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It was supposed to be the frigging
best day of my life. Only it was turning into the worst. If this
goes the way, it seems to be heading then please note that I will
be throwing things soon so take this as a warning to duck for
cover. Well I was fuming and if they think I was a ‘bridezilla’
leading up the Goddamn wedding then it was nothing compared to how
I will be if that twat does not show up. Granted, I wanted to
control every tiny aspect about this event and probably drove those
around me nuts for months on end since they did not understand why
we hired a wedding planner when I took command and burdened the
worry to bother those around me. The world was watching so it will
be me, not him (the fiancé) or indeed the bloody wedding planner
they will find fault with if even the smallest detail is not
perfect. It was my head on the chopping block and I want to keep
it. Do you think they did not judge Victoria Beckham for those
thrones, or Kate for allowing her sister to upstage her with her
bottom? People do not forget stuff like that so it will haunt their
weddings forever. It would not surprise me at this point if I found
myself ousted off the front pages altogether in favour of a
pampered pig somehow capturing the headlines and I do not mean the
one I am marrying, if Rocco ever bothers to get his arse here on
time that is.

Despite what others believe, it
did matter hugely that the flowers did not just look beautiful but
they had to smell beautiful too to match my perfume even if it
would put people off their food at the reception with the
overpowering scent. I did not care. Go hungry then. I had a perfume
to sell and this was going to get the brand out there, when not
only us but also our guests mention it in the press and online. It
was my big day and I was having it the way I dreamt of all my life
since I was a little girl. Whose wedding is this, mine or theirs? I
swear I will wed and become a wife by the end of play so help me
God. Even if I am, present and correct whilst waiting and willing
to walk down the aisle without a groom if that is what it took. The
wedding cannot go ahead if I am alone, claimed the rotund Chaplain
who is marrying us in the magnificent medieval and very private
chapel of an Irish castle called Ballybridge that is situated not
too far outside the city of Dublin. Seriously, I was not joking.
Could we not just start without Rocco and he can catch up to speed
when he gets here? No, they told me. Well I was a fairytale
princess about to marry her prince but the villain of the piece has
left the land of make-believe and nobody can find him. Honestly,
you could not make this up and if it were a story then it would
turn into a one without a happy ending the way it is going.

‘Stand guard
and do not let anyone into this room until I say so,’ I order my
bodyguard namely Jonny B. Badd (who looks like Jason Statham but
unlike the actor, he can do all the action for real so don’t mess
with him if you know what’s good for you). I feel safe whenever
Jonny is around, even though people do not like the idea of me
having a convicted killer on my payroll. I know that he will go
beyond the call of duty to protect me and mine and nobody can get
to us, least of all my evil father who will not be walking me down
the aisle today.

‘Sure thing,
Miss Temples,’ he says as I march through the doorway with my PA
instead of down the aisle. Jonny holds the door for us.

‘Call me,
Callie,’ I insist to my bodyguard. He closes the door after us. I
know he will not because he sees it as personal, not
professional.

‘Huh, I thought
it was the bride who was traditionally supposed to be late for the
wedding,’ said Mario, my PA as I pace the floor and he follows
alongside me step for step until he trips over Gypsy on his lead.
It is my mini pet pig that my three (soon to be four) year old
daughter named, not me. I think she heard the name off the wedding
show. It squeaks in annoyance but I dare not pick the animal up
which was a present from my fiancé or I might feel like strangling
it, when imagining my hands around Rocco’s neck for causing me this
grief.

‘OK, do not rub
it in and mention it again or you are fired,’ I retort.

‘Don’t take it
out on me just because Rocco’s done one. Besides, you cannot fire
me if I already quit last week. I’m just serving my time so I get
paid at the end of the month,’ says Mario to remind me.

‘You always say
that every time I fire you, but you never put it in writing.’ It
was great to talk about something else besides the bleeding
obvious. Mario fiddles with his phone as per usual.

‘Ha, you
wouldn’t cope without me to run your world for you and write your
tweets to make you look witty, sarcastic and rude.’

‘Who has time
to write that much shit if you’re a reality star celeb and mother
and bride-to-be of a British rock God for heaven’s
sake?’

‘You choose to
be all of those things, Callie so do not knock it.’

‘I’m not. I
want this life and I will live it. Only it would be near perfect if
Rocco would just show up and shine like he does on
stage.’

‘Rocco is
temperamental and tends to jump ship if he’s unhappy.’

‘What the hell
has he got to be unhappy about? I’m the one he’s making unhappy by
not turning up for our damn wedding.’

‘He does love
you I’m sure . . . but he does love himself more.’

‘I know that. I
love my daughter and my mother more than him too.’

