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One


Reminiscing About the End





Year 2025 



Tanya

Blinding white lights and the sound of panic flooded the room. Nurses rushed in and out while the doctor yelled over the beeping of the heart monitor. The patient lying on the gurney moaned as she rocked her head slowly from side to side. It was happening again.

“Is my baby okay?” she said through shallow breaths. Blood trickled onto the floor.  

The doctor looked over at her, and then at the lifeless blue baby cradled in her arms. What she wished to say and what she had to say rested on different spectra. The aching sensation in her heart drifted to the pit of her stomach. These were the days she dreaded. This was the news that sent sane women into a spiral of depression and ruin. And in these moments, she wished she weren’t a doctor. 

“I’m so sorry,” Dr. Washington said with tears running down her face. She drew in an ominous breath and lifted from her chair, still holding the lifeless baby.

The mother screamed. They were the words no mother ever wanted to hear.

Dr. Washington walked over to the mother and laid the stillborn baby in her arms. 

 “Why? Why me? Please, no. Not my baby.”

Several nurses gathered by the door, each with a dismayed look upon their faces. The agony in the mother’s voice sent a wave of despair throughout the room. They bowed their heads in respect. Dr. Washington removed her cap and placed it over her heart. She held the mother’s hand and relayed a silent prayer before slogging toward the nurses. 

She laid a hand on the charge nurse’s shoulder. “Give her as much time as she needs. When you need me, I’ll be in my office.” 

The charge nurse nodded, and Dr. Washington walked out the door and down the grim halls of the maternity ward. The pastel-colored walls seemed to turn into shades of gray as she thought about the young mother’s pain. She passed the nurse’s station, and the remaining nurse bowed her head as she moved. There were no words that would ever bring genuine comfort. 

Dr. Washington entered her office, closed the door behind her, and plopped down onto the chair. She tilted her head back, staring at the ceiling as the weight of the situation smacked her hard. Tears engulfed her eyes, leaving the surrounding room blurry. Piercing pains beat at her chest, and she hyperventilated. 

The deaths never got easier. The nation was in a crisis, and no one, not even the most decorated doctor, knew the problem. Babies were being born deformed, if they were even alive to begin with. A staggering 64 percent of babies born in the previous two years didn’t make it past their first breath. The other 36 percent developed lifelong, incurable birth defects. Doctors predicted many babies born would never experience adulthood after the age of twenty-five. Which meant the nation was dying, wiping out all future generations, and there was no solution that anyone presented to combat the decline.  

Several theories floated around the medical and scientific worlds. They ranged from the food the nation consumed right down to the loneliness epidemic somehow affecting everyone’s genes. Many people toyed with the idea that the government should build robot babies for families that really wanted children, but, since the catastrophic fall and ultimate backlash of Superior Robotics International and Macro Robotics, no other company wanted to touch human-like robots with a ten-foot pole. Especially considering it would likely cause the decline of humans to happen faster. Essentially, humans were done with robots. 

Dr. Washington gathered herself. She grabbed a tissue from the tissue box sitting on her desk that was usually reserved for patients, but she found herself using it more and more. She dabbed at her eyes, wiping every bit of liquid from the corners. A knock at the door startled her, and she jumped back, knocking over a pen lying on the desk. She hurriedly picked up the pen and cleared her throat. 

“Come in.”

The door swung open and in walked Robin, the charge nurse. She closed the door behind her and sat in the chair next to Dr. Washington. The two women sat in silence, staring at each other with somber eyes. 

The weeks had been heavy, and the constant death in the maternity ward felt more like a rotating funeral parlor for newborns. No one knew which baby would survive and which wouldn’t. All the travel nurses canceled their contracts, and the hospital had trouble attracting permanent nurses into the department. 

“I don’t know what to say anymore,” Robin finally said. She ran her tawny-colored hand through her thick brown hair. “There’s no point in even trying. It’s just going to end up in inevitable heartache.” Her eyes were glassy and red. “George was talking about having a baby, but I can’t. I can’t go through that.”

Dr. Washington sighed. “Robin…” She took a breath. Truth was painful. “As much as I want to, there’s no amount of advice I can give to you. I wish the world weren’t going to shit. I wish those mothers could enjoy their children, but no matter what I say, those words are frivolous. False hope is not something I want to give to anyone.”

