in however many years.

I shouldn’t have known any more things to do for a Jackson bingo.

“Uh, I’ve actually only met him like a couple of times, so that’s all I’ve got,” I lied.

I was a little nervous that my lie didn’t match up with what I’d said. Thankfully, Marcus saved me.

“You would only have had to meet him once to pick up on that,” he laughed. “He does it all the time.”

“He does,” Lucy agreed. “He’s literally done it twice today in the, like, three times I’ve spoken to him.”

The table all laughed again. I was having fun. It had worked.

“You got my hopes up, Katy,” Eric said. “I was hoping you’d have some more Jackson-isms for us.”

It was a light hearted comment, but it still left me slightly on edge. I was building myself a pretty sticky web of lies.

Although, I thought to myself, it didn’t matter. I could say what I wanted. If it all went mad and I set myself up for some kind of fall, it wasn’t important. That time the next day, I wouldn’t be Katy any more. Her lies would disappear with her.

“Sorry,” I offered. “I can’t even take the credit for the bingo, we did it at the last wedding I was at.”

“At home?” Lucy asked.

“Yeah,” I said, offhandedly.

It didn’t matter where I said the wedding was.

“What’s a Scottish wedding like?” she asked.

That was part of the web of lies which I had already forgotten.

“Oh,” I thought for a second. “They’re absolutely crazy. You wouldn’t believe the amount of kilts.”

“Is it true they don’t wear boxers under those things?” Beth asked.

“Why would she know that?” Alice immediately asked.

The whole table was in hysterics again. The conversation quickly moved on to talk of my time in Scotland and, mercifully, it turned out that none of the guys had ever been there.

It was as if the ice had well and truly been broken. I had been the center of attention, made some jokes, been all but stared at, and nobody had realized my secret. I felt safe!

More than that, there was something going on with Tom. He kept looking over at me, laughing a little too hard at my jokes. He touched my arm at one point as he got my attention.

Tom was flirting with me.


sixteen
. . .




I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. The idea of Tom flirting with me. With a man flirting with me.

I knew how I should have felt about it. I should have felt completely uninterested, and maybe even put-out by his subtle advances.

But I wasn’t.

He reminded me of Alex from the bachelorette those weeks prior. Something about knowing a man like him was interested in me was, for some reason, exciting.

I again knew that it shouldn’t have been. I knew I wasn’t attracted to him, or to any other man, but something about it was exciting. Maybe it was the fact that I wasn’t interested in him that made it so fun in the first place. Knowing that he wanted to chase me, that he found me attractive. Knowing that he thought I was a woman.

There was that thrill, again. That feeling of femininity. That desire for womanhood that occasionally came with being Katy. There was something fun about it. Something I enjoyed. It raised the question I still had no answer for.

Did I want to be Katy?

The conversation at the table, along with my uncomfortable internal monologue, was mercifully interrupted by the arrival of appetizers. Food had come before any kind of internal revelation.

I could barely tell what I was looking at, everything being so ornately arranged and presented. Vegetables were mixed in with edible flowers. Small cuts of meat were arranged with artistic precision. It once again felt like Sarah’s influence.

We ate with very little talking. It spoke volumes about the food, the fact that all of us had gone from shouting over one another and screeching with laughter to only hearing the sounds of knives and forks. Everything was delicious. Each morsel of food that passed my perfectly painted lips was a delight.

I had noticed that I ate differently, as Katy. I made so many slight adjustments when I was her, and I had no idea where they came from.

I took smaller, more delicate bites, as opposed to the heaping forkfuls I ate as Kyle. I dabbed my mouth gently with a serviette, rather than scrubbing at my face. I was slower when I chewed. It felt as if I savored food more. It was hard to explain. It was like I enjoyed things more as her.

But mannerisms like that, like all of the feminine mannerisms I exhibited as Katy, came from out of nowhere. Maybe they were all ingrained in me, from Sarah taking me under her wing as a teenager. But I wasn’t so sure that explained all of them.

Sometimes, it felt like I had natural feminine instincts within me, that only came to the surface when I was Katy. It was like they were meant to be.

“What do you think?” Tom asked me, quietly as if it were only the two of us at the table.

“It’s incredible. I don’t know what half of it is, though,” I admitted.

“Better than haggis?” he continued.

I laughed, which made him grin at me in turn. He revealed his perfect, white teeth, and his eyes flashed a mischievous look.

It was weird. As a guy, on the rare occasions when I tried to flirt with a woman, I could never tell if things were working out or not. I figured that was maybe why I never really had much success, romantically. But, as Katy, it felt so clear to me how Tom felt towards me.

He wanted me.

That was still a strange feeling. It felt powerful, knowing I had him in the palm of my hands. Sure, I didn’t want to act on that - of course I didn’t - but there was something so thrilling about being an object of desire. I could have wrapped him around my finger.

“Better than haggis,” I finally told him.