‘I reckon he’s
just having a few wobbles. Once Rocco calms down and the jitters
subside then he’ll make a beeline here.’

‘You do not
believe that. You’re just trying to be nice, aren’t
you?’

‘Is it working?
It goes against the grain to cheer you up,’ he says.

‘Thanks for
trying. I am getting sadder with every second that passes. I might
have to check into rehab if this goes tit’s up.’

‘Do you want
the good news or the bad news first?’ he asks and puts his phone
down to rub his ear, which is never a great sign.

‘Leave your ear
alone or it might fall off. Give me the good.’ I smack his hand
away to make him stop when he comes close enough to me so I do not
have to move in this tight corset that is restricting my breathing,
but looking good is painful and right here is where you start
hurting. Mario has a prosthetic right ear fitted, after he was born
with a deformed one. He can hear perfectly well out of both.
Although sometimes he likes to pretend that, he is deaf when I
shout.

‘Everyone and
his pig want to watch the wedding.’ We both look at Gypsy as if to
confirm this to be true and he grunts once in return so we take
that as a yes (two grunts for no). Well the person who sold us the
pig said Gypsy was psychic so we sometimes pretend to believe
it.

‘And what’s the
bad news?’

‘Everyone and
his pig is wondering where the groom is?’

‘Christ you and
me both eh, Gypsy,’ I say to the pig. It ignores me.

‘That pig
cannot walk in the straitjacket you have put him in,’ said Mario to
change the subject and take my mind off Rocco’s no show.

‘It’s not a
straitjacket; it’s a white morning suit to match
Rocco’s.’

‘Whatever . . .
it still makes him walk like a puppet without strings.’ I look down
at said pig as Gypsy does a poop on the flagstone floor and then I
look at Mario to clean it up before someone stands in
it.

‘I suppose you
want me to get that.’ Mario pegs his nose with his fingers and
sprays some of my perfume around to mask the stench.

‘If you
wouldn’t mind . . . or do you expect me to get down on my hands and
knees in my wedding dress and scoop it up,’ I retorted.

‘I can’t keep
those guys away much longer. You’re going to have to face them
sometime, so it may as well be sooner rather than
later.’

‘Rocco’s not
coming, is he?’ I reply, plonking down in a huff on the wooden
bench and almost sliding on my arse if I did not grab onto the seat
with my vacant hand to stop me hitting the deck. I feel
faint.

My other fist held onto my
shades of pink and green along with sprigs of white/gold also
present in the stunning bouquet, which I was refusing to put aside
because that meant that I was not getting married if I gave up on
it so then I was giving up on everything related to this day and
admitting defeat. Seriously, I was not ready to succumb to that
scenario just yet as I waited in a chapel side room and cursed
myself silly for believing in Rocco. It was perhaps a mistake for
me to persuade Rocco to go with the magazine deal when they offered
to pay for everything in exchange for exclusivity since it would be
great publicity for both our careers and keep us in the spotlight
with his tour coming up and the launch of my own clothing line and
brand.

Talk about regret. If this was
a private event, I could just brush it under the carpet if
something went wrong and pretend it did not hurt me in public.
Whilst putting it down to experience then go off somewhere to cry
alone but I cannot do that because we signed the bloody contracts
and they will sue our arses if we back out. To be truthful I cannot
face people knowing that he jilted me at the altar like some ‘Miss
Havisham’ in Dickensian times. What greater expectation can you
have on a day like today other than your other half turning up to
wed you? While I will not be a laughing stock for anyone, let alone
Rocco who does not deserve the power to let my baby down as I think
of my adorable little girl Flora all dressed up and so excited to
be a bridesmaid whilst currently in the arms of my dear mother.

Speaking of Mum, she has been
my rock throughout my life and always there to support me if not
with cold hard cash then with strong unconditional love. I give my
girl that too and everything I do, I do for her so Flora Temples
does not have to suffer poverty and pain as I did. I know what it
is like to be the kid that goes without, only to end up bullied in
school and beaten at home. Well not anymore as nobody picks on me
nowadays or I pick on them, right back for I stand up to bullies
and I encourage others to do so too. On the other hand, if you
cannot stop others from hurting you then get someone good on your
side who can at least try to save not only your mind but your body
and soul as well. Life is too short to let nasty people ruin
it.

‘There is still
time, nobody is leaving their seats just yet. There is hope that
Rocco has just gotten a temporary case of cold feet and he will
turn up,’ suggests my PA Mario, when he sees my face fall as the
realisation hits it that this is truly humiliating on a grand
scale.

‘Nobody dares
leave their seat or I will have their guts for garters.’

