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Jessica didn't give a fuck.

She was getting out of this stupid trailer no matter what her stupid, drunk mom had to say. And she wasn't waiting tables or flipping burgers either.

"I ain't fixin' to spend my whole paycheck on diapers and formula, girl!" came the shout from the next room. Jessica could hear the sound of wine sploshing into a glass. "You better be lookin' for a job today!"

Jessica rolled her eyes. "You don’t even got a paycheck! It's welfare!"

After a moment of frustrated silence, her mother’s voice returned, a little more harshly than before. "You know what I mean! I ain't joking. You're gonna have to pay for your own shit, so you better start saving..."

"Whatever," Jessica mumbled sullenly. Her fingers flicked silently across the broken screen of her phone, combing through pictures of her former classmates. A few guys and girls were on a sleek new ski boat, their bodies tan and perfect. They were having fun and smiling, floating on a crystal clear lake under an endless blue sky. She should be there with them. It wasn't fair.

Jessica turned off the phone in disgust and tossed it onto the crumpled blanket that lay gathered at the foot of her bed. Looking down, she rubbed her belly, now nine months pregnant. It was big and round, like an overinflated beachball rising from her slender frame. She still couldn't believe she'd gotten knocked up. And by her worthless shitbag of an ex, Caleb. But no amount of regret would stop the baby from growing bigger each day. If only she had paid more attention to her cycle, Jessica thought bitterly.

Of course Caleb was mostly to blame. She cursed herself for what seemed like the millionth time for trusting him to pull out. He hadn't, and then lied about it. Like she couldn't tell! And of course it had been a dangerous day... It was just like Caleb to leave a wake of destruction behind him wherever he went.

Jessica couldn't believe she'd ever fallen for that piece of crap. He had seemed exciting at first, with his bad boy attitude and carefree lifestyle, making easy money selling pills and sneaking her into bars when she was underage. But things were different now. She was stuck reaping the wild oats he'd sowed at her expense. The jerk had tossed her away like an empty bottle as soon as he found out she was pregnant, saying he'd never signed up to be a father. Like she'd signed up for any of this! To top it all off, he hadn't even attempted to be a part of his son's life beyond showing up for a single obstetrician appointment, and only that after she'd guilted and nagged him. The asshole was even high when he walked in. Just the memory of it made Jessica's blood boil.

It was a small town, of course, so word spread fast. She'd somehow been blamed for getting knocked up, at least in the court of public opinion. And after Caleb had dumped her she'd had to go back to living in her mom's shitty trailer. It was totally embarrassing. Not only that, she had to hear about all the latest stupid shit that Caleb was doing. Her friend Mandy had even told her that she'd seen Caleb with Crystal Fernandez at the pizza parlor. She knew for a fact that he was only interested in Crystal's skanky ass because she had huge tits.

"As if I could care less," she mumbled under her breath, her finger circling the small, hard nub of her belly button. It had popped a few months ago when her belly had really started growing, and now it always seemed to itch. Her hands moved up to her own breasts, cupping the tender, sore mounds. They were still frustratingly small, only B-cups despite the pregnancy, and somehow made her belly look even bigger by contrast.

Lost in through, Jessica glanced through her window as a shiny red pickup truck crunched along the narrow gravel road between trailers. Its tires kicked up a cloud of dust as it continued down the alley before finally turning onto the main road. Jessica briefly wondered whose truck it was. It was nice. It'd be nice to ride in a truck like that, she thought.

Turning her attention back to her own problems, Jessica decided that she didn't give a fuck what Caleb was doing. He was a loser and would always be a loser. She'd find another guy to take her out of this shitty trailer park. A guy that made real money.

Jessica swung her legs out of bed, then struggled to rise to her feet. Even simple movements were difficult with her belly as big as it was. She managed to stand after a moment, though her breathing came a little faster from the effort. It wouldn't be too long before the baby was born. Another month at most. She just had to make it till then. After that, she'd be back to her normal size and could find a guy to take care of her. Maybe not Mr. Perfect, but surely she could find an older guy who wanted a hot young girlfriend and didn't mind if she had a kid.

Feeling restless, Jessica decided it was time to get the day started. Hopefully a nice cool shower would help her forget all about Caleb and Crystal Fernandez's huge tits. It was sweltering outside and her little window air conditioning unit barely kept up. Maybe afterward she could go out and get something to eat at the gas station. Maybe some fried chicken fingers and potato wedges.