“What’s the best thing about Scottish food?” he asked me, a look of genuine curiosity crossing his face.

“Not having to eat it,” I told him.

This time, he laughed uproariously. It felt great. He was falling apart over me. I had never known such a sensation. Being Katy did have its moments.

Food kept coming and coming, as did the conversation and Tom’s attempts to flirt with me. I kept him at bay, not going along with it too much. But at times it was hard not to. It was fun. And he was charming.

Not that I was interested in him.

That was another source of confusion I kept facing. I had mulled it over before, the way I wasn’t interested in men. As Kyle, the idea of flirting with a guy would never even cross my mind. As Katy, however, things weren’t so clear cut.

Maybe it was because it only ever happened when I’d had a few drinks. Maybe it was as simple as that.

By the time that dessert arrived, I felt as if my body was struggling against the tight corset-style bodice of the dress. I had barely even squeezed into it in the first place. I looked down at the ocean of pink tulle that I had found myself swimming in, at my seat at the table.

I sighed.

There it was again. It was that sense of euphoria. I had forgotten all about the world and the wedding and, for that moment, I was solely present as Katy in a universe singularly inhabited by me.

And what a universe it was. I felt good again, in a way that I never did as Kyle. I felt comfortable and relaxed and at peace with myself. Comfortable, even in that vice-tight dress. My mind wasn’t racing around. I wasn’t thinking about a million things that stressed me out, or of all the things that I needed to do.

It was like I was in tune with myself, for the first time in a long time. It was as if I was exactly where I needed to be.

I hadn’t even thought about Sarah, or Jackson, or the two of them together. Or, rather, my not being with Sarah. I imagined that Jess’s pep talk earlier had done a lot to help with my way of thinking about it, in a way. But I had felt the same feeling before, when I had been Katy previously.

I had felt this sense of completeness.

I wanted so much to tell myself that it had nothing to do with being Katy. I wanted to tell myself that being Katy was something I would never choose to do, myself. I wanted to believe I only ever did it for Sarah.

But in those moments - those moments where I felt whole - I knew that there was more to it than that.

Almost like an alarm had awoken me from a deep sleep, the sound of a fork ringing against a glass brought me back to reality.

Jackson was standing at the head table, glass in hand, Sarah sitting to his right hand side and looking up at him. Silence fell over the room, the last noise being the faint and distant clinking of cutlery, being placed against its respective crockery.

“What’s up?” Jackson began, in what I could only feel was a very unconventional beginning to any wedding speeches. “Thank you for being here. My new father-in-law would like to say a few words.”

He sat down immediately. It was pretty unconventional but I was at least relieved it was brief.

Sarah’s stepfather stood up from next to her, unsheathing a few folds of paper from a pocket within his suit jacket. He accepted a microphone from a member of staff behind him. He paused for a moment before speaking, the air pregnant with anticipation for the first proper speech of the evening.

I had realized right then that so many people must have been feeling nervous for the day. It was funny to think that, even as a man who was pretending to be a woman for the sake of his best friend, I probably wasn’t even the most scared person there.

He spoke, his voice almost immediately cracking with what I first thought to be nerves, but very quickly I understood it to be pride. He was so proud to have this chance to talk about Sarah. To explain how they had become so intertwined in each other’s lives, despite him entering hers relatively late in her life.

It was a beautiful speech. It was clear that Sarah accepting him as her father was one of the most transformational and important things to ever happen to him. The crazy part was that I understood that. I often felt like having Sarah in my life was a gift. It was the reason I loved her.

The speech only lasted for a few minutes, but it was more than enough for Sarah to be in tears. It was more than enough for a few members of the audience to be in tears. I felt it too, my eyes welling up.

I found it funny that my first thought, as I could feel the tears forming in my eyes, was that I hoped my mascara wouldn’t run. It distracted me from the rest of the speech, this idea that I was so concerned about my makeup. I always slipped into such a feminine mindset whenever I was Katy.

I had no idea where it hid within me when I was Kyle.

Jackson was back on his feet as soon as his father-in-law’s speech was over. He was oafishly clapping his big meaty hands together, before reaching over to take the microphone.

“Thanks, dad,” he spoke, to a laugh much bigger than it deserved.

“Here we go,” Eric said, rolling his eyes theatrically.

That made me laugh a lot more than Jackson could ever hope to.

His speech began and, to his credit, he had actually written something for it. It was across a few scrappy, mismatched pieces of paper, which I couldn’t help but feel were probably thrown together during the meal.

Impressively, I was pretty certain he managed to talk about himself for almost the entirety of the speech. I didn’t think that he said Sarah’s name more than once the entire time. Not that it was a particularly long spoken piece. He was finished within three and a half minutes.

That still meant the drinks were on Darryl.

Jackson ended his speech by introducing his best man. I somehow hadn’t realized it, but his best man was Tom. He stood up from next to me, turned and asked me to wish him luck, and walked to the front.