‘Just so you
know . . . the magazine people are getting a bit anxious that they
haven’t seen the groom yet so they are starting to ask questions,’
said Mario to add to my woes. That magazine photographer will be
following us around all day so I had better get used to it and we
have an interview to get through after the event.

‘Whose bright
idea was it to have them here in the first place?’

‘Yours,’
replies Mario to taunt me.

‘I know that .
. . it was a rhetorical question. I am pissed at
myself.’

‘Well as long
as you are not pissed at me. It’s OK to be angry.’

‘Tell me
something good to take my mind off this bad feeling I have before I
do something stupid,’ I demand.

‘Your wedding
is the stuff of dreams. Do not turn it into a
nightmare.’

‘Now I am
pissed at you too for reminding me about what I have to lose or may
have already lost, I don’t know anything anymore because nobody
will tell me where he is or what he’s thinking.’

‘That’s because
they don’t know. Everyone is in the dark, like you.’

‘I have to have
hope, right . . . and not give up until it’s time.’

‘That is the
Callie Temples I know and sometimes love sometimes hate but let’s
not dwell on the negative. Let’s be positive for everyone’s sake
until we find out otherwise,’ Mario reassures me.

The family and friends are
here. The celeb guests are here. The press is here. Everyone under
the sodding sun is here. Even people I do not like have turned up,
like my ex-best mate (who used to be a web-cam girl alongside me
back in the day). She stole my then footballer boyfriend and became
a WAG when she married the man (only because she got pregnant by my
ex) but I thought I should have at the time and it hurt like hell.
Anyhow, I got over it when I bagged a rock star to top her hubby
and subsequent luxury lifestyle after I went on CHARITY GIG, which
is a reality TV show about gaining the most money for a certain
charity of your choice. While I also happened to gain enough fame
for myself as a result of winning first place to ensure that I did
not have to dance for men for money without my clothes on ever
again (hopefully, the dream does not end here).

Well I met Rocco at a VIP
charity event and we hit it off from the start when he said he
wanted to run his fingers through my ‘real’ long, shiny dark hair
and I let him. We both fell madly in love and knew we had met our
match from the get-go. I am the only sexy woman Rocco has ever met
that refused to sleep with him, before the wedding. Not that I am a
virgin, for I have a daughter from a previous relationship and I
have known my fair share of past boyfriends obviously since one of
which is sitting on a pew in the private chapel with my former
fellow webcam girl. Rocco and I wanted ours to be something special
when laced with meaning and commitment, so we are waiting until our
wedding night for our first time together. Whilst I invited the
ex-mate and ex-boyfriend of mine along to the wedding to show off
but now it seems as if I might fail to impress anyone with a
no-show.

Hell, if those guys could make
the effort to come to our wedding then where is Rocco when I need
him. My groom’s entourage are all here including his rough and
ready band mates from THE KEYS. They all have nicknames, so we have
Mickey who plays guitar (the chastity belt key because he is a
total ‘ladies man’). Stevie B. plays bass guitar (otherwise known
as the medicine cabinet key, because he is a bit of a
hypochondriac). Roland plays the piano (the drinks cabinet key
since he is a pisshead) then there is Duncan on the drums (the safe
key, as he likes to keep an eye on the money) and lastly Rocco who
is the lead singer/songwriter guitarist (the front door key for
obvious reasons). Their manager Gaz sports an old-fashioned pair of
thick sideburns either side of his chubby cheeked face to make it
appear fuller than normal and even the Goddamn CEO of Rocco’s
record company, accompanied by their partners are honouring us with
their presence. When flying here in a noisy helicopter that scared
the poor alpacas half to death in the next field over the fence. I
knew darn well we should have both stayed here last night at
Ballybridge castle so I could keep an eye on Rocco. He was nervous
about the Irish themed wedding of ours turning into a circus for
the entertainment of others and having little to do with love so he
almost wanted to call it off in a moment of madness.

I didn’t take Rocco seriously
of course and just thought he was venting his frustration at it
being out of his control whilst I insisted that he spent his last
night of freedom at a luxury hotel in Dublin to unwind, so we would
be apart as tradition dictates. This was a big mistake on my part
and I regret it now of course, for I found out that my beloved snug
out of a hotel window to risk life and limb when climbing onto a
nearby balcony. Before Rocco scared the life out of the poor
shagging occupants in the next suite with his presence by tapping
on the glass until they let him in to escape his minders through
their room and down in the lift, out the lobby and off in a taxi to
Lord knows where. I should have known that if the perfect romance
you have is too good to be true then it probably is and this would
be right on the mark, for mine is turning to shit before my very
eyes.