She pulled her tank top over her head, the thin pink cotton stretching as it passed over her gravid waist. She really was getting big. The doctor had told her the baby was in the 90th growth percentile and would likely be more than 9 pounds by the time it was born. She couldn't imagine herself getting any bigger — it was already hard enough to bend over or get dressed. But she still had at least a few weeks to go, maybe more, and the doctor said the baby would put on the most weight toward the end. Great. She could hardly walk right as it was.

Stepping around a pile of dirty laundry, Jessica paused in front of her mirror and turned to the side. Naked except for her underwear, Jessica took a long look at her changed body. Her belly was impossibly big and taut, bulging out above her hips to a remarkable degree. The pendulous orb seemed to defy gravity as it hung in space, sloped gracefully upward until it reached just below her breasts, which were swollen and full despite their modest size. Thankfully, she hadn't put on much weight anywhere other than her belly, though her hips and ass were a tiny bit thicker. But that only served to give her a more curvy, feminine appearance, which Jessica didn't mind. Most of all, she was relieved that her skin was free of stretch marks. She'd heard horror stories of women with tiger stripes permanently etched onto their bellies, and Jessica still had hopes of wearing a bikini after she gave birth.

Even with her body avoiding most of the worst side-effects of pregnancy, Jessica thought she looked like she'd swallowed a watermelon — and a big one at that. With a sigh, she looped a finger under the elastic band of her underwear and slid them down over the curve of her hip. They fell softly to the floor and lay next to a half crumpled soda can that had spilled from the overfilled trash can.

Jessica frowned as she noticed a small trace of discharge on the pink cotton fabric.

"Gross."

Stepping into the small bathroom, she turned on the tap and watched the water splash down into the tub. As she waited for it to warm up a little, Jessica felt a sharp, uncomfortable kick to her belly.

"Yeah, yeah. I'll get something to eat soon..." she sighed irritably. The baby always seemed to act up if she wasn't stuffing her face. But no matter how much she scarfed down, she didn't seem to gain any weight. It was all going to her ever-expanding belly.

"I can't wait to get you out," she complained as she stepped into the shower. "I'm gonna drink about eight pitchers of margaritas."

The cold water hit her face and pooled on the floor around her toes before circling down the drain.

Jessica closed her eyes and rubbed her huge belly. As much of a pain in the butt as the little turd was now, she knew he was going to be ten times worse when he was screaming his lungs out all night. She tried to imagine the kind of guy who'd be willing to put up with that.

"It's gonna take a lot of blowjobs," she thought dismally.
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Daniel slid his truck into the grease stained parking spot and turned off the engine. The air conditioner died and oppressive heat immediately began to radiate in from outside. It was another ninety degree day and Daniel was overdressed in his button up shirt and slacks.

Arkansas.

How the hell had he ended up here, Daniel wondered. There was nothing for miles but soybean fields and unpaved access roads, the endless horizon punctuated only by water towers and grain silos. The town he was staying in, and it was generous to call it a town, consisted of less than a dozen one-story shotgun buildings of various materials and heritages, a mishmash of architectural styles and qualities that only shared the central theme of cheapness and thrift. He stood out like a sore thumb everywhere he went, with his dress shoes and his forty dollar haircut. It was obvious that he was an outsider. Even worse, a damn Yankee.

He had moved down from Cleveland, not in itself a place to brag about much, but it might as well have been New York or Paris compared to Willoughby, Arkansas. His bank was building a new branch and Daniel had been offered the position of branch manager if he was willing to relocate. It was a considerable promotion for a 27-year-old, but after seeing the small, backwards town, Daniel was no longer sure his decision to accept the offer was a wise one.

With his upgraded salary, Daniel had leased a brand new pickup truck, thinking it the vehicle of choice for rural life. It was nice, with big, comfy leather seats, a million cupholders, and all the bells and whistles one might expect. With that and a few new pairs of jeans, Daniel figured he was as ready as he'd ever be. His plan was to open the bank, maybe spend a couple of years running it, then transfer to somewhere better. He was already positive Arkansas was no place for him.

Stepping down out of the cab, Daniel was met with a blast of furnace-like air coming off of the concrete. It was only 90, but might as well have been 112. Something about the humidity, he figured. How folks lived here, especially before the invention of air-conditioning, was beyond him.
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