Ta da! Surprise! Happy Anniversary mum and dad. Bon Anniversary! And yes I did make it myself. There was a lot of prototypes though, I can tell you. Sometimes it wouldn’t rise, the bodies would become warped or the colours would run into each other. You wouldn’t want to come round to my flat at the moment. Bits of cake shaped breasts and cocks all over the place. You’d think I was a nutter. It was a lot of work, but I wanted to go all out for this very special day.

Happy anniversary mum and dad. Surprise.

Instead of making a long boring speech I thought I’d guide you through the cake. So obviously your half and half I don’t really need to explain the poetry in that do I? Well this bit is obviously you dad and this bit is you mum. Here’s a funny story. On one of my first attempts at the head your two faces sort of merged together in the oven and it was the freakiest thing, cause when I took it out it looked just like me. How weird is that, your two faces mixed together to make mine. It was like.... It was like I’d been baking my own head. Crazy.

The under wear? The fact that you’re both in your underwear well... Well this about one of my first memories of you both. I must of been about five or something. I remember waking up in my pink bedroom, you were so sure I was gonna be a girl weren't you mum. I remember waking up and I went downstairs and there you both were doing it doggy style on the kitchen floor. Dad you were pounding away like a pneumatic drill. I’ll never forget it. It was like Obama poking the hell out of Hilary Clinton. I think what stuck with me the most was the contrast of your bare skin on each other. The black and white, the ebony and ivory. It kind of made me realise how different you both were and that that was inside me. That difference. I know my skin is really white dad and to be honest I don’t like it either... I feel like I’m weaker. Neither here nor there, you know. And I got all the shit bits. The white skin. The frizzy hair. My cock definitely didn’t get the black gene. I mean don’t get me wrong I’m not blaming you two or anything. I’m happy to be alive. It’s just... Well I swear I get ill a lot more than other people. 

Anyway. (Downs his drink.)  Happy anniversary. Bon anniversary.  I hope you have many more years  of happiness. And I hope that I one day I might meet someone so I can have my own anniversary. Maybe make you grandparents. It would have to be a white woman though, I wouldn’t want my kids to be distilled. I know they’d have a bit of black in them but... I mean look a Darren. Look at my brother Darren. He came out black. What the fuck!? I mean we both have the same fucking parents. So why am I this frizzy weak white thing and he gets to be black? Just solid black. How the fuck does that work. And I think that’s why you love him more dad. No, you do. You do. Come on you fucking do. You tip toe around him like he’s fucking Jesu and I’m just a little mummy’s boy left to cry in the corner. I love you mum, but it’s just... well I’d like to play with dad sometimes but... I mean how can you resent me just because I’m white. Dad? It’s your fucking fault. You created me. I’m your fucking bodies merged together. So what if the colours run a bit and inside it’s a little bit stale. I’m still you. I'm still fucking you. Just like fucking Darren.

Anyway. Cheers. The DJ’s starting in a bit in the next room so... Why don’t you all help yourself to some cake and get your groove on. I won’t be joining you of course because I can’t fucking dance!
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