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Briar woke up from another dream about Nolan, and swore. 

It had been yet another hot dream about Nolan taking them to bed, kissing them like they were precious, swearing his undying love. 

They shouldn’t be feeling like this about their best friend, there should be boundaries. Even if he was also their fake boyfriend. 

The problem was, the fake boyfriend thing had been going on for years. If it had just been a few months, perhaps Briar wouldn’t have fallen in love like this. 

But no, it was literal years. 

Four long, insufferable and undeniably wonderful years of pretending to be devoted to each other in public. 

Briar was desperately, sickeningly in love, for real. 

And they were sick of it. 

Well, that wasn’t exactly true. Briar wasn’t sick of Nolan, or of spending time with him, or of having everyone look at them and say what a cute couple they made. Of feeling like they were a cute couple. 

Briar was sick of pretending that all the huge wealth of affection they felt for Nolan was fake. 

That Saturday morning they had woken up and decided to do something about it. Enough was enough. They couldn’t keep suffering in silence. Leaning into the hugs and kisses and compliments that Nolan was probably doing for show and pretending they were real gifts for Briar. 

So, mind made up, Briar showered and got dressed. What to wear was a conundrum. They wanted to wear something that Nolan had said he liked on them. But that didn’t really narrow things down. They weren’t feeling particularly masculine or feminine that day, so that didn’t help with choosing either. 

Finally, they settled on a pair of comfy but presentable baggy jeans and a buttoned shirt patterned with butterflies of all colors of the rainbow. They added one large dangling earring in one ear and several silver hoops in the other, styled their hair into a puffy quiff and put on the charm bracelet Nolan had given them on their last birthday. 

They headed out of the apartment, bought a big bouquet of flowers (bluebells and carnations which were Nolan’s favorites). They had to wait a few minutes for the train, but finally they got on the subway to tell him that they loved him for real, not just pretend. Their chest was full of tension, tightness, and their stomach was a nest for butterflies, but they didn’t hesitate. This was the right thing to do. 

Briar sat down in a free seat and took a deep, steadying breath. An elderly white lady in a floral dress smiled at them and the bright flowers. Briar smiled back, settled the flowers on their lap and let themself daydream. Not any old daydream though. They remembered.

It had started with a favor, that was all it was ever supposed to be. Nolan was going to a wedding for his cousin and his mother had insisted that he bring a date. Nolan was nursing the wounds from a particularly nasty break-up. Because of that, he’d come moaning to Briar. 

Briar could remember it clearly, it was a Sunday, around eleven in the morning, and they’d only just finished making a huge batch of vanilla cupcakes. They were elbow deep in dishwater when he’d let himself in with the spare key. 

He hadn’t even offered to help with the dishes, he’d started whining right off the bat.

“She says ‘find someone nice, and bring them along. You can’t be the only one of your cousins who’s single, I’ll never hear the end of it.’ Like it’s that easy to go out, land a hot girlfriend or boyfriend, bring them to a wedding and act all nice and happy.” He leaned back against the counter and dipped his finger in the frosting bowl. 

“Maybe it is that easy,” Briar had said. “Why don’t I go with you? And don’t eat the frosting with your fingers, you’re not a four-year-old.” 

“Mean. I can’t take you, Mom knows you.” Briar found a clean teaspoon and offered it to Nolan so he could keep eating the leftover frosting. Indulging him, even then.

“Yeah, that’s better if you think about it,” Briar said. “No annoying interrogations over how you met them, what they do for a living, yada yada. She already knows, you can skip all that boring stuff.” 

“Hmmm. Mom does keep asking after you. She’d like to see you. But you’d have to really commit to it. I’m talking the whole hog. Dress up, co-sign the card, hang on my arm and everything. Act like you’re in love with me.”

“If it means you stop whining then I’m all in, when’s the wedding?” They’d turned to Nolan and seen a softening of his features as he looked them up and down, something affectionate there. They’d flicked sudsy water at him to hide the warmth in their cheeks. “Focus. Answer my question.” 

“Saturday, two weeks time.” 

And so they’d gone to the wedding together. Briar had been on a masculine day, so dressed in a cream linen shirt, a fitted gray waistcoat and suit pants, a purple bow tie and a discrete enamel non-binary pride pin. Nolan had gone full suit with a pale blue tie and Briar had been secretly impressed by how handsome he scrubbed up. They had a pleasant time, seated with Nolan’s cousins. They had an easy conversation over dinner, laughing and getting to know each other. Absolutely no one was weird about Briar’s gender, which was an unexpected bonus. As the night wore on they drank champagne and ate wedding cake. Nolan even invited Briar to dance. 
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