As he made his way over, Jackson spoke into the microphone again.

“Ladies, I know a lot of you are sad that I’m now officially taken,” he looked at Sarah and grinned, although she didn’t look as amused as him. “But don’t worry, Tom is still single and he’s a great consolation prize.”

There was scattered laughter from the room. Tom looked back at me and smirked, in a way which I wasn’t sure how to interpret. It was either a smirk at Jackson’s expense, or a smirk to tell me something a lot more forward.

I wasn’t sure how to react. My face naturally smiled. I hoped I didn’t make him jump to any conclusions.

Tom’s speech was a little longer than Jackson’s and a hell of a lot funnier. It probably helped that it was all at Jackson’s expense, as opposed to Jackson’s self congratulatory, victory-lap of a speech.

He told an embarrassing story that Jackson seemed to genuinely shrink in his seat at the telling of. He made fun of the fact that Sarah was too good for him, which I maybe laughed a little too hard at. He even mocked Jackson’s “oh right right right” thing, which I wondered if he maybe snuck in for my benefit.

He looked right at me as he said it.

To his credit, I had really underestimated Tom. He was very funny. Hugely charismatic, for sure. The whole room was gripped when he spoke. And I couldn’t help but feel a little flutter of butterflies, to know that he was the center of attention, but he was only into me.

Applause filled the room as he rounded things off by finally saying something nice about Jackson. Jackson took the microphone back and tried to get out a joke at Tom’s expense, but it was lost in the existing laughter and applause of the room.

“How’d I do?” Tom asked, as he sat back down beside me.

“You did great,” I told him, truthfully.

I don’t know why I did it, but I gently put my hand on his thigh as he said it. I withdrew my hand almost immediately. It was the lightest touch - like I was comforting him or something - but I felt like I had accidentally crossed a secret threshold by doing it. This subtle and secret touch of him beneath the table.

He looked me in the eyes and thanked me. It felt like he was looking so deep into my inner being. I felt nervous, all of a sudden. But a good kind of nervous. I suddenly realized something.

I was attracted to him.

That was another thing to reckon with, for sure.
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The speeches were concluded, food was cleared, and we were all ushered from the dining space and into a huge hall next door. It was set up with a huge bar, various little tables and chairs, and a huge dance floor with giant speakers surrounding it.

There were no prizes for guessing that the first dance was due any moment.

Our wedding table had left in a little group, and Lucy was already jibing Darryl about owing us all a drink. He didn’t try to fight it. The fact we were already feeling a little drunk no doubt helped that.

He led us to the bar and asked us in turn what we wanted. The sensible part of my brain, or maybe the part of me that was still Kyle, suggested that I only wanted a soft drink. But the part of me that kept showing - those flashes of personality that I could only attribute to Katy - that part of me didn’t care.

I was having fun. I had managed to all but forget about why I had been so hurt and upset in the buildup to the wedding. The idea of losing Sarah was beginning to become less and less of a concern. Gaining Katy, as a persona - a way of life even - was somehow growing more and more enticing.

It was the more important thought that I kept returning to.

I told Darryl that I wanted a pornstar martini. I would never have ordered anything like that as Kyle, but being Katy was a chance to do the things that I otherwise never could. I was able to reinvent myself freely and try to enjoy some new things. It was a hugely exciting prospect.

Even if it was only for the day, even if I decided I never wanted to be Katy again after the wedding, I was going to have fun with it, one last time. That was maybe even more of a reason to embrace it. If Katy disappeared after that night, I could do anything I wanted.

Which was why, when the first dance began, and Tom asked me to dance with him, I said yes.

“I always hate this bit. I always feel so awkward, being single at a wedding during the first dance,” he said to me as an introduction to his invitation to dance. “Want to team up?”

The way he phrased it had amused me. It was as if he was all of a sudden awkward, trying not to overstep some kind of boundary. I liked it, in a way. It didn’t put any real expectation on the dance meaning anything. It was as if we were solely doing it to get through an otherwise uncomfortable moment.

For me, that was something I desperately needed. I didn’t even think about it. I had been dreading the first dance, during that morning. I had pictured myself sitting alone, watching on, as Jackson and Sarah danced together and I felt my life fall apart. My world falling down around my ears as I sat there in a peach bridesmaid dress.

But Tom asking me to dance with him changed all of that.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about knowing I was attracted to him. If I was happy with that knowledge or not. I felt that it fundamentally changed who I was as a human being.

I considered myself a heterosexual male. That did not feel like the case, standing there in a flowing bridesmaid gown and agreeing to dance with some giant man.

But at least those thoughts of confusion were better than thoughts of despair over Sarah and Jackson. That was the justification I made to myself as we sipped our drinks at the side of the dance floor, as Sarah and Jackson danced their first dance, alone.

