
ONE.

“This weekend?  Yeah, I’ll do it.  No, don’t worry about it- I’ve cleaned pools before.  Aunt Nita, I already told you- letting me stay at your place is payment enough.  No, I’ll be fine- I’ve got plenty of gas, and the supermarket is just down the street, after all.”  

Bonnie rolled down her window a bit as she rounded another country corner on the rural road she was traversing.  Instantly, the overwhelming heat blazing in her car was cut by a cooling breeze.  Gracious (and in a little bit of shock), she breathed the cool air in sharply, then continued; “You and Uncle Jack deserve this trip.  Yeah, I know he has bursitis.”  She rolled her eyes, narrowly missing a jackrabbit hopping across the road.  She never saw it.  “Oh, you’re still plenty young.  I’m just glad I could help.  I’m almost there, yeah.  Yes, I have the key you sent me.  Okay, well yeah, love you too.  Bye.  Uh huh.  Yes.  I know.  Goodbye Aunt Nita.”

The nineteen-year-old blonde closed her cell phone with one hand, pulled her hair out of her eyes with the other, and very nearly ran an oncoming car off the road without the advantage of a third.  All at the same time.  Multitasking, ain’t it grand?


Roughly a dozen potentially dangerous minutes later, she pulled up to 15605 Davies Hill Drive- that is, casa de Clarke- and her place of residence for the next three weeks.  She pulled into the driveway and up the steep, curved incline towards the door.  About halfway up, she realized that there was no room to turn around- she’d have to back out, around a corner, down a hill, into a busy street.  Awesome.


And the 1930’s style girls’ bicycle placed unceremoniously in the driveway just in front of the door- yeah, she saw that just in time.  It’s amazing how much a car’s tire can screech at two miles an hour.  Not that she was going anywhere near that slow- she came up the drive at twenty.  Easy.


Still, crisis averted.  The key was out of the ignition, in the pocket of her way-too-tight jeans skirt; and her butt out of the seat before the engine fully realized it was no longer on.  Then, when the seatbelt reminded her she didn’t have the kind of magic needed to leave the car without going through the proper channels, her butt returned to the seat.  Bonnie wasn’t embarrassed.  Why would she be?  Nobody could see her, anyway.


So she exited the car.  Grabbed her luggage from off the roof of her vintage gas-guzzling station wagon, and whipped around the front of the car towards the door.


Her shins reminded her of the 1930’s style girls’ bicycle placed unceremoniously in the driveway.  And gravity.  And what skinning your knees feels like.  But, Bonnie wasn’t embarrassed.  She carefully put her luggage back together, stacked it neatly, picked it up gently while nursing a wounded knee, and went to the front door.

The locked front door.  She very gently put down the pile of luggage.  Stood up quickly and made a grab for her keys.  Bent back over because it was the only way she could get even a finger into the pocket of her way-too-tight jeans skirt.  Pulled the keys out only to find that she’d put her luggage too close to the door.  Keys in the mouth.  Luggage up and moved.  Keys in the lock.


But the door wasn’t locked after all.  “Weird,” she exclaimed as she pushed the door open.


Casa de Clarke was a typical DINK (dual-income, no kids) home in California.  Spacious, bordering-on-ridiculous sunken living room with oversized couch and enormous 72-inch television.  Past the Wet Bar and the door to the Master Suite, she could see the sliding door in the kitchen that led to the deck and ultimately, the pool.  Which was green.  Too green.

Bonnie’s brows furrowed a bit at the shade of green she was witnessing.  Aunt Nita said it needed a little cleaning, not a complete scrubdown!  The reflection in the window showed her the rest of the kitchen- brushed steel oven and fridge.  Marble countertop and backsplash.  Custom blue and pink dishtowels.  Moving custom blue and pink dishtowels holding up a gallon of milk.

“What the?!” exclaimed Bonnie, rushing into the room to get a better look.


What she saw was hard to look at.  Not that the woman standing there wasn’t pretty- she was in fact stunning.  Rich, vibrant red hair in a classic style- so far, so good.  Cute, rosy cheeks lightly sprinkled with freckles- good.  Cute, upturned nose holding up a pair of very large-framed glasses- classic and good.  Brilliantly red lips currently hanging wide-open, knocking back a gallon jug of milk- um…


The woman standing there was literally hard to look at.  Every time Bonnie would try to stare, her eyes would inadvertently glance left or right, focusing on the toaster (which was also a nice brushed steel) or the salt and pepper shakers, or anything else her eyes could focus on rather than the woman standing in the kitchen knocking back a gallon jug of milk.  It was as if her eyeballs had ADHD.  Bonnie knit her brow harshly, putting on the kind of scrunched up face one gets when they eat a very sour pickle, then shouted,  “Hey!  You!”