“I know. Nothing anyone can say will make this better. Hopefully, someone finds a cure for this. Whatever this is.”


      [image: ]A cascade of water ran down her body. Tanya was happy to wash away the defeat and mourning of the day. Unfortunately, the days were beginning to meld together as the new norm. 

She turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. She grabbed a burgundy towel hanging on a hook and gently patted herself dry. The terry cloth felt great on her skin. The best thing she’d felt all day. Tanya placed the damp towel on the counter and grabbed her lotion. The creamy substance spread gently over her skin, leaving a luminesce shine. The scent of honeysuckle wafted through the air with every caress. After moisturizing, she strolled into her bedroom and sat on her queen-size bed. Her head hung low. In situations like this, she wished desperately to have a shoulder to cry on. And four years ago, she did. 

When Tanya was graduating from medical school to be an OBGYN, she met her ex-husband, Dr. Terrance Smalls. At the time, he was studying to be a surgeon and was completely enamored by her. Smart and funny, he couldn’t resist. At first, Tanya was hesitant, but she finally agreed to go on just one date with him. That date started their relationship. The pair quickly fell in love and after just a year of dating, Terrance proposed, and the two married four months later. A romance for the books. Family and friends saw them as the ultimate power couple. Two powerful Black doctors together were like a fantasy come true until it wasn’t. 

Five miscarriages later, Terrance was done. Tanya couldn’t give him the family he wanted, and Terrance could no longer pretend he was happy. He blamed her for being unable to produce a child. The accusations ranged from her working too much to her weight. He’d never had an issue with any of those things prior. No matter what, he condemned her, and she knew the marriage was over. One day, Terrance packed up his stuff and left. The next day, Tanya filed for divorce. 

Four years later, and in her late thirties, the only things Tanya cared about were her patients and her work. The irony wasn’t lost on her that she was an OBGYN who couldn’t have her own children. But after what’s happened, she told herself she wouldn’t try again. 

She gazed in the mirror at the woman before her, who looked much like the woman four years ago but older. Gray hairs and a few more moles had added to her appearance. “You have to stop thinking about this.” She proclaimed. “Thinking about it will make nothing better. So stop.” Tanya hopped up and headed into the living room.

The room was chilly yet brightly lit by the sun shining through the windows and the glass patio door. Tanya sat down on the sofa. The cushion molded around her butt, cradling her comfortably. She grabbed the remote from the coffee table and clicked on the television. An array of blues, whites, and pinks flashed and swirled across the screen, followed by the words Bioutero Pharmaceuticals. She was familiar with the company through their pharmaceuticals, so this made Tanya’s ears perk up and pay closer attention. A woman in a white coat appeared on the screen. Her smile was infectious, and her eyes were mesmerizing. 

“Hello America. I’m Dr. Hilary Wada. For the past two years, we’ve seen a sad and unfortunate trend happening to the women in our nation and soon to be the world. We’ve seen the majority of babies born, sadly, not make it past their first hour of life. Tragedy happens regardless of the health of the mother and father. In addition, the babies who were fortunate enough to live past the first hour have developed incurable, lifelong ailments. However, I’m here to tell you there’s a solution. In the past year, we’ve developed and perfected an artificial uterus that can successfully grow, carry, and birth a human baby using either or one parent’s DNA. Not only that, but the incubation process only takes four months instead of the standard nine to ten months.”

Tanya’s jaw dropped. This wasn’t something she had expected to happen so soon. She expected the government to come up with some sort of pill or procedure, but not an artificial womb. Why so quickly?

Dr. Wada picked up a baby from a crib. “I want you to meet Julia. Today, Julia is a healthy three months old baby and the spitting image of her proud parents. Julia is the first baby ever to be born from an artificial uterus.” She placed the baby back in the crib. “We understand how important parenthood is to many people. Likewise, we understand how important it is to continue the human race. You are not alone in this. We are here to help in every way possible. Board-certified doctors, nurses, and scientists watch every uterus 100 percent. Day and night. So, you can always have faith that your most precious gifts, your children, are safe and protected with us. For more information, please visit our website and schedule an appointment with one of our doctors.”