They had selected some pop ballad that I didn’t really recognize, as the song that represented their love. It was nice, to be fair to them. I found myself wondering what song would have represented me and Sarah, if it were the two of us up there instead, but I quickly tried to force that thought from my mind.

I had worked so hard to not constantly dwell and agonize over my feelings for Sarah. that kind of thinking would get me nowhere.

After a minute or so of dancing alone, Sarah looked out to the crowd over Jackson’s shoulder and spoke.

“Come on,” she said, “this is really embarrassing.”

She waved an arm towards the dance floor and a laugh sprung from the watching crowd. People began to spill onto the tiled space with them, grabbing partners, and amassing a slow-dancing group.

That was the moment Tom took me by the hand. We placed our drinks on a nearby table and I felt the butterflies again. I had never danced with a man before. Well, unless you counted what happened at the bachelorette.

Tom’s arm easily wrapped around my waist, his forearm comfortably holding the small of my back through the tight peach-pink corset of my dress. His free hand engulfed my own left hand. He moved me, effortlessly, to the beat of the song.

I had decided to go along with the dance with Tom for reasons I was only just beginning to articulate in my own mind. I began to understand that the feeling of femininity was something that I did enjoy. Or maybe it wasn’t that I was understanding the feeling, maybe it was that I was finally admitting it.

I enjoyed feeling like a woman. Specifically, I enjoyed being made to feel like a woman. I enjoyed having my makeup done. I enjoyed knowing that men found me attractive.

I definitely enjoyed having a man put his arms around me to dance.

All I had to do was move my feet as his strong arms made me weightless on the dance floor. I wondered for a moment what Sarah or Jess would have thought, knowing it was really Kyle under all that makeup, dancing with a man. The thought melted away as Tom’s grip tightened around me.

I felt safe.

The thoughts of people watching me dissolved. All I could feel was Tom’s strength, the beat of the music, and my feet in my beautiful high heels as they glided across the dance floor. I felt the swish of my huge dress, as the giant peach petals that enveloped my body floated around me as I was moved by Tom. Our bodies moved as one.

I was a woman.

The song ended and everyone stopped to applaud Sarah and Jackon. Tom and I did the same but my thoughts weren’t with the married couple. My thoughts were with myself and Tom.

I didn’t know what I wanted to happen. I didn’t understand if I truly wanted there to be some kind of chemistry between the two of us, or if I had simply wanted to have a distraction during that first dance. Or if I was maybe just having fun as Katy.

It would have been a lot to reckon with, if it weren’t for Jackson barrelling over.

“Bro!” Jackson said to address Tom. “Killer speech!”

Tom looked to me for a brief second but realized immediately that he was going to be locked into the conversation with Jackson, whether he was ready for it or not. Jackon had all but cut me out of the proceedings, as if I wasn’t even there.

I decided not to try and fight it. Tom looked to me and I smiled and walked back towards my drink. I, for once, took Jackson’s arrival as somewhat of a blessing. Things felt as if they were very suddenly escalating with Tom and, not knowing what I wanted from my interaction with him, I needed a moment to breathe.

It was at that moment, Sarah finally appeared by my side.

“Katy!” she all but bellowed.

“Sarah!” I bellowed back, genuinely thrilled to finally see her.

We hugged, her huge bridal train and my giant bridesmaid gown’s flowing skirt meshing into one giant pool of floating and feminine material.

“How’s it going?” she asked me, in the hug.

“Great,” I told her, truthfully.

“You mean it?” she asked.

“I mean it!”

“I’m so happy you’re here,” she told me for what definitely was not the first time that day.

“Thank you,” I replied.

“Wanna dance?” she asked.

I smiled. The thought filled me with a small sense of victory. I considered the fact that Jackson didn’t want me at that wedding at all, and there I was, about to dance with Sarah, right under his nose. It was very funny.

Sarah took me by the hand and led me to the center of the floor, the music still a kind of slow melody. Both being the women in the dance, neither of instinctively tried to lead, so we sort of just wrapped our arms around each other and swayed in time with the song.

I felt our bodies pressed together, both crammed into their respective dresses. Our mountains of fabric swirled and swished as we moved, our high heels both gently tapping across the floor as we did. I could smell her sweet cherry perfume and I could hear her sigh in my ear gently, with our chins on each other’s shoulders.

It was a beautiful moment. We had never danced together like that before, either with me as Kyle or as Katy. I remembered why I felt the way I did about her.

“I love you,” she told me, also not for the first time of the day.

“I love you too,” I replied.

We swayed together a while longer, as one song merged into another.

“You ever wonder how things would be, if you never stopped being Katy?” Sarah asked me all of a sudden.

“Like how?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she paused. “But it feels like we wasted time.”

We moved together and I thought about her comment.

“In what way?” was all I managed to reply with.

“I don’t know.”

There was only the sound of the music again and the surrounding chatter of wedding guests.

“Things probably would have been completely different,” Sarah spoke again. “It might have been the two of us up here, both in wedding dresses.”

