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To all my fellow non-binary siblings, this one’s for you. 











  
  
Chapter One




It’s a beautiful day for a wedding. At least I think so. The sky is a brilliant blue, with only a few clouds in the sky, and there’s a slight breeze in the air—the summer humidity hasn’t yet set in. 

I may have shed a tear or two during the ceremony earlier (okay, several) but I managed to pull it together for my performance. The brides wanted an eclectic selection of music, which included singing a few Broadway hits like “Defying Gravity” but I was able to close out the show with Quixotic’s “Forever.” It was weird performing it without the rest of the group, and I’m pretty sure I messed up RJ’s bridge, but the small crowd seemed to love it anyway.

I’m going over the performance in my head, trying to make sure I remember to write down what I think I missed, when I feel a tap on my shoulder. Technically, I’m supposed to be eating now, but with the rest of my table empty as the wedding guests dance to a perfectly curated playlist, I figured I’d obsess instead.

Turning around in my chair, I’m greeted by none other than the beautiful brides.

“Thank you so much, Brodie, for everything,” Jenna says as she pulls me in for a hug. 

Seated, our height difference isn’t too marked, but if I were to stand, I’d have to crouch down to hug her and my knees already hurt from the feeble attempt I made at dancing on stage earlier.

“Of course! I’m so honoured to be here. Truly,” I say, ensuring I make eye contact with Gabriella as well. “You both look amazing. I love how each dress suits your individual personalities.”

While Jenna wears a gown worthy of a princess, Gabriella is wearing a sleek, skintight, white dress that accentuates all her curves.

“Thank you, Brodie.” Gabriella leans in for a hug this time and I remember to hug her back and not let my surprise show. 

It seems that weddings really bring out the mush in everyone, and I’ve been getting hugs from people left and right.

“Make sure you grab something to eat. You’ve earned it after that performance,” Jenna says.

“That goes for you too,” I respond, winking. 

Jenna actually opened my brief show with a duet we performed together, dedicated to her new wife. It was absolutely adorable and I hope the internet will do their thing to make it go viral. Not that Jenna’s had any shortage of bookings or opportunities in the past few years—it’s just that good. If I wasn’t performing myself, I’d definitely have recorded it to plaster over all the Broadway forums.

“Wasn’t she just amazing?” Gabriella pulls her wife closer and kisses her on the cheek. 

“Enough of that. Save it for the honeymoon.” I roll my eyes for emphasis, hoping my dig isn’t diluted too much by the warm smile I feel coming on.

Jenna shakes my shoulders. “Stop being silly, and go get food.”

“Okay, okay.” I surrender and stand up to show them that I am indeed getting food.

Gabriella is about to say something when someone calls her from the dance floor and she runs over to them.

“Go join your wife.” I motion towards the running bride. “I’ll be fine.”

Jenna nods and follows her spouse. So adorable. I shake my head as I walk away from the lovefest.

On my way to the buffet table, I spot a canvas on an easel and a short cart of painting materials next to it.

The artwork is simply stunning. It’s not yet complete but I can tell what it’s going to be; a portrait of Jenna and Gabriella against the flower arch they exchanged vows in front of. I can tell the artist has done their research as the brides’ faces look perfectly painted, and while the dresses and background are missing a few details at the moment, I can tell it will get there.

A throat-clearing sound behind me forces me to turn away. The offender is a beautiful woman, somehow even more beautiful than the painting I was just admiring. Her paint-stained hands lead me to realize she must be the artist working on this piece—Jenna and Gabriella did tell me about this part of their wedding, but I wasn’t paying much attention in all my prep for my performance.

“Sorry, could you move aside, please? I need to get back to it,” the painter says, chuckling awkwardly. 

Oops. I guess I was too busy staring to notice I was in the way.

“O-oh, sorry.” I move aside so she can get back to the painting. 

I try to step back enough so she doesn’t feel crowded by my presence but I can’t will myself to walk away completely. I want to see what she does next.

