The Wedding Singer (DRABBLE) – © Joy Watson 9/2/2014


“You’re the most legendary man ever, Martin, after my hairdresser. But I’m in bits”.
“You will be, Denise! Nice line in contemporary bull. Seems I’m still finding my feet with you, they used to be on my leg-ends!”

“Don’t joke. I’m not just besotted with you darling. I’m A-plus-sotted! But no warbling at our wedding reception, you’re terrible.” Fluttering her lashes archly, “I’ll do anything  else.” Leaning over backwards to divert him, Denise nearly fell over her verbal chair.

“Can I help being a pint-sized singer with the voice of a jeroboam?”

“No, but if you’re doing requests – don’t sing!”