Not that anyone thought it
strange to have a rock star acting weird on the morning of his
wedding, when expecting him to mess about like a spoiled brat so it
becomes acceptable behaviour. Somebody needs to give Rocco a good
slap across the back of his legs for being childish, but there was
nobody there that could make my man think long and hard to change
his mind about his decision one way or the other. Surely, Rocco
will see sense soon and turn up in a minute with that gorgeous
smile of his that can melt a million hearts but it is mine, he is
playing with and I do not appreciate it one little bit. When he
does surface, we will be having words so you can bet on that
outcome. What a waste of a perfectly good white wedding dress,
which is the finest silk with a vintage lace bodice covering over
my tattoos since I wanted to look tasteful not trashy. I chose not
to wear a veil. Rocco prefers my long dark hair down so he can run
his fingers through it whilst I just have a pretty but delicate,
pearl tiara on top that was worn by both my mother and my
grandmother. I would love to pass it on so I hope my daughter finds
love, regardless of the way she was born. I look like a dream come
true and it is to have this luxury wedding at all, so I am a lucky
girl but I want to cry. I want to toss my bouquet before it is time
and I want to vomit with pent-up emotion.

‘Well this is
turning into . . . My Big Fat Little Gypsy Pig Wedding and if all
else fails you can always marry your pet groomsman. He’s already
wearing a mini outfit and you know he loves you dearly,’ says Mario
in an attempt to cheer me up. Only I am too far-gone down the hall
of misery and I do not know which door to open that will lead to me
being happy again, so my PA does not succeed but bless him for
trying.

‘Mario, go and
get Lizzie for me . . . I need her,’ I say to my PA.

‘The last time
I saw Lizzie. She was helping your Mum out by playing with Flora to
keep her from wondering where you are. Do you want a touch-up on
that mascara too?’ he said about my
best-friend/childminder/bridesmaid/makeup-artist/hairdresser and
wonder woman to boot.

‘If I don’t
already, I will soon.’ I have been wiping my eyes to stop the tears
from forming enough to fall. Mario left me alone, apart from Gypsy
that is but what use is a bloody pig at a time like this. I dare
not ask the psychic animal out of fear, if Rocco will marry me. I
am too scared of his answer for I expect it to be two grunts for
no.

‘Sorry to
disturb you, Miss Temples . . . but the Best Man is here and he’s
asking to speak to you,’ said Jonny B. Badd (my bodyguard) when
poking his head through the chapel doorway but not letting Reuben
in as per instructed until he got the okay from me.

‘I told you. I
don’t want to speak to anyone unless it’s Rocco.’

‘It’s about
Rocco . . . he’s heard from him,’ replies Jonny as my heart flips
in my chest so I stand in silence and take a sharp breath to steel
myself, in case it is bad news. I have to face it. It is bound to
be bad news or Rocco would be here by my side, to enjoy our
wedding.
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It was all I could do to nod my head
at Jonny to allow Rocco’s Best Man into the room with us, for words
fail me through shock. This was it. This was the very moment my
world would fall apart. To say it would not be the first or indeed
the last time this would happen to me was something of an
understatement. You think I would be used to getting the wind taken
out of my sails by now with the life I have led so far. When it
builds me up only to let me down and disappoints to the extreme of
making me not expect much by way of luck and happiness to end up as
hard as nails. So some believe anyway but really, I am just tough
on the outside and a total pussycat on the inside that can scratch
and claw my way out of trouble if I have to. You would be wrong if
you thought I could easily handle this humiliation for I am as
vulnerable to having my heart broken, as is anybody
else.

Hell I might have known the run
of highs would not last that started with me winning the TV charity
competition and then hosting the reality show afterwards to become
famous enough to warrant a whole smorgasbord of showbiz work that
pays very well indeed. This enabled me to be able to afford a nice
place to live with a garden for my daughter and Mum, which nobody
could evict us from because I own it outright. All before I got
with Rocco for a whirlwind romance but the low was about to hit and
hit hard to bring me crashing down to earth with a bump. I knew it
was going to hurt even before the impact. What made it worse was
the fact that Rocco’s brother is the spitting image of him when
being an identical twin, so I have to picture it firsthand that my
groom would have looked gorgeous on his big day. Just like his
sibling does if he had worn the same white morning suit to match
Gypsy’s one (that I had someone make especially for my pet pig as a
surprise for Rocco). The way things are going, I might have to end
up marrying the damn pig and making him my groom if I actually want
a wedding. My eyes started to well up even before Reuben spoke to
let me learn of the big excuse coming from my intended.

‘I’ve had a
call from Rocco to say that he’s fine and he’s sorry . .
.’

‘Ha, that is
all right then. That makes everything OK. We can pack up and go
home early for the day as our work here is done,’ I
retort.

‘He went off to
drown his sorrows but he does love you, Callie. Only he’s bottled
it so I’m afraid he’s not turning up to marry you.’