The woman kept drinking, as if Bonnie wasn’t even there, so she repeated herself.  “Hey, you!  What the hell are you doing in here?!”


This caused the woman to choke a bit on her milk.  She brought the jug down quickly onto the counter, looking at Bonnie as a Mensa looks at a Special Ed student.  This look morphed into a confused sneer, then a genuine look of fear.  She pointed at herself with one hand, wiping milk off of her chin with the sleeve of her other.  “Me?”


This took Bonnie aback.  She looked around quickly, “Do you see anyone else around here?”  Suddenly she felt very self-conscious- what if there were more people in here?


Now they were both confused.  “I, er- well… no?  Seriously, you can see me?  You can’t see me.  Not really, right?”


…and except for Bonnie’s earnest effort to do just that, the woman would be right.  “What?  No, don’t answer.  Just tell me.  What?  Are?  You?  Doing?  Here?!”


The woman blushed.  “Weird.  Well, we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot, haven’t we?  I’ve got a delivery here for Bonita Clarke.  You, I hope?”


A small part of Bonnie’s brain was all don’t change the subject on me! but she found herself replying, “I’m Bonita Clarke.  Bonnie.”  And then she shook the lady’s hand.  She shook her hand!


The woman rubbed her belly, which Bonnie suddenly realized was pushed out like a woman nine-months pregnant.  A part of her mind guessed (incorrectly) that it had something to do with all the milk she was drinking.  Like the rest of her, however, her middle was difficult to look at.  On the one hand, a part of Bonnie could plainly count the buttons on the woman’s pink uniform shirt.  On the other hand, a part of her brain was still fighting with the notion that the woman was there at all.


Then, out of nowhere (actually from behind her back, hooked to her belt) the woman pulled out a clipboard and fancy-looking white-feather quill pen.  “Sign here, please,” the woman said with the kind of cheery voice one would expect from a FedEx guy who’d just taken lessons in customer relations.


Bonnie, still struggling to come to terms with what was going on, did so.


“And here,” the woman continued, pointing.  “And here.  And initial here.”  Again, Bonnie did as she was told.  Having finished, the woman signed the form herself, brandishing the quill in an over-the-top fashion that simply added to the ridiculousness of the situation.  Then in an equally ridiculous move, she put both quill and clipboard away, spun on her heel, grabbed the half-empty (or half-full, depending on your point of view) gallon of milk, spun again on her heel, and walked past Bonnie.  Simple as that.


A few seconds after she was around the corner, Bonnie shook herself out of the kind-of hypnotic trance she was in.  “Hey, wait a minute… I wasn’t done with you!” she shouted, spinning around and stepping into the hallway.  The woman stopped just short of the front door.


“You can still see me?  Weird!” she exclaimed, then rushed through the door, collided with the pile of luggage stacked on the front porch, which in turn sent her sprawling in front of the 1930’s style girls’ bicycle.  She leapt to her feet with the grace of a gazelle, her lithe, petite hourglass-shaped body nicely framed by her traditionally cut blue poodle-skirt and pink button-down top.  She picked up her bicycle, mounted it, and was down the driveway in seconds.


Bonnie blinked a few times at the spectacle before her, her eyes focusing on the mess in the driveway, her mind losing a battle over the idea that something simply wasn’t right here.  “Oh well,” she said aloud to nobody in particular, “I’ll pick those up later.  I think I need to sit down.”  Something pressed on the back of her mind- something important.


So she pressed on the back of her back with one hand, the other on moving up to rub her burgeoning belly.  Bonnie waddled over and down both the little stairs that lead into the living room.  She let out a slight groan as she half-sat, half-fell into the plush cushions of the couch, a groan that turned into a sigh of relief as she nestled herself in.  She rubbed her exposed belly, very visible since she was wearing a non-maternity outfit- pulled up, up top and down, down low.  But she wasn’t embarrassed.  Why should she be?  Nobody could see her, anyway.


