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Our Holiday 
by Jude Bridge 

I wake, short of breath, sit on the edge of the bed. The fear in Aaron’s voice pulls me 

up sharply. 

 ‘What’s wrong with your waist?’ 

 I put my hands where my waist should be but isn’t. My hands could span my 

middle. ‘Oh my God, it’s the flesh-eating bacteria.’  

  We recently holidayed in Thailand with some friends (and bacteria). Ryan 

and Tracy had laughed at my first aid kit and paranoia. 

We’ve moved to standing in front of the full-length wardrobe mirror. ‘It’s not 

bacteria,’ he says, ‘if it was, your skin would be open and weeping, not ultra-

smooth.’  

He shrinks to a quarter of his normal size and a disembodied hand appears 

on his shoulder. ‘Fuck this,’ he says, ‘we’re being Photoshopped.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘In real time. People at work have been talking about it. It’s a thing. Beyond 

virtual. That’s Ryan’s hand. Yuk.’ He tries to pick off the shoulder-hand but it’s stuck 

fast. ‘Ryan and Tracy are messing with their holiday snaps, oh shit, someone’s using 

the blurring tool.’ 

The bedroom becomes fluffy grey. 

‘What do we do?’ I yell, as my bust and bottom swell exponentially and my 

legs lengthen ridiculously, my head’s going to hit the ceiling if they don’t stop 

growing. 

Aaron develops a yellow bikini. ‘Oh come on,’ he says, watching red lipstick 

cover his lips, clown-like.  

It has to be Ryan doing this, Tracy would be neater, and less offensive. 

The bedroom disappears. I’m standing in an enormous strawberry 

margarita.  
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Aaron tumbles into the glass, floating on a slice of lime. Ryan’s huge face 

looms over us.  

‘This isn’t funny,’ shouts Aaron. ‘Why are you doing this? You’re supposed to 

be my friend.’ 

‘Tracy told me you tried to sleep with her.’ 

‘I did not! That’s a lie!’ says Aaron. 

Aaron withers under my supersized gaze, my eye is twice as big as his head. 

I’ve seen the way he looks at Tracy. He paddles away from me on his lime slice. 

Guilty.   

‘Why me?’ I ask Ryan, ‘I’ve done nothing to you.’ 

‘Sorry,’ says Ryan, ‘just having fun. Don’t worry, I’ll restore you.’ 

Aarons lime slice becomes saturated and starts to sink. Ryan rescues him, 

uses the Dissection Tool to tweeze his detached hand from Aaron’s shoulder, then 

tips him back into the margarita. We watch as he sinks to the bottom. 

 