‘So he’s not
had a serious accident then and is in surgery as we speak because
that is the only thing I will excuse him for, but that is where
Rocco will end up when I get my hands on him.’

‘Rocco did not
say he didn’t want to marry you ever, just not right now. Maybe in
the near future, you guys can go away somewhere and elope to do it
on the quiet,’ said Reuben and trying to make me feel better about
the fact that I have been jilted at the altar no matter how you
spin it and the world will find out soon enough, if they haven’t
guessed already. I want to disappear too, into a puff of smoke like
the way Rocco has for it is not him that has to face it head-on but
me.

‘Well he’s got
a funny way of showing he loves me and he wants to marry me if he
doesn’t follow through on those ideas by proving it.’

‘As soon as
Rocco has thought it through and stopped drinking, he will realise
he has messed up and then regret it if I know him so have no fear.
My brother will make it up to you; he always does if past
performances are anything to go by,’ says Reuben whilst removing
his specs to rub at his eyes. Rocco refuses to wear glasses as he
says that it is not very rock and roll and I say that he should
tell that to Buddy Holly and The Crickets, who were the first to
influence future rock bands. (According to Gaz THE KEYS manager
that is because I thought that particular accolade went to The
Beatles, but what do I know about real music when I love ‘cheesy
pop’ insists Rocco.) Anyway, my rock star opts for contact lenses
instead. As Reuben then moved forward and awkwardly gave me a hug.
For he could see that my legs were giving way beneath me when the
enormity of the situation hit me, so I was shaking from both the
hurt and humiliation I felt.

‘Are you sure,
this is not his way of dumping me?’ I whisper.

‘He still wants
to be with you, Callie. Please believe me so no, he is not dumping
you. Rocco loves you to bits, just not all the circus that comes
with you on this occasion.’ I silently scream inside my
head.

‘How could
Rocco do this to me? I love him and I really thought the selfish
bastard loved me too.’ I did not freak out as I thought I would if
something this dramatic happened today but I am strangely calm
(perhaps before the storm as they say, I do not know). We would
have been so happy together but now it is ruined. Nobody has ever
loved me the way my man does, or should that be ‘did love me’
because he has buggered off and left me so Rocco cannot care that
much after all.

‘All you have
to focus on is the fact that Rocco still truly loves you, nothing
has changed there. He’s just freaked out,’ says Reuben, holding me
tight as he feels my body rock with silent sobs so he takes out a
tissue from his pocket. I do not care if it is a used one or not.
All I know is that I need to dab my eyes with it so I am grateful
to him.

‘Your agent
insists on speaking to you . . . shall I let him in?’ asks Jonny as
he pops his head in the doorway once more to catch us in a clinch,
so he looks away as if intruding on a moment. It is far from the
romantic one that I had in mind, for I wish it were Rocco here
comforting me in his arms instead of his twin brother who had
removed his glasses to wipe the odd tear from his eye
too.

‘Let him in,
someone has to sort out this mess so he may as well help,’ I reply,
but I bet even Allen cannot solve this problem for me.

‘Oh thank God
you’re here, Rocco . . . Jesus; you had us all worried there for a
minute,’ said Allen when he burst into the room in a fluster and
waved his hands in the air, for he cannot seem to speak unless he
did that too.

‘That’s not
Rocco . . . it’s Reuben,’ I correct Allen and wipe my
eyes.

‘Well you could
have fooled me and you did. So where is that groom of yours got to
then? Christ, Callie, you look in a right state,’ he says as Reuben
puts his specs back on and composes himself. Allen had also noticed
my sore puffy but watery sockets and rubbed in mascara with bits of
tissue paper stuck to my lashes. Not to mention the snot bubbles
coming out of my nostrils with the stress suddenly making my nose
run riot. I am past caring about my vanity. The dream
ended.

‘If I knew
where he was . . . do you think I would be hiding here?’

‘No, I suppose
not. Knowing you, you would be out there after him.’

Reuben and I separate our
bodies in guilt as if what we were doing was wrong and we both knew
it when we realised that we were still holding onto one another. On
the other hand, it weirdly felt right when being held by him for
some reason that I never felt before with Rocco. I am clearly
confused by the circumstances I find myself in since I have never
thought of Reuben like that for he seems to melt into the
background whenever Rocco is around. While my man has charisma by
the lorry load and it is all about him when he lights up a room
with his sheer energy and electricity so I am like a moth to the
flame. However, his twin is more in the shadows and prefers not to
take centre stage whilst Reuben runs his own international charity
so he actually introduced me to his brother and they could not be
more similar in looks but different in personality. Doing anything
for anybody comes naturally to Reuben, as he likes to be useful.
Unlike Rocco who has never put himself out for anyone and this is
the proof. Will Reuben do what my agent suggests? After I had
explained what had happened and asked Allen to help come up with a
solution.

