
It wasn’t long before the three of us became a family.

In a lot of ways, Bob’s been a pretty 
average roommate. Consistently horny 
and incapable of lifting a finger to clean, 

his life unfolded in front of an old TV. Or, 
rather, above a TV; inflatable unicorn heads 
don’t have much need for Netflix.

Six years ago, Bob came to me like a dream, 
arriving on the doorstep of my childhood 
home as a gift from my sister. As I moved 
from my parent’s house to my college dorm, 
Bob moved with me. His haunting eyes and 
blow-up physique had a knack for scaring off 
Tinder dates. His horn—the perfect vehicle for 
Christmas tinsel and fake spider webs—kept 
the holidays alive in my cramped apartments. I 
can’t say that Bob won me many friends, but I 
can say that he weeded out the weak, guarding 
my (reluctant) virginity as his ancestors 
guarded the virgins of Artemis.

That is, until he met my husband. Bob’s 
always been a bit of a dick—in half a decade, 
he’s never once wiped his own damn nose—
but he fell for my husband just as hard as I did.

Armed with acidic humor and big brown 
eyes, my husband wooed Bob with the same 
smooth moves he turned on me. It wasn’t 
long before the three of us became a family. 
Bob met the in-laws the same time I did, 
watching over us from his station above 
the TV. When I got a ring, his horn earned a 
sparkly new decoration. He may have been 
a freeloader, but he was loved.

And when we moved into our own home, 
my husband insisted we bring Bob along. 
Deflation day came with a tinge of sadness. 
As I loaded Bob—now flat as a pancake—
into a worn-out suitcase, I wondered when 
we would deflate him next. Would he terrify 
our children with his soulless eyes and 
wonky ears?

“No,” my husband assured me. Laying a 
hand on my shoulder, he followed my gaze to 
the deflated body of our unicorn head. And 
in that moment, I knew that any offspring of 
ours would be just as crazy as we were. Bob 
would always have a home. 

Loving Bob
Emily Uduwana
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