She laughed a short sharp laugh immediately after she said it. I didn’t laugh. I didn’t know how to take the comment.

“Sorry, I’m way too drunk,” she said as soon as her laughter had sounded out.

I laughed a nervous laugh, less from any form of amusement and more from still having no answers as to how to respond to what she had said.

“Are you feeling happy now, at least?” I asked, thinking back to our drunken conversation the previous night.

“I’m not sure,” she told me, then caught herself. “I’m sorry. I’m making this so weird.”

“It’s okay,” I said, as we stepped together, our high heels gracefully moving around each other.

“I think I’m just happy to have you back,” she said. “I’ve missed you. I’ve missed Katy.”

“I think I’ve missed Katy, too,” I finally admitted.

“You mean it?” she asked.

“I think so,” I told her.

“That’s so great,” she said.

She hugged me a little tighter in our dance.

“I should go and drink a water, or a coffee, or something,” Sarah said to me.

“That’s probably a good idea,” I agreed.

Our extended slow dance came to an end. She squeezed me tightly one more time, before releasing me and turning towards the bar. I decided not to follow her. She had once again left my mind in a huge mess.

And I thought Tom had left me confused.

I was left alone on the dance floor, feeling unsure what to do or how to even process my emotions. Tom had made me feel attracted to a man, and Sarah had made me realize that my love for her wasn’t going to diminish, even after her marriage to Jackson.

The one thing I could think to do was go and find Jess. She had been my lighthouse during the day. Even in the depths of the storm that brewed within me in the morning, she had guided me to a sense of safety.

Hell, more than that, she had made me have fun. I didn’t even expect that to be possible.

I didn’t know if I wanted to find her so I could try and untangle my thoughts or just shut them off with another drink and someone to dance with. Whatever it was, she became my main goal. I went back to collect my long abandoned drink and I started scouring the dance floor for her.

She was nowhere to be seen, however. She wasn’t at the bar, nowhere in amongst the seated guests, and she wasn’t anywhere dancing either. Without her, I was suddenly lost again.

Everything was becoming too much. The thoughts of Sarah, the thoughts of Tom. The thoughts of simply being Katy. I needed a moment alone, just to process it all. I needed to clear my head.

I left the huge dance hall through the door nearest to me. I didn’t know where it led but I didn’t really care, as long as it was away from the crowd. I just needed a moment alone.

The door left me in some hallway, where a small number of guests were already scattered, clearly too drunk or too tired of proceedings, needing a break from it all. I ignored each of them, not even registering a single face, and continued along a little further. I found another door, slightly ajar, and I pushed it open.

This room was empty, aside from a few lounge style armchairs and low tables. It was exactly what I needed. I closed the door behind me and sat down in one of the huge, plush chairs.

I crossed my legs as I sat, folded one arm under my breasts and used my hand to support my elbow of my other arm, so I could rest my drink near my mouth. I suddenly realized how feminine my posture was. Even there, on my own, not another soul in sight, I still put on that same feminine front.

But maybe it wasn’t a front of any kind. Maybe it was just me. Maybe Katy was who I really was. It always came so naturally to me, sitting like a woman, moving in high heels, doing my makeup. And it wasn’t just that it came naturally, it came with a sense of joy and excitement.

I was so comfortable as Katy. It all felt so right. That had to be the answer to the question that constantly burned within my mind. That surely told me what I needed to know. I liked being Katy.

No, I loved being Katy.

Sarah was right, not being Katy had been wasted time. I wished I had realized it sooner.

That was my answer. I wanted to be her.

I would be her.

My moment of enlightenment was broken. The door to the room opened.

My heart jumped. I stood from my chair, almost overbalancing on my silver satin high heels. I was full of nerves, feeling I was going to have to apologize to some member of staff for making my way into some forbidden room. Or thinking that I was going to have to awkwardly greet some strangers, who were trying to find a place to make out in this secret side room.

But it was neither of those things.

It was Jackson.
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My nerves intensified to a level I had never felt in my life. Why was Jackson there with me?

My mind raced through all of the reasons I could imagine. I spun through all of the possible scenarios, before I settled on one sole conclusion.

He knew.

He knew I was Kyle. He knew that I was in love with Sarah. He had seen us dance together and he had confronted Sarah about it and she told him the truth. And now he was here to make sure everybody knew the truth.

He wanted to make sure that everyone saw that Katy was really Kyle, that I was standing there at his wedding, wearing a peach gown and silver high heels, and I was parading around as a woman.

I shrunk into myself. I felt every aspect of my female attire on my male body. I felt the way that my heels were elevated by my shoes and the way my weight pressed on the balls of my feet. I felt my hairless legs brushing softly against the lacy material of my dress. I felt the makeup, thick on my face. I felt it all.

And I felt the fear.

“Katy, right?” he said, as he pushed the door partly closed behind him.