Tanya clicked off the television and sat back on the sofa. “So, this is really happening! They found a cure.”


      [image: ]Tanya grabbed her favorite table outside the café. It provided ample shade next to the only tree within ten feet of the building, and a purple umbrella sticking out in the center. She sat down and put her large paper cup with her caramel cappuccino inside on the table. People watching was one of her favorite things to do whenever she patronized the café. Sometimes she wondered where they were going and what thoughts plagued their minds. Many sported cumbersome faces. Grim and reserved. Some seemed stoic, possibly trying to hide behind the pain. She understood that all too well. The divorce tested her, and for far too long, she wore an unbothered expression for protection. 

She took a sip of her cappuccino and stared into the distance. A streak of light zoomed off into the horizon before disappearing completely. Tanya blinked her eyes several times. A shooting star?

“Hey, T,” a woman said, rushing over to her. 

Tanya glanced in the woman’s direction and smiled. “Hey Mae.”

“Sorry I’m late. Marcus held me over with his yapping. You know how long-winded he is.”

“It’s fine.” She laughed. The two women embraced. “It’s good to see you, sis. How is everything?” 

“Ugh, the usual. Work and home. Occasionally, going out but being around others sometimes feels depressing.” Mae grabbed the small menu sitting on the bistro table. 

“I understand that all too well. It’s getting harder and harder.”

Mae frowned. “Sorry to hear that.”

“Soon, I may be the only maternity staff left at the hospital. Anyway, how is Marcus?”

“He’s good. He’s up for a promotion, and he feels it’s way past due on this one.” She placed the menu back down on the table. 

“Good luck to him.”

“Thanks. So, the reason I really wanted us to meet.” She clapped her hands together. “I have something important I want to discuss with you.” Mae bit her lip.

“Oh, like?”

“It’s going to be hard to hear, but…we’re thinking about having a baby.”

Tanya’s eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets. A baby? In this climate. Tanya blinked her eyes, falling speechless. 

“Let me grab a smoothie and I’ll be right back.” Mae jumped up from the chair and hurried inside, leaving Tanya in silence. 

A flood of racing thoughts and panic engulfed Tanya. The last thing she wanted to do was see the same pain on her little sister’s face if her baby didn’t make it. How could she talk her out of doing it? Tanya’s face scrunched. She nearly crumpled the paper cup.

Mae strolled back outside, holding a green smoothie and glancing at her sister. She cautiously sat down, clutching her drink to her chest. 

Tanya glared at her with tight lips, ready to spit some reasonable fire. 

Mae took a deep breath. “I can see you’re upset. I get it.”

“No, you don’t. You don’t get to see the trauma firsthand like I do. You’re either not going to have a child or end up taking care of that child for the rest of their life. Which isn’t going to be long. Do you realize that?” She spoke fast and matter-of-factly.

“Hear me out, sis. We’re not going to go the natural route. We’re going to do the artificial womb.”

Tanya’s mind went blank. 

“We saw the commercial for Bioutero Pharmaceuticals the other day, and we’ve been talking about it ever since. So, we decided we should try this out.”

Tanya squinted her eyes. The muscles in her jaw clenched. 

“Have you heard of the company?” Mae sipped her smoothie. 

“Of course I have. I’m a doctor. I saw the commercial last night.”

“Okay, cool. Since you’re a doctor, I wanted your opinion on it.”

Tanya held her tongue. She hadn’t done much research on what everything entailed, so she couldn’t give an honest opinion on the logistics of everything. What she knew about Bioutero Pharmaceuticals was the medicinal drugs they produced, nothing more. The artificial womb was a whole new technology that her expertise did not extend to. “My opinion?”

“Yes. You know I value your opinion above all others. So, what’s your thoughts?”

“I think I’m the wrong person to talk to about this. I only know real wombs and real people.”

Mae sighed. “Well, if you had the decision, would you do it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Will you come with us to our appointment then? I would really like to have you there as moral and technical support. I won’t tell them you’re a doctor just in case they try to pull one over on us.”

At heart, she didn’t want to. Yet, Mae was her little sister, and she wanted to support her. A low “yes” slipped from her lips.

