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“And that is, in fact, why some women are born without a hymen. Only .03% of women...but still important to note when dispelling myths about reproductive health...or being judgmental.” the college professor lectured to his class.

The end part of his statement of course drew snickers from the small class of twenty or so students. The only one that didn’t laugh was sitting in the back of the room, a pretty blonde named Amy. She looked sheepishly down at the pad she was scribbling notes in, afraid to look beyond her immediate zone. Although high school was done and over with, it didn’t mean the immaturity suddenly dissolved from the fresh adults in the room with her. They were all roughly her age, nineteen years old and still going through the process of shaving off their misperceptions of the world they were just stepping into. Unfortunately, our protagonist couldn’t leave high school behind her, considering the same classmates that were judgmental of her followed her into community college. They didn’t judge her for not having a hymen, though. They judged her because she became pregnant in the winter before they graduated.

“That’s all for today. Have a spooky Halloween or whatever...” the professor dismissed them, not even looking up from his desk.

Amy noted the apathy because it’s what she’d been used to from everyone in her life. At least for the last nine months of her pregnancy. She waited until most of the students had left the room before standing up. At nearly full-term, she was too big for anyone to ignore. The fact that she was all belly didn’t help matters—or the gossip—either. Since it was Fall, she was able to cover up all of her sixty-five inches of belly with an ice blue sweater. However, the form-fitting clothing accentuated her huge size, and lately the grapevine said she had to be expecting twins. She knew because the blonde lived in a small town, where everyone knew each other and left very little room for interpretation. Despite all of this, she saw her old friend group in the hall once she exited the room, and approached them.

“Hey! I heard Jonas is hosting a mixer at his new place tomorrow. ...Are you all going?” Amy greeted in her usual friendly tone.

Immediately, the trio of former friends stopped chatting and looked at her. Two of them started smirking and whispering to each other, while the one she used to call her best friend gave her a fake smile, and stepped forward. Naturally, her eyes were on her belly.

“Yup...but we were invited, though. We would bring you along, but there’s going to be a lot of alcohol. I don't think it'll be good for you to be around that...seeing as ‘a lot of alcohol’ is what got you...like that...in the first place.” the “bestie” responded, making sure to rub her belly in mock punctuation for her insensitive statement.

The bestie went back to smirking and whispering with the other two. Amy walked away, dejected and feeling lower when they laughed especially loud once she was out of speaking range. The blonde hugged her books to her belly in shame, and waddled as fast as she could to her car. Honestly, she didn’t even know why tried with them. They’d been ignoring her since she became knocked up by her ex-boyfriend. He was the source of her shamed social status in the community, telling everyone in their senior class that she had come onto him at a party, drunk and “demanding” sex from him. Which was a lie. In truth, it was the other way around. They didn’t have non-consensual sex, because although she initially refused, he manipulated her by saying she didn’t love him any more. She relented. They became pregnant as a result, and when he didn’t want this to be a “they” situation any more, he dumped her. The gossip superspreaded and she was labeled as the “pregnant girl in school”, which translated to her being an irresponsible whore.

-Forget this. ...I’m clocking in early so I can make enough money to get the hell out of here.- she thought to herself, rubbing her belly and carefully getting inside her car.

She was fighting tears and refused to shed a single one. Amy was tired of crying. She’d done a lot of it, especially after her parents kicked her out of the house. Their disapproval hurt the most, leaving her to survive alone in a world that wasn’t kind to single mothers.

“...At least I have you.” she remarked, caressing the womb that held one very big baby.

Amy could blame the pregnancy cravings yet she knew her stress-eating was the cause of the ten-pound girl incubating inside her. Fortunately, the manager at her waitressing job let her take home the leftovers, and that was the only positive she could say about any of the three part-time jobs she worked. Altogether, she barely made enough to get by, enough to afford a small studio apartment on the second-floor of an old building with a closed-down business on the first. Point being, she was surviving and it wasn’t glamorous.