“Uh-huh,” I replied, focusing on my voice with every ounce of my being.

I didn’t want it to crack. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of hearing my male voice.

“Sarah’s friend from figure skating?” he continued.

“Trampolining,” I corrected him.

Even in the heat of the moment, I couldn’t help but do it. I couldn’t help but correct him in the same Sarah had done, the first time I had met Jackson. Or, rather, the first time I had met him as Katy.

“Oh right right right,” he said.

I would probably have laughed, if I wasn’t scared to death.

“I’m sorry, we never properly got introduced,” he told me.

“Me too,” was all I could think to say.

I was waiting for him to come out and say it. To say that he knew who I really was. I felt like I was a mouse and he was a cat, playing with his prey, just before he killed it.

He walked closer to me and I felt his presence over mine. He was a huge guy. He was like a mint green brick wall in his linen suit. I shifted ever so slightly away from my chair as he approached me, trying to make it look as if I was coming to meet him, but really I was trying to get nearer the door.

“So, how have you found the wedding?” he asked me.

“It’s amazing, yeah,” I said, cagily trying to think of how to handle him. “Are you having a nice time?”

He laughed.

“I’d fucking hope I was having a nice time,” he brashly responded. “The amount it cost.”

“Yeah?” I said, unsure of what sort of response he wanted from his comment.

“Yeah, weddings cost a fortune, don’t get married,” he told me. “Unless you can get your husband to pay for it.”

He laughed again at his own comment.

“Well, it’s a beautiful day,” I said.

I wasn’t sure where he was going. He sounded drunk but he didn’t exactly sound accusatory. I was waiting for him to say the name ‘Kyle,’ but it was beginning to feel more and more like it was never going to happen.

“Yeah, thanks,” he said.

I said nothing.

“So, trampolining, huh?” he asked.

I tried to hide a look of confusion from my face.

“Yeah.”

“You still remember any of it?” he asked. “Any moves?”

“No,” I told him, trying to remember the lie that Sarah had weaved. “I had to stop after I hurt my leg.”

“Shame,” he said. “Your legs look pretty fine to me, though.”

I looked down at myself. My legs were fully hidden by my giant dress. He laughed as I scanned my own shape.

“I’m trying to say you’ve got a nice body,” he told me.

“Th-thanks,” I stammered, with an intonation that probably made it sound as if I was asking a question.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “It’s just us here. You can take a compliment.”

“Thank you,” I said, unaware of the best way to navigate the situation.

“You’re welcome.”

Silence filled the room. Jackson spoke again.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you. After I saw you at my house that time. There’s something about you.”

“Jackson,” I said, hoping speaking his name would diffuse him, as if it would be enough to shut him down.

“Katy,” he replied, grinning.

And then it happened. He grabbed me.

He put his left hand on my hip and his right hand on my jaw. He pushed himself towards me and I stumbled back, almost tripping over my high heels, until I found myself against the wall.

“Don’t,” was all I tried to say, as he moved the pair of us, effortlessly.

He pressed his body into mine. His head surged forwards. His lips landed on my own.

Jackson was kissing me.

I felt powerless to do anything. His powerful body pushed my hip into the wall, his hand moving my head as he kissed me. I felt his stubble scratching gently against my face, his tongue probing at my lips. He pulled back momentarily, my dense lipstick staying connected to him as he withdrew, only for him to push back into me and kiss me again.

I didn’t know what to do. There was nothing I could imagine wanting less. Less than wanting Jackson to kiss me. Of all people.

I was repulsed by it.

It was as if time had frozen. The smell of his cologne filled my nose. All I could hear was the sound of his breathing and the rustling of my dress as his hand moved across the tiered tulle. All I could feel was his giant body pressed against mine and his huge hand moving towards my thigh.

I was doing nothing to encourage the kiss. I pressed my hand to his chest to push him off of me, but it was like pushing against a truck. I wasn’t even sure if he could feel me. My other hand felt around hopelessly at the wall behind me.

It had only been a few seconds but they had felt like an eternity. And then something else happened.

I felt my penis twitch.

Tucked away, flattened under layers of tight panties and hidden under my flowy dress, it moved. I wished that it hadn’t. I wished I could pretend it was anything else. But it wasn’t.

I was aroused.

I hated it. I was being kissed by the person I hated the most in the world. By a man. And I was aroused.

I pushed at his chest even harder, it finally must have registered with him, after kissing my unwilling mouth for the best part of ten seconds, that I did not want to kiss him back. His advances had been wasted.

“What?” he asked me, looking into my eyes from mere inches away. “What’s wrong?”

I didn’t even know how to begin to answer him. There were a million things wrong. More than a million. He was my enemy. I hadn’t wanted to kiss him. It was his wedding day! I needn’t have gone on.

Trying to grasp the words to say, I felt my lips quivering in front of him. I was about to speak. But then somebody else spoke for me.