Mae nearly jumped from her seat. “Thanks, sis. You’re the best.”

Tanya produced a half-smile and continued drinking her cappuccino. 


      [image: ]“I don’t know if I can do this, Dr. Washington. I’ve always wanted to be a mother, but I don’t know if I can take care of it for the rest of its life.” 

“It?”

“You know what I mean. I’m not trying to sound insensitive. I’m grateful my child made it, but as a mother, I expect to have a certain amount of freedom once my child becomes an adult. I won’t have that.” The mother gazed down at the sleeping baby in her arms. The baby was wrapped snugly in a blue blanket. 

Tanya felt heat move through her. “You don’t stop being a mother when they become adults. You’re always a mother.” 

“I know, but—”

 “With all due respect, Ms. Grimes, you knew there were only two options. Did you think you were the exception to the rule?”

Ms. Grimes looked up with wide eyes. “I…uh…I just—”

“I’m not trying to sound harsh; I’m just trying to get an understanding of what you thought would happen?” Tanya pulled off her gloves.

The young mother’s mouth hung open.

Tanya got up. “No problem. I will have a case manager come in and talk to you about the possibility of placing your baby up for adoption. Maybe there’s a grieving family out there that wouldn’t mind taking care of your son, since you aren’t interested in taking care of a disabled child.” She marched to the door but twisted back around to look at the mother. “You’re lucky you can carry a child. Some of us don’t even get that privilege, no matter how hard we’ve tried.” She sized her up and stormed out of the room.

Tanya’s face twisted in disgust. She stopped at the nurse’s station, where a few nurses were gathered, conversing with one another. “Hi. Can one of you call a case manager for Ms. Grimes? It seems she may not want to keep her baby. It won’t allow her the freedom once ‘it’ becomes an adult.” Her tone was firm. She marched down the hall and into her office. 

When she was safe in her office, she locked the door, and put her head down. The tears flowed without breaking. Many women would’ve loved to have been in her shoes. Who the hell does she think she is, thinking she was the blueprint of exception?








  
  

Two


Bioutero Pharmaceuticals





Tanya 

The atmosphere felt cold. An all-white room with white chairs. Sterile! Too sterile for her liking. But, she had to remind herself that she was here to support her sister and brother-in-law. Yet she couldn’t shake the feeling of Bioutero Pharmaceuticals being anything other than some weird science lab. She sighed.

Mae grabbed her hand. “You okay?” she whispered.

Tanya glanced at her and nodded. The last thing she wanted to do was make her sister feel more nervous than she needed to be. Of the two of them, Tanya was always the rock. Not just because she was the big sister, but because she knew how to handle herself better under pressure. Being a doctor helped with that. She couldn’t let Mae and Marcus see the cracks. 

A white door opened, and out popped a man in cobalt blue scrubs. “Mr. and Mrs. Williams?”

The three got up and headed to the door. They walked down a long hallway, heading further back into the building. Tanya’s skin crawled as she passed the blinding white doors. What kind of place was this? They finally stopped in front of room seven.

“In here, please,” the nurse said, shuffling them inside. “Dr. Wada will be with you in just a few moments.”

“Thank you,” they said in unison. 

The door clicked shut behind them without another word from the nurse. 

The office’s décor was more inviting. Warm. But she imagined it was meant to feel that way after the frigid areas they’d left. Bookshelves lined the dark tan walls, with books of various sizes propped inside. Some of the tension in Tanya’s body died down, but she remained on alert. 

“You guys excited?” she said, breaking the silence. 

Marcus sighed, and Mae shifted toward her. “No, we’re nervous as hell, and we’re trying to keep as much sanity as we can.”

“You two will be good. If this is something you really want, you’ll get through it.”

“I’m just eager to know how the process goes,” Marcus chimed in. “I hope they show us what it looks like during growth.”

“That’s what I want to see as well,” Tanya added. 

The door opened, and in strode a short woman with dark hair. She wore a smile that was ten miles wide. The sides of her mouth looked as if they were going to crack at any second. “Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Williams.” She noticed Tanya. “And friend?”

“Doc—Ms. Washington. I’m Mae’s sister.”