“You’re welcome to stay and watch for a bit,” she says, turning to me after filling in some of the clouds in the sky of the painting.

I clear my throat, realizing again that I’ve been mesmerized. Good art is just one of those things I could never look away from, but perhaps this is creepier than I mean it to be. My height makes me conscious that I can sometimes appear more intimidating than I am, especially to people who may not know me yet.

“Sure, sorry. I don’t usually silently stand next to people I don’t know but I couldn’t help it. Your painting is beautiful,” I say.

The artist smiles and I realize I want to write songs about that smile. A single dimple appears on her left cheek.

“Thank you. Your performance was quite good too. . . sorry, I forgot your name. Too many other details stored up here today.” She taps the side of her head and giggles as she says the last part.

There’s been a murder—death by giggles. Relax, Brodie. You’ve met pretty people before. You’ve sung in front of hundreds of people before. You can speak normally.

“It’s Brodie,” I say with a smile. 

At least, I hope it’s a smile and not a grimace as my hands begin to sweat from nervousness. No, it’s the summer heat. It’s just hot out. 

“Nice to meet you, Brodie. I’m Taylor Evans. I’d shake your hand but mine is currently covered in paint.”

I nod in understanding and Taylor smiles again before turning back to her work. I really should go get something to eat, but I also really want to watch this process. Maybe I should look up the artist on social media or something so I can find out more in a less creepy way.

I make it through three of the videos on her page (thank goodness her profile is under her name) before a tap on my arm interrupts me. I’m surprised to see Bea holding a plate with a fork in front of me.

“Here. You need to eat,” she says, reaching for my phone. 

I hastily put it in my pocket instead and grab the fork she’s shoving in my face. I use my other hand to take the plate.

“Thank you. How did you know I haven’t eaten yet?”

“Thank Steph,” Bea says, gesturing to her girlfriend, who is still out on the dance floor. “She’s been watching the portrait too, and she said it doesn’t look like you took time between your set and now.”

I don’t bother correcting her assumption. Technically, I also had enough time to talk to the brides and contemplate my entire career as a singer. But Bea has heard enough of those musings, as we work together at the bookstore/café she manages, Love A Latte Books.

I dig into the food as Bea watches me, clearly not planning to leave until she’s determined that I am sufficiently full.

Not wanting to just have her stare at me, I make some small talk.

“The ceremony was beautiful, right?”

“Yes,” Bea says dreamily. “It was perfect. Honestly, this entire wedding is just a dream. Your performance too.”

I shake my head but smile at the compliment. I’m out of practice, but I should take the crumbs of praise when I get them. It’s not like anyone else will give them to me.

“Yes, the performance was amazing,” Taylor chimes in from where she’s refining the flowers in the arch depicted on the painting.

“See? Even the artist thinks so. Tell Brodie how amazing they are; they never believe it from me.” Bea moves closer to the painter and introduces herself, while I keep eating and shaking my head.

I continue eating silently as they chat, thankfully away from the topic of me and now onto the topic of how talented Taylor is. It’s a conversation I’d be happy to join but I decide to focus on eating, my empty stomach forcing me to pay attention to it now that I’ve finally stopped moving long enough to notice how starving I really was.

When I finish eating, I put the plate away on a nearby dirty dish tray and head back to Bea so we can continue our conversation.

“Well, I’ll let you get back to it,” Bea is saying to Taylor as she steps away upon my arrival. 

Bea reaches for my arm and steers me away from the art station and towards the dance floor.

“C’mon, let’s go dance our feet off.” She drags me towards her girlfriend and the rest of the attendees.

Laughing, I join in the antics, and while my feet don’t fall off at the end of the night, the smile on my face is one that will take several days to fade.








  
  
Chapter Two




I wake up to the sound of my obnoxious ringtone, and I curse myself for not putting my phone on silent last night. It’s not something I typically worry about, as I keep my notifications perpetually off for anything that isn’t a call or text from my close friends. But now, I consider adding it to my list of things to do every night. 