TWO.


As Bonnie sat on the couch rubbing her belly, her mind drifted back to the last few months of her life.  A successful Community Rec Volleyball Championship trophy, despite being several months pregnant.  An honorable run of 15th place at the 12K Relay for Life Fun Run just two months ago, coming in ahead of literally hundreds of women who were not in her delicate condition.


Just then the air conditioning kicked in, in an attempt to regulate the sweltering heat pouring in through the front door.  She relaxed even more as the frigid air breathed down onto her sweating, bulbous frame, and she began humming in harmony to the sound of the air conditioner.  This reminded her of her baby’s father-  her Uncle Jack always hummed when the AC first comes on.  She smiled wickedly as she remembered how he’d hummed the night they’d…


The look on Bonnie’s face contorted suddenly as if a horrific vision had just irrevocably scarred her psyche.  In a sense, it had.  “EWWWW!!” Bonnie screamed, shaking her head as if trying to dislodge the terrible incestuous memory.  She leapt to her feet, a monumental task considering the size of her middle.  She was suddenly angry, pointing toward the windows while spitting, “I did NOT do THAT with Uncle Jack!”


She was suddenly aware that some of the memories she’d just been having didn’t feel right- they were just as real to her, but some part of her rejected them as false… they were planted thoughts!  It was hard to tell the difference between the two, though, as each felt truly real until rationally compared to another- she had NEVER had sex with her Uncle Jack, for example, so therefore he was NOT the baby’s father… but she had earnestly avoided guys in general this past year- she wanted to graduate on time and not get caught up in a relationship.  Who was her baby’s father?


Then the notion of her Volleyball Championship, while pregnant: weren’t there rules against allowing a pregnant girl to play in competition?  The more she thought about it, the more she was sure- she hadn’t been pregnant two months ago.


And yet, she could very distinctly recall being pregnant since the beginning of school.  The morning sickness that kept her awake at all hours of the night.  The bizarre cravings.  The drinking binges with her roommate Cathy after Cathy’s boyfriend-of-the-month dumped her.  No wait, she wouldn’t have done that if she were pregnant!  More proof, this was a lie!


Her pregnancy was a lie!


“The pink lady with the bike!” she exclaimed, the thoughts rolling in her head like loose marbles.  She stumbled to the front door, looked again at the mess of luggage, and frowned.  “No, she’s long gone by now,” she sighed, then turned slowly.  “She said she had a package though.  Where is it?  Oh, the kitchen!”


Retracing her steps, she found her way back in the kitchen, where she looked around earnestly for clues.  Soon she found herself staring out at the yucky-green pool again.  “I’m supposed to clean that this weekend?” she mused to herself, a sour look on her face.  “I don’t know if I should be handling those chemicals in my condition.”


Wait, what condition?  She shook the cotton balls from her mind.  Her pregnancy was a lie!


Bonnie had to look down at her belly at the thought.  No, it was real enough- a serious dome of tight belly-flesh jut out from her athletic frame like an enormous breast, complete with belly-button nipple.  It was very familiar, and yet at the same time alien to her.  As if she’d never seen herself like this before.  Which was silly, of course, since she was clearly eight and a half months pregnant, at least.  She’d watched herself grow bigger every day.  She’d even wrote her measurements down in her diary, wherever that was.  Probably sprawled out in the driveway, like her good blouses were.  She moved her hand slowly down the entire curve of her middle, from bra to panties.  Wow, that was quite a distance!


What was she worried about again?  Something in the kitchen.  Or rather, not in the kitchen.  She saw a small puddle of milk on the counter, causing her to cock her head a little to one side.  She opened the fridge, took a cursory glance inside, and smiled.  “Oh, right!  Out of milk!”


Pleased with herself for remembering what was so important, Bonnie strolled out the door and meandered around her luggage to her car.  She was a little dismayed to find that someone had moved her seat too far forward, and that her steering wheel was much too far down- she’d never get her belly behind that wheel!  She grunted a little as she corrected the problem, then felt for her keys.

They were in her pocket, of course.  The pocket of her way-too-tight jeans skirt that she could only get a finger into when she was bent over.  Only, with the tremendous bulk nestled currently in her lap, she found that she couldn’t successfully bend over.  At all.  How in the hell had she even gotten them on this morning?

