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Justin enjoyed wearing his kilt. More specifically, he enjoyed the feeling of freedom that came with wearing nothing under his kilt. He had one foot up on a low wall, bracing himself so he could get a good photo of the bride and groom as they left the church, and the cool air around his genitals was refreshing.

He snapped the happy couple in the church doorway, then held the shutter release down as they were showered with confetti and rice. His camera caught multiple photos before it ran out of memory and had to transfer them all to the card. Somewhere in amongst that lot, there was bound to be a good one, he reasoned.

The wedding limousine pulled up outside the church gates, just over the perimeter wall from where Justin stood. He spotted how the driver’s window reflected the view up the path that bride and groom were walking down. He pivoted, and took photos of that as they approached. It promised a unique shot.

His newly married friends climbed into the big white car, and waved as it rolled off. Now there was going to be a rush to the parking, as everyone headed to the reception meal. Justin put the cap back on his camera, and tried to remember where he had put his keys. They were in his sporran, he realised, grinning at the silliness of it.

“Justin! Found you!”

He turned to the voice, and gave the maid of honour a smile. Tall and slim, with deep red hair and pale skin dotted with freckles, Tabitha was as lovely as ever. She held out her hands for an arms length hug, and they cheek kissed a greeting. “I’ve got to rush to get in the second wedding car. Could you escort Elena to the reception?”

Tabitha turned to indicate Elena, who stood by the path a short distance away. Justin knew her from Facebook, but she looked even more gorgeous in person. Not quite as tall as Tabitha, she had a fuller figure- with lithe curves accentuated by the cut of the top and short, pleated skirt she wore- dark skin, black hair, and the loveliest smile of greeting. “Hi. Sorry to be a problem.” She didn’t sound how Justin had expected. Her accent had a hint of Valley Girl, betraying her Californian upbringing.

“Not at all. I haven’t been able to offer anyone else a lift. It’ll be a pleasure to help.”

“Great. Got to go. I’ll catch up with you two later.” With that, Tabitha was off, taking long strides to the gaggle of bridesmaids and grooms-men waiting for her.

Justin’s ex had left her new girlfriend in his care. He would have laughed, but didn’t want Elena to get the wrong idea. “My car’s right at the back of the parking, so we’ll probably be trapped in there for a while as everyone else fights to get out.” he told her.

“Ah well. We can get to know each other better. Tabby talks about you a lot. I’d like to find out how much is true.” Elena said as they set off around the back of the church.

“She does? I’m sure most of it is lies. I mean, all the bad stuff, of course. The good stuff is all true.”

“Mostly, it’s good stuff. You were the last man she was with.... And I’ve already said too much, haven’t I?”

“Oh, that’s okay. Over sharing is something I’m good at as well.”

As Justin had predicted, there was already a fight for space in the queue for the exit from the car park. They skirted the perimeter, until they reached Justin’s bright orange classic Mini. “This is the one you converted to electric?” Elena asked. “I saw some of the photos on Tabby’s feed.”

“This is Charlie. Nice to know she’s famous.”

Elena stood beside the driver’s door, waiting for Justin to unlock it. Glancing in, she spotted the steering wheel, and laughed. “We’ve been her three days, and I still get that wrong.” She rushed around the front of the car to stand beside the passenger door. “I love little cars. And it’s electric, so it’s even cooler.”

Justin was careful to hold down the front of his kilt as he got in, remembering his lack of underwear. “Tabby said that the kilt was a family tradition.”

“It is. Every wedding, christening or joyous family event, at least one of us has to wear the clan tartan. Ginny and Martin insisted that I put on the kilt for their wedding. They told me I’d be barred from the reception if I didn’t.” Elena was fighting with her seatbelt, uncertain what it should click into. Justin reached down between the seats, and pulled the socket up from where it had been hiding. “It’s a dumb tradition, really. I mean, my branch of the family is more English than Scottish nowadays. It’s been two or three generations since any of us were born North of the border. It’s just fun to put on a kilt every so often.”

“Is it true what they say? About what to wear under a kilt?”

“I couldn’t possibly comment.”

“Do I have to find out for myself?”

Justin was lost for words for a moment. If he hadn’t known that Elena was in a relationship with a woman, he would have thought such a line was a very cheesy flirt. “Don’t tell anyone, but I don’t wear anything under my kilt. I can’t comment for other folks, though.”

There was a space free in the queue for the exit. Justin slipped his car silently into it.

The wedding reception was in the ballroom of a grand country house converted into a hotel. Chandeliers hung over the tables, and one whole wall was windows and glass doors looking out across a wide lawn down to a forest garden. There was a seating plan by the entrance, and Justin and Elena stopped to study it.
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