“What the fuck?”

The voice had absolutely bellowed through the room. And it was an unmistakable voice.

It was Sarah’s voice.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

She was practically screaming.

“Babe!” Jackson quickly replied, pushing himself off of me. “Thank god you got here.”

My eyes widened. I had no idea what the hell he intended to say. I had no idea what Sarah had seen and what she thought was happening. She simply glared, a fury on her face unlike any expression I had ever seen from her before.

It looked as if Jackson was waiting for her to say something, but no response came. A tense silence hung in the air. I felt as if I couldn’t even hear the music spilling through the hallway any more.

“This girl’s a psycho,” Jackson started. “She told me to come and help her with something in here and then she put her hands all over me.”

Sarah stayed silent. I couldn’t begin to guess what she was thinking.

“Sarah,” I said, not sure what to say in my defense.

Sarah raised her right hand, palm outstretched.

“Don’t,” she said.

I stopped speaking.

“See, she’s gonna lie!” he turned to look at me and then turned back to Sarah. “She’s gonna say it was me. She told me she’d…”

He trailed off as Sarah started striding across the room towards us. Conversation ceased. All I could hear was the muffled sound of Sarah’s white high heels making their way across the floor.

And then there was another sound. It was an almost deafening crack.

It was Sarah slapping Jackson across the face.

“Fuck you!” Sarah screeched at him. “Fuck you, Jackson. I always worried I was an idiot for ever forgiving you and now you’ve proved to me that I was one. I’m an idiot and you’re a piece of shit!”

He stood, silent and dumbfounded. His expression read like he had never been confronted in his life. Like he had never faced consequences. His mouth opened and closed, as mine also had just moments ago, looking for words. He looked like a fish, stranded on a shore of his own lies.

“Babe,” he finally said.

“Don’t fucking ‘babe’ me,” Sarah said.

All of a sudden, I felt her hand on my wrist. Her grasp was firm, almost too hard. It was a strength driven by a pain which I could hardly even imagine.

“Don’t ever talk to me again.”

Those were her words as she started pacing away towards the door of the little side room, which had somehow contained more drama than I felt it had the capacity for. She was moving quickly, I struggled not to trip over the giant flowing hem of either of our dresses as we went.

“Sarah,” I said as we neared the door. “I’m sorry.”

She paused for a second and looked me dead in the eyes. That fire and fury was still within her.

“Don’t,” she said again, placing her other hand on my upper arm. “You don’t need to.”

She took her hand off of my arm and led me out of the room.

In the hallway, the handful of guests who had found themselves out there simply stared in silence. There was no chance that they hadn’t heard the fallout from within the tiny room adjacent.

Nobody said a word. Sarah didn’t invite them to. She moved through them as if they didn’t exist.

Moments later, we had burst out of a door into the courtyard. The evening was setting in, the golden lighting illuminating the world with a mood nowhere near befitting of the heartbreak and agony that had just occurred.

Our high heels were crunching through the stones of the manor’s driveway. I wanted to say something, anything that could make Sarah feel better, but I knew there was nothing. What could I say in the face of that?

What words were there for a bride who had just seen her brand new husband try to cheat on her, on her own wedding day?
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Sarah didn’t stop for anything. She didn’t look back at me, at the manor that contained her now tragic wedding, or at any guest she passed. She simply marched us both out of the wake of the heartbreak.

We only stopped when we reached the car park. There, near a gate, was a white, vintage car. Its black, soft-top roof was adorned with white ribbons, which were strung to the hood ornament. Each of its four doors had a floral display wrapped around the handles. A little sign on the back read ‘just married.’

Sarah yelled out a guttural howl of anguish, as she tore the sign from the back of the car, casting it off into the gravel. The driver’s door immediately popped open in response.

“Hey lady, what the hell are you-” a voice began, before stopping dead. “Sarah?”

The man was dressed in a waistcoat, tie, and black slacks. His slicked back, black hair slightly showed beneath a flat cap.

“Sarah,” he said again, “what the hell are you doing?”

“Get us the fuck out of here,” she said.

“What do you-” he clearly decided his question was irrelevant, as he saw the look of abject despair on Sarah’s face.

I wondered what my own face read. Confusion, likely. Maybe a hint of terror.

“Yes ma’am,” he said instead.

He hopped back into the driver’s seat and closed the door behind him. Sarah went around to rear passenger side door and opened it, looking over the car at me. The engine spat into life, the unhealthy spluttering of a classic car still somehow living.

“Get in,” she said, her tone more calm all of a sudden. “I need to get out of here.”

I was frozen. I had never seen Sarah so upset. It was horrible. I could feel her pain and her anguish in a way that I found unimaginable. I felt like I was the cause of it. Like Jackson’s disgusting advances were my own fault.

I felt afraid.

“Please,” she said.

I didn’t dare argue. I went to the door behind the driver and opened it. We both got into the car in unison.

