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The Best Baby

“Well are we going or aren’t we?”

“Yup.”

“What do you mean, ‘yup’?”

“Don’t get me wrong, you're the best baby, but sometimes | can't stand being around
you. Know what I'm saying?”

“Wha-? No, | don’t know what you're saying”

“I mean it’s just been the same nagging everyday hasn't it? ‘Are you gonna be home
for dinner? Why don't you take the trash out? Why do you always cum right away?’| mean for
real babe | should win a fuckin’ Oscar Peace Prize for putting up with you.”

“What!? They don't ~give out Oscars as peace prizes you dumb fuck, and second of
all...”

It has been like this for weeks now. Even something so freakin’ simple like getting in
the car and driving to dinner is a battle.
My girlfriend has a great fake rack. All my friends are jealous and shit. But is she
worth all this trouble?
She’s always complaining | don’t go down on her. No foreplay or whatever you call it.
For real though, | think that shit’s disgusting. For some reason | just never got into that stuff.
None of my friend’s do it either but that's because they want to get straight to it.
| think it's amazing | last as long as | do even though she complains it's too short.
~ The only reason | end up jizzing is because | think about the gym. Something about being at the
Sg\gym, lifting weights with my pals, tum? meon There's nothing wrong with tha);nght? Even my

friend Mike says he feels that way sometimes. Mike's the best.



leave.

“Second of all taking out the trash and communicating is not tha—"

Ah fuck is she still talking? Maybe I'll just change the subject. Otherwise we’ll never

“Hey babe I'm sorry. You know what | did to make it up to you?”
“What baby?”
“I made us a rezi at Olive Garden.”
“You made a reservation? You're the best baby!"
“No, you're the best baby. Now give me some of that.”
Alright we've kissed and made up. Now I'll drive to the restaurant and it'll all be good.
“Babe watch out!”
“Oh shit. That guy almost freakin’ hit us! Good looking out. You're the best baby.”
“Babe go kick that guy’s ass. You can take him.”
“Yeah, yeah you're right. I'm gonna freakin’ own this fool.”
| get out of the car and rap on the guy’s shitty tinted window. He gets out.
“What do you want?”

| eye the guy to size him up. | think | might actually have my work cut out for me.

Don't get me wrong, this homie is gonna get it from me, but | can respect another guy’s

physique. | mean, | did used to be a trainer.

“Yo brah, you almost killed me and my girl right now. | just made us a nice rezi at

Olive G. | can't have you messing up my nice night out.”

“Look brah, | could give a shit about what you and your girl are doing. You were the

one who wasn't even looking when you backed up.”

“Oh yeah? Is that right?” [ TEB




“Yeah, that's right.”

“You wanna go...brah?”

“Yeah.”

By now this dude is all up in my grill. We are eye to eye and | can smell his hot breath.

“You wanna do this or what brah?” He says into my face.

“Yeah brah. Why? You wanna stop and measure biceps first?”

“No brah let's go.”

“Let’s go.”

All of a sudden | don’t know what’s going on. | can feel his tongue down my throat.
His hot breath tastes so sweet. | know now. | know why | don't like foreplay. | know why | always
hang out with Mike instead of my girlfriend.

He slowly pulls his face away from mine. | look deep into his eyes.

“You are the best baby.”






“Matt. Matt, wake up I'm going to be late.”

Matt wakes up to the sounds of his nagging
wife. It’s not that Matt’s wife has a naggy personality
but rather Matt has the kind of personality that makes

 his wife nag a lot. It was often the subject of most his
jokes during his stand up routines.

“Matt you know | have work in thirty. Summer
needs her breakfast before she goes to school. Can you
do that for me?” His wife says this over her shoulder
as she puts on a smart looking blazer from her closet
and begins fastening the gold buttons to complete her
outfit.

“Yeah babe” was all Matt could manage to
get out. He was always in denial about his parental
responsibilities until he was directly confronted with
them.

“Daaaddyy!” His daughter calls from the

doorway. That was his cue.
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