The Princess Diaries: Pussarella’s First LAFFTER 

Friday January 23rd, 2009:  “Be Afraid, Be Very Afraid”, Staring Fear in the Face


After gentle “prodding” from Little Big Man, “You wimp! Bring a friend or two and widen your circle of friends at the same time”, I mustered up the courage to invite my dear friends Linda and Sherry to go to Tits mountain, the land of my ancestors, to learn how to ski and meet others of my ilk: the insane; the silly; and a wonderful, well-endowed diva named Paige.

With the help of Penelope, Linda- Goldie-Fox’s “trusty” GPS, and Sherry-Likes it Hot’s true navigation skills that have Penelope beat, my dear friends and I arrived safely at the Econolodge not knowing what to expect.  With the refrains of “oh my frickin’ geezus”, and “I am very afraid”, we “fortified” ourselves with cheap American draft, and good artery-clogging fare, preparing ourselves for a weekend of indulgence and mischief.

The party started in the Hashpitality suite where my deer-in-headlight friends witnessed beer-swigging rowdies singing naughty songs. The poor dears were then thrown into the ring for a Virgin “welcoming”ceremony where we had to answer embarrassing questions. Sherry, sober as a judge, was more petrified than the rocks of Agawa Bay, while sheepishly answering the question on her favourite position. I wonder how Sherry would have answered this fornication question on Saturday night, foritified with Bourbon (more on that later). ;-}

My innocent Virgin friends then helplessly watched as I danced myself into a frenzy, risking pre-ski injuries such as black eyes and bruised knees. With the inspiration of fabulous babes such as Open all Night, Knock Her Up (who provided us with music ;-)), Paige, Gillian, Ruff and others, I had to dance! I even got a beautiful Hello Kitty marshmallow lollipop from Ruff (thanks, ma belle!).  My friends went to bed early and “missed out” on joining Fat Ass’s harem, and witnessing his display of red CK undershorts.

Saturday, January 24th, 2009: The Best Birthday Ever!!

Bleary-eyed, I awakened to two bright-eyed friends who where ready to get breakfast. As a catlike creature, I don’t do mornings well, especially after such indulgences the night before.  After a cup of coffee, and my energy returned, we three Musketeers headed up to Nancy’s for a wonderful “breakfast of champions”. We had the pleasure of laughing about the night before with our new hash friends, and offered pity to Cockwench’s sweet innocent little sister who was terribly hung over.  

With much trepidation and moral support from my posse, I rented skis and headed over to the instructor. My dear brave friends took off on the green hills after very long hiatus from skiing. They are an inspiration!!

To my pleasant surprise, there were two instructors and the lead was a quite a handsome devil. He was a nice birthday present.  After a few tumbles (help I’ve fallen and I can’t get up), I got the courage to go up the chair lift and snowplow down the hill. While on the hill, it was awesome seeing Hot Flash and Deflowered mastering their new snowboarding skills. With their cheers and encouragement, I felt a new sense of confidence, even if I had one near-fatal encounter with a pole.

Sherry and Linda had a great ski, and the three of us ventured off to the chalet for lunch. After a circuitous route, we found the gang and enjoyed sandwiches and laughs with fellow hashers.  

After lunch, I continued with my lessons, mastering the ski lift, and getting somewhat competent with parallel skiing at the end of that second hour. Not too shabby for a 43 year-old first-timer. It was fantastic to have a 30$-an-hour male companion asking me to turn and commit. Hee hee  My posse enjoyed skiing where Linda mastered an aerial dance from the ski lift and landed on both feet. I guess her figure-skating background proved handy here. ;-)

Cold from skiing and needing to get some shopping time in, we headed off to Wal-Mart and the liquour store for Sherry’s Bourbon. At the W boutique we had great laughs trying on colourful bras over our running clothes and frightening the citizens of Malone. With new underwear, and plenty of munchies, we headed back to the suite. Needing to “warm up”, Sherry cracked open her bourbon with a wicked grin. We enjoyed wine, grapes and cheese before heading to dinner. I heard about how Gillian met her husband through Flounder, and we shared tales of the “homeland” (the UK).  We skipped the run because it was cold, we wanted some drinks, and I wanted to preen (heck, it was a Saturday night, and my b-day!). 

After some impatient phone calls to the room, we finally got to the restaurant. Donning a tiara, wand, my favourite dress and diva boots, it was time to start the birthday celebrations.  I gave Flounder what I thought was a crown, but was a tiara, so Gillian got to wear it instead, and she looked fabulouuus! Sorry, Flounder; my intentions were noble, albeit misguided. 