“Amy, you’re hosting today for the first part of the shift. Sorry but there’s a church conference in town...and that big of a belly is going to give you less tips than usual. ...I’ll save you some extra dessert.” Ed, the blunt but fair manager told her as she walked in.

She half-smiled and nodded, knowing he was right and clocked in for the minimum wage profession anyways. Unlike most places, he paid her the standard state rate, instead of the two dollars and change wage. Amy was grateful but with only ten hours a week, it wasn’t much. Regardless, she went about working her late-evening shift in normal, dull fashion. The dutiful preggo stood behind the stand that blocked her large belly from the sight of the most judgemental of all social groups. When they thinned out, she shifted to her waitressing duties, the hustle and bustle of moving around stirring her unborn daughter. She made a group of teenagers laugh when they visibly saw the baby kick while she took their orders. They, like all else, were fascinated by her gravid girth, the uniform a little short on her from the excessive growth. They left a less than decent tip, and sensing her embarrassment, the baby distracted her for the rest of the night. Adorably, she viewed this behavior as the child trying to “comfort” her, even when it worked against her.

“Thanks, Ed. ...See you, Wednesday.” Amy remarked, hugging a leftover vanilla pie to her belly and clocking out for the night.

She walked across the quiet parking lot, unfurling her fair locks from the rubber band she used for a hair tie. Amy could see her slender yet wide-waisted reflection in the window of her car as she approached it. She honed in on her image, judging herself as she wore a slightly-stained yellow and red waitress uniform, holding a vanilla pie with one slice missing, and her pregnant profile projected onto a dusty sedan made over two decades ago. Her life couldn’t be more mundane if she tried, and she exhaled, getting in and driving just below the speed limit to her apartment. She wasn’t in a rush to get back to her scarcely-furnished, lonely pad.

“I need some fresh air, anyways.” she talked to herself, giving the excuse to pull into a park next to her apartment.

Carefully again, she got out of her vehicle, taking the pie with her as she went to a nearby bench. In the late-night darkness—a far away pole light the only source of illumination—she sat alone. Her obtrusive belly made Amy have to sit away from the surface, using the surface of her jutting mound to place the pie on instead. She hadn’t eaten since before class but the monotony of the whole day made her pick at the mediocre dessert. She may have eaten half of the pastry before letting the plastic spork fall in the tin. Her cornflower blue eyes reluctantly looked up at the light coming out of her apartment, left on to deter intruders from robbing the place.

She rolled her sullen irises at the thought, figuring someone would have to be desperate to envy what little she has. She quickly checked her savings account, wondering how long it would take for her to afford a better place in the city. The two-hundred dollar balance told her it wasn’t going to be any time soon. The number of baby supplies she still hadn’t purchased would probably wipe it all away, and a month from now, she would be doing this exact same thing. Every time she got a sliver of hope for the future, the costly reality of raising a child would bring her down. Amy attempted to reach her arms around her large maternal mass, having grown so wide that her disproportionate anatomy couldn’t allow her to wholly comfort the heavy child inside her. The belly represented everything about her situation—too big for her to handle. She looked down at a puddle on the ground, another reflection reminding her of an uncertain future.

“...Hm?” she curiously expressed, seeing a growing blue light in the reflection of the puddle.

Amy looked up, grasping her belly in fright once she saw a loudly humming craft speedily fly overhead. The bench and the ground around her rumbled as the one blue light was joined by several flashing over her. A tiny prick in her neck later...she was unconscious.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Heavier than her eyelids ever felt, Amy groggily awoke, every bearing she had struggled to align to the conscious world she was coming into. Her disorientation was from her pregnant physique adjusting to one-week of being in a deep sleep. If she had dreamed, none of it was intermittently flashing across her memory like usual. No, she was still where she was before was taken, sitting on a bench. Her foggy memory wrestled with flashes of the day, the disparaging smirks of her old friends, the tummy-laughing teenagers, and then a fork dropping into a tin before a flash of blue lights overtook her. The
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