‘Are you sure
about this?’ asks Lizzie as she holds Reuben’s ear.

‘Yes, just do
it quick . . . don’t jab, stab,’ he insists.

‘Well you’re a
braver man than I am,’ says Allen, wincing at just the sight of the
needle never mind the thought of actually getting it
done.

‘I hope the ice
cube froze it enough to deaden the area a bit.’

‘Hurry up and
do it before I change my mind,’ replies Reuben.

‘I agree . . .
here, wash these down with this . . . for the pain,’ offers Allen
as he holds out two painkillers and a bottle of Irish
whiskey.

‘What pain . .
. it can’t be that bad or it wouldn’t be so popular.’

‘The pain of
childbirth never stopped women having babies.’

‘You’re right .
. . hand them over,’ replies Reuben as he glugs the drink to down
the pills and then takes a deep breath to brace for it.

‘Hold on . . .
where are we going to get a stud earring from?’ I ask.

‘Err . . . good
point,’ agrees Allen and pouts his lips to ponder it.

‘You mean you
were about to open me up without something to plug in the hole to
stop the bleeding,’ says Reuben and goes white.

‘Oh relax; you
hardly have any blood flowing there. It is just an earlobe so no
big deal. I’ll get Mario on it,’ I say to calm his
fears.

‘Well you get
it done then and wait for your man to find an earring.’

‘I don’t need
to. I’m not trying to be the missing groom, you are.’

‘OK . . . I
have a solution but you might not like it. I’ve got a stud earring
you can use, if you want,’ pipes up Lizzie.

‘But you don’t
have your ears pierced so you don’t wear studs.’

‘Who said
anything about ears . . . I have other body parts
pierced.’

‘Oh please tell
me it’s not your genitals,’ Reuben says in shock.

‘No, I have my
nipples pierced if you must know and you can borrow one of the
studs to put in your ear,’ replies Lizzie.

‘Well I never
knew that. When did you decide to get that done?’ I ask my best
friend since it surprises me to hear this revelation.

‘I did not want
it done . . . I lost the bet so I had to embarrassingly honour it
but do not tell anyone, all right,’ insists Lizzie.

‘OK . . . but
why don’t you just take the studs out and the holes will heal up,
given time . . . like Reuben’s will when we’re finished
here.’

‘I kind of got
used to them and they remind me of good times so I kept them but
one day I might get rid of them permanently,’ she says.

‘Let’s have a
look then,’ I ask my friend who drags me into the corner and with
our backs to the men, she takes one boob out of her tight gown
which wasn’t easy before removing the stud we need.

‘Thanks for
this . . . we owe you one. It suits you, you know, makes you look
badass,’ I say to my friend with a wink in approval.

‘Have you
sterilised it?’ asks Reuben about the silver stud.

‘If you mean
properly, no, we haven’t got the time to sort it out but if you
mean dousing it in alcohol then yes, it’s the best we can do right
now,’ replies Lizzie as she swigs a glug of the Irish
whiskey.

‘But what if I
get an infection?’

‘You get some
antibiotics at worst so no biggie,’ I answer him.

‘Are you ready?
On the count of three . . . one,’ says Lizzie as she sewers his
earlobe and shoves the stud into place before Reuben even knew what
happened. It hurt Allen more, judging by his face.

‘Ouch . . .
Jesus Christ, that hurt like hell . . . you said it would
not.’

‘It is your own
fault . . . I guess you took so long deciding, the effects of the
ice wore off before you took the plunge,’ replies
Lizzie.

‘Don’t swear in
church,’ I command, not that I am strictly religious.

‘I didn’t . . .
I took the Lord’s name in vain in a chapel not a church and so
would you if you had just been assaulted with a sharp object . . .
what happened to three . . . you didn’t even get to two,’ he
says.

‘I thought it
would be easier if I took you by surprise and I was right, you
didn’t have time to squirm about so it’s in straight,’ she
said.

‘Oh great . . .
he is a bleeder . . . there is blood on his white
shirt.’

‘I think I am
going to faint,’ pipes up Reuben. What a wimp, he is?

‘Jeez, it is
only a few drops . . . what would you be like if we needed you to
donate a pint of the red stuff?’ I ask, rolling my eyes.

‘I have and for
your information, I always feel faint afterwards.’

‘Lie down on
that pew and rest for a little while. Allen will sort you out with
a clean shirt from somewhere and have another shot of the hard
stuff to perk you up whilst you’re at it,’ I said as I ran a hankie
along the wooden bench to make sure it didn’t mark his white
suit.