I’ve missed the call by the time I groggily crawl over towards my nightstand, where my phone is charging, but I jolt awake when I see that it was Jenna who called. As she’s on her honeymoon in a remote cottage I don’t even know where, there’s no reason for her to be calling me.

I call her back immediately and she picks up after a few seconds.

“Hey, everything okay?” I ask, clearing my throat when the words get blocked by early morning grogginess. 

“Yes, sorry for scaring you. What are you up to today?”

“Nothing, it’s my day off. Why?”

“Can you do me a huge favour? Please, please,” Jenna asks.

“Of course.” I don’t hesitate to accept. 

Jenna is one of the few people I’d sacrifice a limb for if she asked, not that she would. There’s a kinship we developed working in theatre together, and it’s been easy to stay in touch with her, even now that the show is over. I’ve worked with and met lots of people in the entertainment business in my career but Jenna is one of the few pure-hearted ones, the kind who really look out for you. Being openly queer is also one of the things that made us click—not that a lot of people know much about my personal life. Jenna’s one of the few people I feel comfortable talking with about all this and she’s been a great shoulder to lean on as I figure my shit out. Not that there’s much to figure out. I know who I am, but how or whether to tell other people is the part I struggle with.

“Can you pick up the portrait from the artist from our wedding today? Taylor Evans, did you meet her? She’s heading out of town for a week and we don’t come back until tomorrow. I know it’s silly of me but I really want to come home to it. I’m too excited. Please?” Jenna continues as she tries to justify her request. 

I shake my head, not that she can see it.

“It’s not silly, of course I will. Just send me the details and I’ll do it later today.”

“Perfect, thank you! I’ll text you the details. I’ll call my building concierge to tell them too, so they’ll let you in.”

“Sure. . . so, how’s the honeymoon?” I tease.

“Hmm? Oh, what’s that, Gabriella? The breakfast is burning? Oh no!” Jenna’s voice gets a bit distant as she starts to move the phone away from her ear.

“Stop with the theatrics, you actor.” My laugh betrays me, as I can totally picture Jenna putting on this show. “Fine, I’ll let you get back to whatever it is you’re doing. I don’t want to know. Bye,” I say and hang up.

Well, at least that answers the question of what I was going to do today. The other option was to stare at my guitar and wait for a song to write itself. This is different from what I did yesterday, which was sitting at my laptop to wait for the Word document to fill itself with lyrics. The day before was similar, but with a notebook and a cup of coffee.

It’s not that I don’t want to write a new song, it’s just that I can’t. I haven’t been able to for some time, which is why I continue to stay here in this city, while the world moves on and slowly forgets Quixotic. Maybe it’s better this way, to fade into obscurity and live off the royalty cheques that come in as more and more of our songs go viral and are licensed for movies, TV shows, and car commercials.

But still, I want to write something. Anything. Just to prove to myself that I can do it. Maybe it’s silly, but I’d feel more silly if I didn’t at least try.

I take the subway to the address that Jenna sent me, already thinking about how I’ll want to order a ride for the later trip to Jenna’s. If I got any weird subway air or dirt on the painting, I’d probably fling myself onto the street before Jenna had a chance to. I’d never forgive myself.

Following the instructions Jenna texted me, I ring the doorbell and try not to get freaked out by the security camera attached to it.

“Hey, it’s Brodie, here to pick up Jenna Daniels’ painting,” I say into the video doorbell.

A minute later, the door opens and Taylor waves me in.

“Hey, good to see you again,” she says as I awkwardly stand in the front foyer.

“You too,” I say, looking around. 

There’s no way to describe this house as being anything other than where an artist lives. The floor is covered in bright rugs; the walls have a mismatch of tapestries and paintings, some in Taylor’s style and some in much more abstract ways; and even the furniture is unique. There are IKEA bookshelves, just like in every other Toronto home, but the tables and trinkets are all unique, at least from what I can see.









