The Stand In

"Ow! That's too tight!" yelped Raistline Taldrya Majere as a knee once more drove into the small of his back. He braced his thigh muscles against the weight on his back, feeling the air escape his lungs. Suddenly the knee ceased pressing against him as he felt the zipper slide up his bare skin. He tried to relax but still felt stiff, unable to take deep breaths. 

"It'll have to do," the Bridesmaid said as she stood back to look at her work, not even hiding her laughter. 

Raistline slumped on a stool, stiff and afraid to move in his dress. Thin red and yellow fabric, matching the bride and groom's ceremonial colors, laid against his pale body. Hints of light purples accented his hairless flat chest. Small purple flowers adorned his braided hair. Despair covered the Krath's face. None before had laid eyes upon such a pitiful flower girl. 

"Why couldn't you guys get one of the other ladies out there or their kids to do this?" Raistline complained as he slid off the stool. Tentatively, he tried to move around in the tight fitting cloth. 

"Because we didn't think of getting a backup in case ours got sick." The Bridesmaid that had worked on him spoke with a grinning smile. "All the women out there have dates and the little girls are too young, not as easily trained as you are." 

"I had a very nice suit."

"Do you deny the bride her planned wedding at such a late time?"

Raistline quietly began to fume at his inability to say no to help. His eyes darted to the door. It would be easy to run. To not have to hear about this day for the rest of his life.  Instead he adjusted the leggings under the dress, trying to keep calm. Keep the anger at bay. This was his good deed for the year. 

"My mommy says I get to kiss the flower girl,' a small child in a smartly fitting suit grinned at Raistline with teeth too large for his undeveloped mouth. Lightning crackled at the Augur's fingertips as he stared down at the child. 

The lightning dissipated the moment Raistline realized a knife was at his throat. His hands stayed put at his side. The edge of the hunting knife leaned into his chin lightly, as if offering to give a small shave. A female's voice was in his ear. Not just any voice, Raistline realized, but the most dangerous voice of all; a woman's voice in the moments leading to her marriage. 

"If you ruin this day for me, Majere, this will be by far the least embarrassing experience you will encounter." He heard only Ankira Irr's breath and quiet words. No other sound from the room or the ceremony outside the doors. "Your future will be filled with many embarrassingly painful moments. Understand?"

He nodded slowly and the blade left his neck. Music began to play loudly behind the giant doors to the room. Ankira handed Raistline a basket of flowers, a nervous smile causing creases along her blue skin. 

"Your on."
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