“Sarah, I’m so sorry,” I began to say, not knowing where to take my sentence. “I’m sorry!”

“No,” Sarah said.

I sat quietly for a moment. The car tires gently crunched over the stones beneath them as they started to turn. Sarah leaned in her seat to face me.

“I saw everything,” she told me. “I was wondering why Jackson left all of a sudden. I thought he was feeling sick or something, so I followed him. I saw everything.”

My mind raced. I had hoped that nothing I had done would have given Sarah any reason to think that I had encouraged Jackson, or that I had even slightly implied I wanted him to kiss me.

Her body slammed back into her seat, and then her hands covered her face and she rested her elbows on her knees. I reached a hand over onto her back. I could feel her ragged breathing.

“I’m not even sad,” she said, through her palms. “I just feel like a fucking idiot.”

“Sarah,” I replied, gently.

Saying her name was the only response I could think to give.

“No, it’s true. I forgave him for cheating on me once, and then I thought he was doing it again. And I didn’t do anything.”

I stroked her back. She removed her face from her hands.

“Once a cheater, always a cheater,” she said, looking at me.

She let out a peculiar laugh. Definitely not one that showed amusement.

“God I can’t believe I let him do this to me,” she spoke again.

“Don’t blame yourself,” I told her.

She let out the strange laugh again.

“It’s my fault,” she replied.

“No it isn’t!” I almost felt angry at her self flagellation. “Jackson did this, not you!”

“Yeah but it’s-” she stopped mid-sentence. “Yeah.”

We drove in silence for a moment. I couldn’t help but wonder what the driver was thinking, sitting stoically, a few feet away from probably the most unbelievable conversation he had ever been witness to in his entire life.

Sarah laughed again.

“What do I do now?” she asked me.

We looked at each other for a moment.

“I don’t know,” I told her, truthfully.

“Where are we even going?” she asked the driver.

“Sorry, Sarah,” he replied. “I was just going to drive in circles for a while until you told me an answer to that one.”

“Oh,” was all she said.

“Shall we do that for a bit anyway?” I offered.

“Sure,” the driver replied.

Silence enveloped the three of us again as we drove on. I wanted to let Sarah be the one to speak again, when she was ready. I watched her as we moved, her face speaking a series of different emotions. I could barely stand to see her go through it alone.

“How are you?” I finally asked, before catching myself immediately. “Sorry, that’s a stupid question.”

The laugh came again. “No, it’s not. I appreciate it.”

She thought for a moment.

“I don’t have an answer, though.”

“I’m not surprised,” I admitted.

“I feel like I should be upset. I know that I’m angry,” she paused again. “But, like, also I’m a little relieved.”

“Relieved?” I echoed.

“I don’t know, maybe that’s a stupid word,” she explained. “It’s not relief, that’s not it. But, like, I had spent so much time wondering if Jackson was cheating on me. Wondering if I should be marrying him at all. At least I have an answer now.”

“I’m sorry,” was all I could think to say.

“No,” she said immediately. “Don’t say that.”

“Sorry,” I said instinctively.

She laughed, a genuine laugh this time, and I realized what I had said. I went to apologize and caught myself again before I did.

“Hey Craig,” she said to the driver.

“Ma’am?” he responded.

“Can we go to the hotel anyway?” she asked.

“Course,” he replied. “You already paid for the journey. Least I can do.”

“What are you doing?” I asked. “What hotel?”

Sarah smiled at me.

“We paid for this five star hotel like an hour from here. We were going to spend a night there, and then Craig was going to drive us all the way to our honeymoon.”

I looked at her and then to Craig, wondering which question to ask first.

“Won’t Jackson go straight there?” was the one I settled on.

“No way,” Sarah laughed. “Jackson didn’t plan a thing. He probably didn’t even know we had a hotel booked tonight.”

“Well,” I pondered for a second. “Then what.”

“I don’t know,” Sarah also pondered and then leaned a little closer to our driver. “Craig, are you still happy to drive tomorrow?”

“Hey, you already paid for the drive to Vegas,” he explained. “I don’t care who’s in the car for it. I’ll do it empty, if you want.”

Sarah laughed again, her laugh beginning to sound a little more like her own each time she did it.

“Well, okay,” she looked at me again. “The journey’s paid for. The honeymoon is paid for. I’m not getting a refund and I’m sure as hell not going with Jackson.”

She looked at me expectantly. I didn’t say a word. She spoke again.

“Want to come on a honeymoon with me?”

Her eyes were locked on mine. My mind raced. There I was, in the back of a beautiful vintage car, with a beautiful woman, both of us in beautiful dresses. And I had been invited on a honeymoon with her.

On a honeymoon with Sarah.

With the woman of my dreams.

Dressed up as the woman of my dreams.

I held her gaze and spoke a single word.

“Yes.”

And that was it.

Katy and Sarah were going on a honeymoon.
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