
Wifey Material

Ashley Bradley

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jessica wants to marry a baller. 

 

"Like the guy who holds the golf balls for Tiger Woods?" her stupid bitch friend Lindsay asked. Lindsay is white and she sells NyQuil to kindergarteners out the back of her parents' Chinese food store. Are her parents Chinese?? Noooooo. And their wings taste like absolute trash and shit.

 

"No, you stupid bitch. What the--What the fuck?! No! A baller. Like Lebrielle James or whatever." 

 

"Lewho?"

 

Jessica sucked her teeth. She was eating something she called a "cheetos milkshake", which was a bag of cheetos, she poured milk in. It was more like cheeto cereal. But most like disgusting and shameful. "LeBrickashaw James. The one--The black one! You know!"

 

Lindsay looked offended. She put a meth-stained hand to the hole in her chest, "No. No I do not know. I do not know any black ones." 

 

Jessica rolled her eyes, "Bitch, you just said Tiger Woods' name. He black!" 

 

Lindsay scoffed, absolutely flabbergasted. "Excuse me, Jessica, but you are very wrong! Tiger Woods is oriental. His name is Tiger for god's sake!" 

 

"Bitch, tigers aren't mutually exclusive to Asia. Tigers be elsewhere!" 

 

Lindsay squinted her glazed-over eyes as hard as she could at Jessica, "You been readin', you big bitch?" 

 

Jessica held her seventeen chins up high, smug and proud, "The back of a Cheerios box. And not the honey kind. The gross plain kind."

 

Lindsay gasped. But then was like "They're both gross." 

 

"Also!" Jessica was just being obnoxious now, "When I went to McDonald's yesterday I actually read the menu instead of just going up to the counter and being like 'All'."

 

Lindsay gasped again but this time started choking on her own spit. Jessica sat and calmly watched her choke for five minutes until she died. Immediately upon Lindsay dying, Jessica got an idea: She could call up the news and tell them about how Lindsay Lohan had died in her apartment above an abandoned RadioShack that now is a nail salon for Baby Instagram Thots. She would go on the news and cry about how sad she is and how dearly she needs some companionship in this trying, dark time. A husband, maybe? A baller, perchance? Magical B. Jordan Knight, probably is one of their names? Yes yes and yes. 

 

 

 

 

 

"And my favorite b-ball player is Le...Leguini? James! Legume James! Lejohnathan??" Jessica excitedly said to one of the many news reporters who'd come to her apartment, the scene of Lindsay Lohan, star of Parent Trap, a pretty fucked up movie's death. 

 

"Bitch!" the reporter was like, snatching her mic away, "I aint ask you all that! What were Lindsay's last words? That's what the people want to hear!" 

 

Jessica sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes which caused 1. her final rotten tooth to fall out (hello, tooth fairy, that magical thievin' bitch!) and 2. her eyeballs to get stuck for a second so anyone watching the news were just seeing the whites of her eyes for a spell, and probably they thought Lindsay had somehow possessed Jessica's body. But Lindsay always said how she wouldn't be caught dead walking around looking like Jessica, "like Rosie O'Donnell without the lesbian butch shit to make up for it." Jessica had thanked Lindsay when she said this, as she thought it a compliment, but Lindsay shook her head and said "No", then she sniffed a line of crunched-up Fruity Pebbles off Nicolas's Cage navel. They were in Ibiza partying with Prince Harry or whatever. Lindsay was such a bitch because she wouldn't talk Jessica up to him. "He doesn't like...to throw up while having sex." Jessica wondered how Lindsay knew this.

 

Jessica tried hard to remember Lindsay's last words, but because I don't feel like scrolling up to see what I wrote, imma stall by writing this. Sigh, lemme go look. "Oh, um, I think her last words were that...she said how Cheerios were gross. Plain and the honey kind."

 

"Excuse me?" the reporter did, offended. 

 

"She also--She also said how Britney's--Like I said Britney Spears' 'Blackout' was iconic, right?" The reporter nodded, enraptured. "Right, so Lindsay disagreed with me." 


