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"What is with every cat person being mad extra talking bout their cats? Like they'll have a black cat, right? So they'll be talking about it like 'This is my charred dick, Harriet. She's a STUPID BITCH who lives in the trashcan, but I love her anyway!'." 

 

"At me next time," Gretchen deadpanned, lounging on one of those vibrating massage chairs. She was cumming as she sat there but it was one of those lazy, limp cums, like when you're masturbating and trying to think of getting gangbanged by the sons of anarchy but Asian, but you can't concentrate because you don't remember if you cleaned the lint out of that thing in the dryer. Is it called a lint trap? What is that lint thing called?

 

"Bitch, you gave your cat away," Meagan laughed, but inside she was dead. "You a whole 'nother type of cat person. You a cat person in quotes. Fake ass cat bitch."

 

"She had leukemia," Gretchen explained, like her cat was Taylor Swift. Like she couldn't have that leprosy-spreading demon in her house for one more second.

 

"Bitch, she was gon' die anyway," Carla butt in. Carla had a booty the size of an ottoman, and there's a cat on it, which was apropos for the conversation at hand. "Why you aint just wait for her to die? Who give away a sick animal? That's bad karma."

 

Gretchen tried to make a "psh" sound, but she had just gotten her lips injected with something called Gorilla Titty Fat, so she couldn't work 'em too well, so it just came out as a dribble.

 

"Ew, bitch, you all droolin and shit!" Harem member number four, Detroitina yelled. "Get it together! Drake and them ugly niggas takin' us out to Outback, you can't be out here droolin' like that science nigga in a wheelchair! We's got hoein to do! Aint nobody got time to be holdin' your head up, tying a bib round ya musty neck! Fuckin' Kimora ass neck ring having neck ass broad!" 

 

"That science nigga in a wheelchair?" Meagan, the first bitch who spoke, asked. "...Are you talking about Stephen Hawking?" 

 

Detroitina twisted her face up, "He a science nigga in a wheelchair???!" 

 

Meagan sighed from the bottom of her stomach. Her face nor mouth did not move one bit nor express a single emotion, but the sigh was guttural, it conveyed an awful cry of pain and so much regret. The most regret being about only bringing Payless heels with her to Drake's harem/guest house in the back by the pool which Drake told them to call a "bool" and then he laughed and a little drooled. She regretted not bringing a pair of sneaks. Drake forever had them walking somewhere. Yesterday they all went to the zoo and this nigga didn't wanna stop and get a good look at shit! They just power-walked the whole zoo map, only getting occasional glances at the animals. They didn't stop walking until they were back out in the zoo parking lot, and then Drake made them walk all the way to the bus, and then they had to walk more to the back part of the bus, where the "Harem Hangout" is located. No one's allowed to sit in front where sometimes "Puff" be at, or Drake's best friend from growing up, "Kevin with a K". What kind of other fucking Kevin is there? Kanadians. 

 

Suddenly there was a loud thud and a woman in a bandage dress that looked like it was made out of old sanitary napkins and stupidity, came tumbling into the living room of the guest house/harem where they were all seated. This broad looked like all the other harem members, just dustier. She had yet to get her Drake Harem Makeover yet, which mostly consisted of getting booty shots filled with chitlin grease, and a jumbo-sized jar of Vaseline, "for sheen". 

 

"Oh boy," Carla groaned, "Some new bitch." 

 

"This ho look like Vivica A. Fox," Detroitina grimaced.

 

The new ho, still on the floor, looked up and smiled. She had braces. The bands were pink. "Thanks, she's my fave--"

 

"Uh uh uh," Detroitina went, laughing with her hand up, "Stop right there, ho." Detroitina had one of those husky ass smokers' voices. She had weed lips, too. But thing was, Detroitina did not partake in such activities. She was a good Christian woman, it was just she was from, did you guess?, Detroit. That's all. Don't judge a book by its cover. But definitely by its name, that's totally fine. Someone named Detroitina you gotta assume there's an at least 77% chance they are from Detroit hopefully. Or not hopefully, but why be named after a city you are not from even if it is the tundraesque hellscape that is Detroit? If you are from Birmingham or some shit named Detroitina like why. But most importantly, why are you from Birmingham? Do you think that's okay? Is that in Alabama? What the fuck does that place actually exist? Oh also there's one in Michigan apparently? Okay so maybe it's fine to be named Detroitina and not be from Detroit, but from...Birmingham, Michigan wow...wow. "First of all, aint no one's drunk, slut ass auntie anyone fave nothin'. Second of all, I aint complimenting you, ho. You aint crawl in here lookin' like Vivica circa Booty Call, you look like Vivica now, ho. She look like my 'friend of the family' play-auntie that molested by brother Fredo. Talkin' bout he big for eleven. Ho, we related! Start there!!"  