“Oh, great. Nice to meet you all. I’m Dr. Hilary Wada. Welcome to Bioutero Pharmaceuticals.”

“Thank you,” the couple said. 

Dr. Wada settled in her chair and folded her hands on the desk. “Congratulations on wanting to start a family. It’s a huge endeavor to become a parent, and it’s an amazing gift. To start off, can you tell me a little bit about yourselves? How did the two of you meet? And what makes you want to become parents?”

Marcus cleared his throat. “Well, I’m Marcus, and this is my wife, Mae. We met back in college, actually. We were in the Science club together, and we kind of started out as friends.”

“Ooh, college lovers, I see. Very nice. Tell me more.” Her eyes lit up.

“Yes. After a year of chasing her”—He chuckled— “we finally started dating. Four years later, we got married, and here we are.” 

“Wonderful.” Dr. Wada came across almost mechanical-like. Rightfully so, there’s no telling how many “parents” she’d talked to that day. “So why, after all this time, do you want to be parents?”

“Well,” Mae started, “we wanted to wait and get established in our careers first before we started a family. We wanted to make sure we were mentally, physically, and financially stable before taking this step. It seems like the perfect time. Plus, we’ve always wanted to be parents. We used to talk about it back in college. Our morals and values lined up, and I think that’s when we knew we’d be each other’s life partners. We love children.”

“Very good.”

“How about you, Ms. Washington? Do you have children?”

Tanya blinked her eyes. This consultation wasn’t about her at all. So, why was Dr. Wada asking her questions? “Umm, no. I can’t have children.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. Are you infertile?”

 “No, I’ve had a few miscarriages. I figured maybe I wasn’t meant to carry them, so I stopped trying years ago.” Tanya felt Mae’s hand slide into hers and give it a squeeze.

“Sorry, Dr. Wada,” Mae interrupted, “my sister isn’t comfortable sharing certain information. Not to sound rude, this consultation is about my husband and me.” 

“Yes, yes. Of course. I wasn’t trying to be intrusive. I apologize. So, let me tell you a little about myself and Bioutero Pharmaceuticals. I’ve been an OBGYN for over fifteen years. I graduated with honors from Comrade Southeastern University. Over a year ago, I was approached by a recruiter from Bioutero Pharmaceuticals looking to work in their new department. She’d been studying my work and was interested in me possibly working with the company on a new project that would help people wanting to become parents. At first, because of the dire situation, I was extremely skeptical. But then I listened to what she had to say and toured the facility, and was instantly interested.” Dr. Wada pulled out a remote and aimed it at a large television hanging on the wall. 

“Now, here’s a little about Bioutero Pharmaceuticals. The company was founded in 2000 by Dr. Harriet Davis.” A picture of Dr. Davis flashed on the screen. “The company started out strictly as a pharmaceutical company, producing hormonal and prenatal drugs. In 2023, when the birth discourse started, we began working on a non-medicinal solution. This is when Dr. Davis came up with the idea of artificial wombs. Over the course of two years, we’d tried and failed at bringing the children to full term. So much trial and error until finally, a few months ago, we found the solution. Julia, our first artificial womb-grown baby, was born five months ago and is in perfect health. Since then, we’ve brought three more healthy babies into the world safely.” A picture of doctors and nurses in lab coats and scrubs holding babies flashed on the screen. “We’re confident we can do that for the two of you.”

The Williams smiled at each other.

“Even you, if you’re interested,” Dr. Wada said, looking over at Tanya. 

Tanya pursed her lips and spoke through her teeth. “I’m not.”

Mae cleared her throat again. Dr. Wada turned to look at her and nodded. She switched off the television and turned back to the trio. “Now, what questions do you have for me?”

“How does the process work?” Mae asked. 

“Well, we take sperm from dad and an egg from mom to fertilize. Once the egg’s fertilized, we take the egg and carefully place it in the artificial uterus. It perfectly models an actual human womb, complete with the water and umbilical cord.” She chuckled. “During the incubation process, we play mommy and daddy’s voices for the baby to get familiar with hearing their parents. The baby takes just a few months to incubate, so it’s growing at double the rate of a normally conceived baby. Proper nutrition and water are given to the fetus for optimal growth and health.”
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