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DEDICATION

 


I began writing this story shortly
after my husband’s eye surgery. After his surgery he had a
suspected heart attack. I thought I watched him die. I stood
stunned as the room filled with so many doctors and nurses it was
standing room only, and I thought I’d hit the floor. So many
thoughts paralyzed me. Two of my daughters waited in the waiting
room. It was supposed to be a simple procedure. What was I to tell
them? I of course had an asthma attack because—well—obviously my
system thought it would be a great idea. Not. Thankfully he’s still
around to annoy me. The road to recovery was long and hard, and
each night I’d lay awake and watch him breathe.

I worried every single day the same
thing might happen to take me by surprise. I wouldn’t be caught
unaware again. I grew tired, my actions repetitive, predictable,
wary, until I realized I needed to laugh. I wondered how long it
had been. So I opened my computer that had sat collecting dust, and
I started punching letters on my keyboard. I wrote until I smiled.
I then wrote until I laughed. So many things happen in one’s life
that define who you are. Let me tell you I’ve had my share and then
some of “defining” moments!

This story was shelved unfinished for
a while until my youngest daughter had surgery on her feet. Another
long road of months of recovery. Many of my readers were
encouraging, lent an ear, sent a smile and cyber hug. Many sent her
cards and well wishes. Thank you for that. Every day she has a
smile on her face. She makes life look so simple, even from her
wheelchair, which is now collecting dust I’m happy to say. So
simple in fact she makes me smile.

So this story is for someone who needs
to laugh—that’s it. Just laugh at life, wave your fist and yell
“take that because I’m still laughing”.
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Chapter One

 


Posy had a wedgie. Her thong panties
had crept way up between her ass cheeks, pressing tight, making her
squirm, trying to find a comfortable position, until the maid of
honor scowled at her. Posy dwarfed the petite blonde and couldn’t
care less what she thought. Neither the bride nor the maid of honor
were friends, and this wedding was the last place she wanted to be.
Never in her life had Posy thought someone could be threatened into
attending a wedding.

Boy, was I
wrong.

The predicament made for a foul mood
that was growing fouler by the second. The pressure on her ass
wasn’t helping the situation, but she realized too late her butt
shimmy had attracted a few giggles from the flower girl and ring
bearer and condescending looks from the bride’s and groom’s
families.

Grimacing, she wondered if
her panty line could be seen. She hated the no underwear
under-fucking-wear. Why the hell did women feel the need to wear
something so irritating? She didn’t, and she was female. She didn’t
want to be a bridesmaid in the first place, especially under the
circumstances. An itch brought her hand up—too late—Posy sneezed
when her bouquet came too close to her nose. She’d warned them she
was allergic to flowers and needed fake ones. Now there was an irony with my name. But no, everything had
to be perfect for the spoiled, rude bride who
normally went to extremes to ignore Posy. When she wasn’t ignoring
her she had a vindictive streak. If Posy hadn’t been in need of her
job she’d return the attitude.

Bella had to be the
ugliest bride Posy had seen. Ha, there’s
vindictive, you can’t fire my thoughts. If
the groom were lucky she’d keep her veil on all through their
marriage. The woman was a bitch and a shrew and a…

The maid of honor was scowling at Posy
again. Posy plastered on her fake smile. The only reason she’d
agreed to be in the wedding party was because her boss told her his
daughter would be grateful. Of course she would be grateful. Bella
had no friends. Every person in the wedding party was threatened
with their job if they failed to cooperate. Talk about your hostage
situations.

Damn my ass is
itchy.

If Posy could just reach
down and scratch, and rearrange the thong pressing against her butt
hole. Ugh. Her
hand inched closer to the desired spot until the maid of honor
glared at her. The maid of honor was Bella’s mother. Posy had had
enough. She glared back, and with a great deal of flourish
scratched her ass and rearranged her thong panties by gripping the
back of her dress.

Oh the relief … oh the
foul looks…

The minister paused when the audience
snickered. The church was full. No doubt everyone there was bought
and paid for or had received the same threats as Posy. The bride
shot her mother a grimace filled with a whine topped with a bubble
overhead oozing with foul symbols. Posy could picture each word in
her thoughts bringing a real smile to her lips.

The groom yanked on his
collar near his tie. He was younger than the bride by a few years,
obese, but not too hard on the eyes. The stick figured bride would
be crushed during the honeymoon. Posy pictured the image in her
mind. The spindly bitch flailing arms and legs until she stopped
moving, and was going, going … dead—okay perhaps that was a bit too
much. Posy pictured her flailing again. Flailing was more fun to
visualize.

