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Eyelids fluttered open, the action itself tiring as their hazy vision came into focus. A fluorescent light could be seen and heard, along with an outline of a semicircle object in the lower half of her eyesight. The gender was the sole thing the person was certain of as she tried to assess her torpid state. Her memories were firing off all at once, and added to the rampant confusion of the circumstances. At this waking moment, she was sure of three things:

The first being that she was a freshmen cheerleader at a college. The second was numerous evocations of two females, grasping that they are best friends. The endmost understanding was more like an assumption. One that was terrifying the living daylights out of her. It was evident since it was taking up most of her regard.

The sensation that came next confirmed it, an outbreak of tiny bumps appearing on the unreasonably expansive pregnant belly jutting two feet above her. Her sight was clear but she couldn't say the same about her sanity. With all of the afore explained, it was presently becoming exponential when she realized her hands and feet were in leather restraints. As one would expect, she began to frantically wail, struggling to identify the slightest concrete detail. Even her name escaped her fractured psyche. Fortunately, that would be remedied soon.

"Agnes. Agnes! It's me, Corinna! It's okay. Danica is here too. ...Just breathe." a comforting voice conveyed.

She felt both of her arms being gently touched, turning to her right to see the sideways glance of the woman who had identified herself. Agnes perceived something soft and sizable pressing on the side the wavy-haired brunette was standing. She disregarded the feeling and then looked to the left to take in the dark-skinned guise of the other named individual. Her Fulani-braided tresses shined as beautiful as her serene facial expression. Again, she could feel an identical mass of some sort against the opposite flank.

Danica was brisk to give her a brief rundown, saying, "Try to listen. I know you're scared, but at least we got each other. We don't know how we got here, much less how long it's been. The last thing I remember was us being at a party...checking out some cute guys I think."

Agnes attempted to listen, nonetheless, her heightened emotions and relatively groggy condition made it difficult to concentrate.

Corinna aided with the clarity, adding, "We woke up hours ago. Me first, though. Talk about scary. ...Anyways, my turn I guess. I remember a weird old lady in the middle of the road. It made you brake hard."

The cryptic explanations were stirring her recollection. However, the overriding concern was the cause of her large and equally wide belly. Moreover, was she actually with children? Whatever the case may be, it was apparent the companions were in the same boat, her head manically switching between the sights of their big bellies.

She had to ask, "Are w-we...?"

Their faces grimly attested to that, Danica side-stepping to reveal a girth that was much greater in magnitude than hers, close to half. The slim African-American regrettably portrayed the truth, "I hate to say it. I'm ninety percent sure we are knocked up. ...I felt them kick."

Once more, Agnes inspected her eye-filling mound, far beyond the size of an expectant with a singleton, even the ones with multiples. -What the fuck is this? ...Something in the water?- she inwardly mused.

It coincided with the ensuing imaginative re-creation, a blurry memory giving her another piece of the puzzle. She was in front of a television, watching a breaking news story concerning an epidemic in a neighboring city. It concluded with her walking to the girlfriends, worriedly engaged with their smartphones.

A spurt of her usual level-headed nature hit, dryly requesting, "...I would really appreciate it if 'these' were removed." The statement was made plain with her tugging on the straps.

"Oh yeah, sorry. We decided not to since...well, we are a bit top-heavy. Like you say, I used my 'Hulk strength' to break out of them." the burly Corinna made known.

With some effortless pulls, the aged-looking bonds were broken. They helped Agnes become upright, rubbing her wrists as she gauged the dimensions of her belly. All of them were wearing pink hospital gowns, fastened with a thin and taut belt. Currently, her gaze was glued to Corrina's tum, easily twice as immense as her own. Compounded with her imposing muscles, it made the five-foot, ten-inch girl strikingly intimidating. Regardless of that security, her mind was scanning for the all-encompassing surety that was her parents. To her dismay, she couldn't recall what they looked like, just the sound of their voices.

"Besides why we are so big, are you both having trouble remembering who your parents are?" she inquired, trying to not tear up at the unfortunate predicament.

Their heads turned away simultaneously, the silence answering the dreadful question. The apprehension increased as the sealed double doors unlocked and opened, four men dressed in tactical gear spilling in, brandishing machine guns. Coming in behind them was a glabrous and spectacled male in a lab coat, who declared:

"That's enough speculation. Some separation is needed."
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