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My name is Daniel, and this is the story
about the most surreal, strangest girlfriend I ever had.

I'm a high school student at Oak High, a
shitty, dusty little corner of California in a town nobody knows
about. I was a pretty simple kid, going into my senior year, and in
my offtime I was practicing learning guitar. Once I wrapped up high
school, I already had a promising college waiting for me, where I'd
study programming for a career.

I'd dated girls before, I'd even had sex
before – the whole class would be eighteen by summer, so I damn
well should have by then – and I was no underconfident slouch. But
the one that always caught my eye was a gorgeous girl named Becky.
I talked to her before, once or twice, but never anything serious.
She was a peppy, fun girl to talk to, very outgoing and positive.
She had a radiant smile, one that made your heart skip a beat, and
wheat-colored hair that was always cut a little longer than to her
ears.

She was girly, and spent much of her time
putting on enough makeup to make her features stand out, her high
cheekbones given a touch of blush and her eyelashes given long dark
smears of thickener. Earrings, gold and glittery, adorned just
under where her hairline ended. She dressed in feminine clothes,
bellyshirts and skirts, babydolls and designer jeans. She was
beautiful.

It's not to say she was perfect – she was
kind of a ditz, and frequently slipped into valley-girl speech,
with lots of 'like's and a sing-songy way of talking. She wasn't
especially bright, but always was okay with laughing at herself for
it.

I never cared, though. She was so fun, so
upbeat, so pretty, it was more endearing to me.

It was approaching the end of our junior
year, right before summer, when I saw Becky suddenly bolt out of
our class, hand to her mouth, right out the door. Concerned, I
tilted my head, and saw her bolt into the bathroom.

What's she doing at class
if she's so sick, I thought, but gave it no
further mind.

Her stomach flu didn't go away at all, and
months later we were approaching finals, and it was still plaguing
her, some days more than others. She even had to slip out of her
final test in Trig to throw up some more. When class was over, I
approached her.

“Hey, you alright?” I
asked.

She saw me, and gave a weak smile, some of
her eye makeup and lipstick smeared from vomit and tears. “Oh,
yeah,” she said, a little weak. “This flu is just kicking my ass. I
can't seem to shake it.”

“You think you did okay on
the test?”

“I hope so,” Becky replied,
shrugging. “Its hard to say.”

There was a moment of awkward silence, and
she reached out and touched my arm. “But, hey, thanks for asking,
okay?” she said, softly, and turned to leave.

My heart wasn't going to get that beat back
anytime soon.

 


Summer was fun, I spent lots of time with my
handful of friends in various online games and in real life,
whittling away some programming or guitar practice when I was
alone. I was more than ready to go back to school, as any high
schooler did once he realized that real life without a summer job
was boring. A small birthday of turning eighteen – getting luggage
from my dad with a wink, of course – was touched with the extra
thought of Becky, who for some reason still dominated my
thoughts.

I felt even a little weirdly excited to be
back in class, awaiting the first lecture from my history
professor. I glanced around, seeing everyone I expected to. Except,
oddly, Becky wasn't there. I looked around, wondering if she
transferred or was assigned a different group, when the class door
swung open.

Becky was there, smiling as always, dressed
in bright and festive clothes even as the fall was approaching. Her
bellyshirt cut just below her sternum.

I blinked, and looked again, surprised.
Right at her stomach, starting at her pelvis and going up, was the
gentle curve of an outward sticking belly. Becky was normally so
fit, so focused on her looks, it was obvious to anyone. But it
wasn't just like, soft, or curvy, it looked firm. And I glanced up
and down her again, quickly. There was no extra chin, no arm flab,
no love handles. She wasn't fat. She was...

If anyone saw it, they didn't react. I tried
not to, but my heart weirdly was going faster. Becky, pregnant? The
idea was nuts, she hadn't even been dating anyone last I saw. And
if she was visible now...how long ago was it? Memory of her trips
to the bathroom, vomiting her guts out, returned to me. Morning
sickness?
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