


Abraham the Kind of a Big Douchebag


“Oh Abe, just stay a little longer?”  The harlot begging for the 16th President’s sensual touch pulled the sheets over her bosoms as she sat up, pretending to care about decency.

Abe paused, hand on the doorknob.  “Ma’am, I have to make up for all that shit-ass time I was depressed ‘fore they cured me.”  He broke into a wide smile.  “But I definitely got some time to slip you my Abra - HAM!  Click.”


Several hours later, the President of the Goddam World was walking down the road away from the complimentary whorehouse he had commissioned his administration to build several years earlier.  Lincoln had legalized prostitution all over the place, citing several communal health benefits that were absolutely untrue.  Abraham pulled out his cell phone and dialed his closest friend, whom he called Crotchpants.


“Hello?” crackled the tired voice of Crotchpants, whose real name Lincoln had comprehensively disregarded decades ago in an effort to make things “funny rama-lama ding dong,” as the President was wont to say.


“What up, nigga?” yelled Abraham into the phone.


“Goddammit, Mr. President, it is 3 in the goddam morning.”


“Yo, fuck you!  It’s 2:30!


“Man, I wish they hadn’t made you immortal.”


“I know, right!  Who does that?”


“Colin Hardsworth, Mr. President.”


“Can’t believe that scientist dude made me immortal with that magic potion thing!”  
“Sir, his intention –“

“YO!  Crotchworth”



“Not my name, Mr. President.”


“YO YO, YO!  Shut up!  How long’s it been since I freed the slaves?”


“Dude.  Three hundred years?  Two hundred?  I dunno, it’s been awhile.”


“A while since what, suckah?”


Crotchworth sighed.  “Since the whole country reveled in your glory and made you President for ever.”


“How long?


“For goddamned ever.  My name is Stephen.”


“Shut the fuck up!  There’s some old lady on the street!”  Lincoln eyed the woman walking down the street who was probably someone’s grandmother.  “Hey old lady!” he shouted.


The elderly woman looked around, confused.  


“Yo, right in front of you, old lady!” yelled Lincoln, ten feet away. 


“Ohhh! Why, hello, Mr. President!”  The elderly woman smiled and bowed.


“Yea, whatever!” crowed Lincoln.  “Get out my way, I’m talking to my boy Crotchworth.”


“Of course, Mr. President.  Apologies.”  The old woman shuffled out of the President’s way at a rate of about two centimeters each painful second.  Abraham leaned his head back and peered down at the woman from two feet above, one eyebrow raised in astonishment.  He watched her move ever so slowly out of his way, following her microscopic progression.  I am gonna smack this old lady! he thought.

When she had completed her removal, Lincoln shook his head and continued to walk down the street.  That old bitch took forever!  he thought.  A muffled, quiet scream came from his pocket, and Lincoln remembered his cell phone.  Lincoln yanked it out of his coat and began yelling once more.


“HA!  Shit, Crotchworth, I forgot ‘bout yo dumb ass!”  


“Sir, can I please go back to bed?”


“Hey, man, instead of going back to bed, shut the fuck up and wait for me, ON THE LINE, to get back to you.  Don’t hang up!  Liquor store, suckah!”  Lincoln skipped up the curb and did a twirl, ending in a lunge toward the door.  Lincoln’s face smacked into the door and bounced off, and he noticed the sign entreating customers to pull the door open.  “Motherrrrr fuck!” muttered Lincoln.  “Why I gotta pull-“  Suddenly he noticed the clerk staring at him from inside the store and flung the door ajar to confront him.

“YO!  You laughing at me for, the…did you see that?  Huh?  ‘Cause I’ll kill you!   I get you killed.” Lincoln waited briefly for a response, then added “I’m the President.”


The clerk stared at him for a moment, and responded with “…no?”


“DAMN right!  Throw me whiskey, then get outta my face!”  The clerk handed Lincoln a top-shelf bottle of whiskey and then looked down at Lincoln’s crotch.  “YO!  What are you lookin’ at, man!”


“Sir, it sounds like there’s screaming coming from your phone.” said the clerk, picking at his one pimple that never went away.


Lincoln pointed at the clerk.  “Man, okay.  But you on thin ice.”  He slowly extended his pointed hand and poked the clerk’s face a few times, then Lincoln spun around on one foot and kicked the door to the shop open.


“Thank you, Mr. President!”  the clerk waved after him.

Lincoln flipped his hand up and continued walking away.  “Yea, whatever.”


Lincoln yelled and pulled out his phone.  “Crotch-woooorth!” he screamed into the receiver.  “Bitch, I’m comin’ over!”


“No, man, c’mon.  It’s really late, I’m the Vice President, dude –“


“Shut up, man!  Complainin’ ‘bout being VP!  Shit, I’m the President.”


“Yea, I don’t know how you do it, Lincoln.”


“How I do what?”


“How you’ve managed to actually be a good President all these years, despite the fact that your personality has altered so drastically since you’ve become immortal.  And your subsequent reign.”


“Hm.  Maybe cause I ain’t a BITCH!” Lincoln yelled to the empty street.  “Crotchworth, I’m out.  I got that Russia thing tomorrow morning.”

“Oh, shit, the arms treaty!”


“Ha, nuclear, laser bullshit - ain’t nothing.  I do not foresee a nuclear winter, stop worrying.”

“Well, you do always come through for the country admirably.  Still, maybe you should prepare –“


“PEACE, Crotchworth!” yelled Lincoln, flipping his phone shut and throwing it down a gutter.  “Fuckin’ prepare, buuullshit!  Prepare you an asswhoopin’, Crotchworth!”  he yelled.  The President proceeded to mutter obscenities as he ambled  down the road, then took a swig of whiskey, recapped the bottle and threw it sideways into someone’s house.  “Ha!” yelled Lincoln.  “Mah-fuckin’ President!”