At a table graced by Loosey Lockets and several fab femmes, we enjoyed a lovely meal, lots of wine, and good laughs. We even got to read from a book of naughty fantasies.  By happenstance, Linda-Goldie Fox opened the page to Linda’s fantasy, and I, a page on Princess fantasies.  Lucy Lockets was getting even more overheated, hearing of our Wal-Mart adventures. Just wait until you see the pictures. Ha ha 

As a welcome reprieve from reading soft porn, Little Big Man, and the other “esteemed” Hash Leaders, Peter Eat Her and Multiple Entry called our attention to make some announcements and honoured the birthdays of those turning 50, along with mine. Congrats to Hot Flash for winning the twin peaks award, and kudos to Paige for her bravery in standing up while her “assets” were ogled.  My treasured birthday token is an “exquisite” kangaroo scrotum, carefully chosen from the table of “lovely” items. Another “tasteful” treat were the stale pussy lollypops that Twisted Tits made a while back. They were a hoot, as were Twisted’s awesome hats!

Liquored up, scrotum and pussy in hand, I rounded up my posse and we headed up to the hashpitality suite for the circle and maiming- I mean, “naming” ceremony.  Paige (Lick Her Peaks), Cockwench’s little sis (Cash Wench), Linda (Goldie-Fox), Sherry (Likes it Hot), Gillian (Likes it Hard) and I survived our “naming”, and had a good laugh watching the Hash “elders” and Religious Advisor (Multiple Entry) pontificate, hurl accusations and lead in the singing.  We enjoyed chatting with Cheap Thrills hearing her holler, “He’s (Little Big Man) deaf as post”, to which he replied later, “I’m not deaf… I’m ignoring you”. 

After drinking from “recycled” beer glasses, the dancing commenced both in the room and in the halls. The newly-named bourbon-butterfly Likes it Hot, was heating up the halls teaching Dick Dastardly and the gang, cha-cha-cha while we danced in the room. As a birthday treat, I put on my favourite ska tune and happily pranced by myself as the disco lovers retreated, but they reclaimed the “ghetto blaster” (I still think you’re fab, Knock Her Up ;-)).   Ruff made a fabulous coconut drink (just what a girl needs after wine, beer, champagne…). Rum Bum and Ruff (thanks, daahhlinks) gave me their Hello Kitty candy bracelets and I felt like a true pussycat princess that evening. 

As the night was ending, I had a great chat with Rum Bum, Multiple Entry (loved the t-shirt-Cymru am bith!!), and Loosey, and giggled as Dick Dastardly made googly eyes at Likes it Hot. As Fat Ass and Loosey wanted some “sleepy time” (it was after 1, and it had been a long day!), the gang left, and Likes it Hot and I headed back to the room in the freezing cold. As I tiptoed past our sleeping roomies, my “hot” friend decided to pounce on sleeping beauty, Goldie-Fox, to announce our safe arrival home. Goldie Fox was a good sport, and we giggled for bit before falling into a drunken slumber.

Sunday January 25th , the Day of Reckoning

Bleary-eyed yet again, I was awakened by, yet again, two chatting friends, who were raring to go. After losing many brain cells the night before, I moved sloth-like, packing my belongings, almost leaving behind my beloved kitty, Princess, and my treasured down coat.

We had a nice, “healthy” “brekkie” at the hill, where we witnessed a “surreptitious” exchange of phone numbers between two googly-eyed (maybe they were just pie-eyed) hashers. When Wet Weenus kicked us out of our seats, ravenous for his morning re-fueling ;-}, we headed out to the tubing hill.  

Goldie-Fox, Likes it Hot, Laid Low, Open All Night, and I had a blast snow tubing, squealing like schoolgirls. All that squealing may have exacerbated Ms. Hot’s bourbon-induced hangover.   

After an hour or so on the hill, we three Musketeers bid our farewells to our new snow -tube friends and headed back to Ottawa. Likes it Hot popped an Advil or two, and Goldie-Fox started to feel the effects of drinking out of recycled beer glasses- a flu bug. My comrades were feeling poorly, and we got home just in time for Ms. Hot to sleep off her hangover, and for Goldie Fox to worship the porcelain altar- the poor dears. 

It was worth it, though. Thanks, Al, for enticing me to come out, “Except for the oddballs, weirdoes, axe-murderers and Catholics, we are a pretty good bunch. Come out more often.”  

I want to thank Little Big Man and his sweetie, Cheap Thrills for their hard work and hospitality. The weekend was a real hit.  I met so many amazing people and had the best birthday ever!!! You are all faabulouuus, daaahlinks!!!!

Big Hugs,


Pussarella
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