A distinct buzzing was
coming from her bouquet. One of the little red roses was
moving. Finally something
entertaining. A bee poked its head out. A
huge yellow and black fuzzy bumble crawled around amidst the red
and yellow roses and baby’s breath.

“Oh aren’t you the
cutest,” Posy whispered. Bees didn’t bother her, and bumbles were
the most curious as far as she was concerned. “You have a front row
seat.”

“What are you yammering
about?” The maid of honor’s snarl whispered in her ear.

The woman reeked of rum, and Posy’s
nose twitched. Her instinct to pull back was too hard to
resist.

“I told you I’m allergic
to flowers,” Posy whispered back.

“Suck it up,
buttercup.”

Suck on this,
bitch.

“The display is so
beautiful I guess this huge ole bee couldn’t help itself. I bet
it’s got a mother of a stinger.”

The bridesmaid screamed when Posy
lifted the bouquet. Bedlam broke out. Bella’s mother declared both
she and Bella were allergic to bees. If stung they’d puff up like
marshmallows.

You don’t say?
Posy hadn’t any idea but wondered why on earth
either woman would subject themselves to possible harm. The groom
grabbed the bouquet, dropped it, and stomped on it until the petals
were crushed. The bee flew away into the back of the
church.

Bella was snarling, teeth
gritted. By this time, she’d grabbed the minister by the arm and
told him to finish the ceremony. The little man looked affronted
until the father of the bride growled from the front bench.
Business-like the two were married, and told to kiss. Posy grimaced
when their lips puckered and met. She’d seen better action between
a near sighted great-grandma and her great-grandson. She swore
there was a collective ew
in the air. Everyone filed out of the church as
fast as they were able.

Next came the grueling
task of the wedding pictures. A cross between the
Beverly Hillbillies meets The Addams
Family. Posy was crunched somewhere
between Lurch and Jed with Morticia scowling at her and Cousin It.
The new bouquet she was given, double the original size, bee-free,
was making her eyes water and her nose run. She was handed a
Kleenex to mop her face until she realized it was part of the
bride’s veil and Cousin It was grinning like the Mad Hatter. Gaze
shifting left and right she dropped the veil and stepped back,
right into a hand that squeezed her ass.

Little creep.

Not a fan of violence but a huge fan
of equal rights and what goes around comes around, Posy stepped on
the man’s foot, gave a shove and half of the wedding party toppled
over in a domino effect. Legs flailing with the groom on top of
her, as Posy had imagined, Bella lay flapping for help. Posy
dropped her bouquet to offer aid. She was a wee bit responsible.
They managed to roll the groom off and sit them both up. Bella
growled she’d had enough and needed a drink.

Thank God.

The sun was just starting
to dip when Posy stopped for a moment. The large shadow of a huge
cat came into play. Posy blinked, her gaze searching, and
goosebumps rose. There was nothing to be seen. Weird. She was hustled inside along
with the other guests. The reception wasn’t much better. Posy didn’t feel like
having a drink with what was offered. She disliked champagne, and
there wasn’t a beer in sight. The food was fantastic, when she was
able to taste it, but everyone continued to clank their glasses.
Why anyone wanted to see these two kiss was beyond her. The salad
was limp by her last bite. The next course was cold mid-meal. Her
annoyance was growing. As she was sitting at the head table, eyes
were on her as well to be the doting, smiling bridesmaid and hold
her glass high when she wanted to dump it on Bella’s head. Each
time the groom kissed his bride Posy fought the bile that built and
the headache that was starting. Her appetite gone well before
dessert, she snuck out a back door the second the lights were
dimmed and the first dance was over.

It was dark when she put her keys into
her car ignition. For a second she rested her head on the steering
wheel. She leaned down a bit to tug her heels off. Her feet felt
swollen and numb. By her side were slippers she was grateful she’d
thought to pack.

“Well that’s six hours of
my life I’ll never get back,” she mumbled.

Settling back, Posy turned the car on.
She froze. Beneath the dim parking lot light she thought she saw
the cat-shadow again. Her gaze intense, focused, she waited for
another glimpse. Nothing. Posy began to wonder how fast food
poisoning took effect and if it caused hallucinations. Shaking her
head, she left the parking lot to head for home. She sent up a
silent prayer her finicky car wouldn’t overheat during the long
drive. An hour and a half later Posy sighed as she pulled
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