‘Are you sure
about this?’ asks Lizzie as she touches up my makeup.

‘What choice do
we have, if we want the wedding to go ahead? This way Rocco never
has to do the whole circus as he calls it because his brother is
willing to do it for him.’ I hope Reuben does not back out too. I
mean, to lose one groom is unlucky but to lose two is downright
carelessness on my part. If Mario were not gay, I would even
consider him at this stage but Allen is old enough to be my dad and
Jonny is married so overall I am quickly running out of options
here people.

‘Reuben must
have a very understanding girlfriend is all I am saying, if Nola
allows her man to marry another woman,’ says Lizzie.

I do not say anything in return
for my thoughts having drifted. As I simply stare in a daze at her
cute slender features and think to myself, how beautifully chic
Lizzie looks today for she is normally so country in her attire
that my friend never makes the most of her sexy figure and prefers
to hide it under a baggy dress, denim jacket and cowgirl boots.
Lizzie does not believe in letting it all hang out there to ensnare
a man since she wants him to like her for her rather than her sex
appeal and then wonders why she is still single. The way I see it,
men fall in love with their eyes first and everything else will
follow if it is meant to be. I know Lizzie is fussy but come on;
surely, someone must measure up as I gave up long ago in trying to
‘fix-her-up’ and that baby she so desperately wants will never come
along at this rate if she does not lower her standards and settle
for someone less perfect.

Hell I know I have, I have
fallen for the dude who will have ample chance to cheat on me if he
gets bored on tour but I do not think he will somehow as I have
convinced myself that Rocco will never tire of me to consider
someone else. Talk about confidence, since I had it in us and now
look at me for it seems Rocco might well have tired of me already.
I hope not and this is just a hitch in our plans for us actually
being hitched. The miniature pig seems interested in her at least
as he sniffs at Lizzie’s bridesmaid dress as if he is about to eat
it, for the hem is spread out on the floor and it does distract me
as she bends down to see to my face whilst I sit on the wooden pew.
He had better not pee on the material or that pig will be bacon by
morning.

‘Gypsy . . .
get away with you and leave that frock alone,’ I
ordered.

‘Shall we ask
the psychic pig if he thinks all this is a good idea?’

‘Do not dare .
. . I am scared of the answer but seriously, why I would listen to
a stupid animal anyway is silly in itself.’

‘So you
shouldn’t care what it has to say. Should Callie get married
today?’ asks Lizzie of the pig. It grunts once for yes. I grin
gratefully.

‘Where’s Mario
. . . he is supposed to be looking after Gypsy?’ I ask.

‘He’s looking
after your daughter. Which is more important?’

‘Mum needs a
break and when I get back home after our working honeymoon, I’m
going to send her away on one so she gets some rest.’

‘Isn’t it about
time you gave your poor mother a permanent break and got Flora a
special needs Nanny?’

‘You know I
don’t like strangers looking after her. Besides it’s not that easy
to find a decent one that Flora and I will both take
to.’

‘I know it’s
not been easy for you being a single mother full stop, but you
can’t think like this forever. Flora will be off to school soon and
then you will have to let her go be with others.’

‘Until that day
comes, we cope and are all Flora needs for now.’

‘Wrapping her
in cotton wool is not going to change anything.’

‘Can we change
the subject please or I’ll start crying again,’ I say.

‘So how does
Nola really feel about all this then?’

‘She doesn’t
know.’ Lizzie is shocked. Her gob opens wide.

‘You are asking
for trouble if you ask me. I think this idea is crazy.’

‘I wasn’t
asking for your blessing or your advice, just your
support.’

‘I always have
your back; you don’t need to question that.’

‘I know. I am
sorry for snapping but I have to do this so please do not make it
any harder than it is. We are doing this to save face so the less
people who know about the switch, the less chance we will be found
out before we swap the twins over again,’ I reply, biting my
lip.

‘You mean . . .
you get the hubby you should have started out with.’

‘Yep, it’s only
until we find Rocco then Reuben gets his life back.’

‘And his
girlfriend, if he is lucky that Nola will forgive him.’

‘What she
doesn’t know, won’t hurt her,’ I say and pray that we are doing the
right thing. The plan sounds like it might work but putting it into
practice is a whole other story and one that might not have a
‘happy ending’ if Rocco decides that he doesn’t want to be married
to me after all is said and done today. Well I have always fancied
becoming an actor so I guess my training starts here when I have to
pretend that Reuben is Rocco and convince everyone and his pig that
I am marrying the man of my dreams. Oh God, please do not punish me
for lying in this private chapel but I do not feel like I have much
choice in the matter if I want a wedding and I do (literally). I
swear I will make it up to you dear Lord somehow if you can see it
in your soul to forgive me for putting on a brave show and making
the best of a bad situation, especially when my own heart is
hurting like hell.

‘I don’t
understand how you’re going to hide it from Nola when she is
waiting for his return as Best Man, but Reuben suddenly emerges as
the groom. That’s going to look suspicious, don’t you
think?’

‘Obviously, we
have an excuse lined up to tell her so she won’t wonder where he
is. Allen is explaining it to Nola as we speak.’

‘And that is
what . . . Reuben told me to tell you that he has gone off to find
his brother but guess what . . . Rocco has turned up.’

‘No, but that
would have been a good one if only for the fact that we don’t know
how long it’s going to take to find Rocco so we had to buy some
extra time if we don’t get sussed out first.’

‘Are you going
to tell me willingly then or do I have to stab you with this
mascara wand to get the information out of you?’

‘Allen came up
with it so do not blame me. He’s telling Nola that Reuben has a
high temperature so he’s taken himself off into quarantine and
cannot be contacted in person, unless by phone.’

‘Why would that
work? She’ll just think it’s the flu and take him soup.’

‘Reuben has
just returned from a business trip to Africa so Nola will think it
is Ebola and not dare go anywhere near him until he is given the
all clear,’ I said and I feel rotten using this lie but it was the
only thing that will stop her from visiting him in his sick
bed.

‘Well I hope
you know what you’re doing because if this goes belly up, it won’t
be pretty,’ warns Lizzie and touches the pew for luck.

‘Let’s just
pray that we come out the other side of it all right and live to
laugh about this one day.’ I cross my fingers for added luck
because let us face it; we will look bonkers if Rocco does turn up
all of a sudden and I end up with two grooms for the price of
one.

This is the wedding of my
dreams but I feel in two minds whether to go through with it as I
stand at the rear of the private chapel to see the backs of the
people present and wonder if we can really pull this off. Everyone
has respectfully stuck to the colour scheme of wearing green, white
and gold with shades of pink through in for good measure. The Irish
flag was the obvious choice and yes, I know it is supposed to be
officially orange but I could not work with that so I chose the
golden version of tan alongside my favourite girly hues to make it
pop otherwise, it would look like St Paddy’s Day around here. My
Irish wedding planner advised me that the gold is for Catholics and
the orange for Protestants but this is not a strict religious
ceremony on that score that sticks to one faith over the other so I
went with it. With no offence meant or disrespect to either side
but call me Switzerland since I am sincerely neutral and wish
nothing but peace for all.

When I hear the bridal tune
that is coming from the organ above us on the balcony, I know it is
time to either run away or face the music. Well I am all dressed up
with some place to go as I realise that it is too late to cancel
when I’m spotted by several people turning to see me, so I link my
arm through Allen’s one as he winks at me to be strong and do my
stuff. While I am not sad in the slightest that my own father is
not here to do his part for he lost that right the day he raised a
hand to me. I know it is a horrible thing to say but I truly hope I
never see that man I am supposed to call Dad, ever again.

Allen raises a hand too but it
is never in anger and only to talk for he likes to be expressive
when he speaks, as he now offers me his for my agent is slowly
walking me down the aisle before I know it and this is really
happening for real. I am on my way to the altar along the glittery
golden carpet we had installed at my request, so I must smile and
mean it or they will know as I hold my head high and turn to look
at some of the many familiar faces along the route. Most go by in a
blur but some stand out from the crowd. Notably my ex-mate as you
could not miss that tall green twisty tree fascinator on her head
and my ex-boyfriend with his pink-tipped Mohican, on a striker. I
wanted them to witness this event more than most and they are but I
still feel like a failure until I find Rocco and make us into a
success story once more. My bridesmaids follow Allen and me whilst
Mario (my PA) guides Gypsy (my pet pig). Mario had better look
where he is going and not be celeb gazing, only to end up tripping
on the pig’s lead and going arse over tip. I can do without any
further mishaps.

When I reach the Chaplain that
will marry us, without incident, I am grateful to the pig for not
upstaging me at my own wedding by doing something to divert all our
attention away from the main event. Especially, with the press
being here to record it for posterity. Everyone looks great in his
or her wedding attire and the private chapel looks stunning when
adorned with a forest of flowers in shades of pink, green, white
and gold. The man in charge is not actually a fully-fledged,
religious clergyman as such but a layperson that works for the
Ballybridge castle estate and he carries out the ceremonial duties
with a registrar on hand to make it all formal and legally binding
afterwards. I cannot look the Chaplain in the eye with guilt before
I turn to give my bouquet over to my chief bridesmaid as she walks
behind me and then I smile brightly at
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