Oh, right.  Her pregnancy was a lie!

The recurring déjà vu was beginning to get to her.  Bonnie tried to ignore it, laying herself out flat in the bench seat of her station wagon, panting a little as she tried desperately to get her keys free from her skirt without resorting to unbuttoning them- she’d probably never get them re-buttoned.  She found that by wriggling her butt just so, all the while putting pressure on the pocket with two fingers, she was able to slide one of them in.  She winced as her keys dug into her hip once she’d hooked the keyring, but she pulled with all she was worth.  A centimeter here, a horrible sawing sensation there, and they finally came free.

She fired up the engine, tossed her hair over her shoulder as she looked back, threw her car into neutral, and let gravity roll her down the hill.  To her credit, she only took half the leaves off the shrubbery that marked the edge of the drive when she failed to cut the corner sharply enough.  And against all odds, she rolled onto an empty street, despite crossing three lanes.  She popped it into gear, slammed her foot to the floor, and nearly doubled the speed limit on her way to the store.  Considering it was only two and a half blocks away, that’s saying something.

Her pregnancy was a lie.  Her pregnancy was a lie.  The mantra kept her focused as she found her parking space and hopped- make that dragged her butt- out of her car.  Into the Excellent Foods store she went, at a brisk, determined pace.  Something in there was terribly important.  Perhaps life or death.

What was it again?

 First aisle, she picked up carrots.  And celery.  It was completely impulsive, which is how she rolled.  At least right now.

Next aisle- dairy.  She rubbed her belly at the temperature change, walking past the yogurt and butter.  She stopped and got some Krafty Cheese, the kind that melts very easily.  It was completely random, but she smiled at the randomness- pregnancy cravings were like that.  Then a thought struck her- peanut butter!

So she skipped to the cereal aisle.  Peanut Butter Krunchios.  You know, like Corporal Krunchios only better.  And Xerxes Peanut Butter Cup Cereal.  Yeah, that sounded good.  And across the aisle, Pixie Pan Peanut Butter.  In the five-pound bucket.  She could dip the celery and carrots in it!  She could melt the cheese with it and make a great dip!

When she finally got to checkout, she had an assortment of pea-nutty candy, peanut butter crackers, peanut butter cookies, peanut butter ice cream, and not a whole lot else.  And she had this nagging feeling she was forgetting something important.

And it was in the checkout aisle that she looked at one of those gossip magazines- the headline stated for all the world that ‘Pop Star Riley Mycus denies it: “It’s not true!  I’m not pregnant!”’…

Oh, yeah!  Her pregnancy was a lie!

Why in the world was she at the grocery store, when there was a weird woman out there, somewhere, who had something to do with her suddenly being pregnant?!  Bonnie almost left the store without paying for her shopping, but after taking the time to move all that stuff from the cart to the conveyor belt, which included lifting her sizeable belly over the side of the too-tall shopping cart and very nearly falling in not once but twice- she worked for this food.  She deserved this food.  And peanut butter and cheese just sounded too yummy to pass up.

By the time she got out to her car, she had completely forgotten what was so urgently important a few minutes back.  In fact, if fate hadn’t intervened, life would have completely smoothed out.

But as luck would have it, just as Bonnie got the last of the peanut butter goodness into her car, she noticed a pink 1930’s style bicycle fly past her in the reflection of the back window.  Riding atop this antique machine was a red-headed woman in a pastel pink-and-blue uniform, obviously nine-months pregnant.

Oh that’s right! she thought, Her pregnancy was a lie!  Then she shook her head, MY pregnancy is a lie!  Hers is... well...

And then she was gone out of sight again, and Bonnie’s brain tried to wipe itself clean of the memory.  This time, however, something stuck.  Bonnie could feel the memory buzz right behind her left eyeball, an uncomfortable and alien sensation.  But it stuck.  Whatever magic/technology/illusion/thingy the woman was using, she’d just overcome it.

“My pregnancy is a lie,” she said aloud, reassuring herself.  She looked around the parking lot to find the red-head stopped by a little cafe.  She too was looking around the lot, clipboard in hand.  Bonnie repeated, “My pregnancy is a lie... which means I can do this!”  With this, she broke out into a dead sprint, her burgeoning belly defying logic.  Just as the red-head got her bearings and started to move again, she was tackled off her bike by Bonnie.  For a brief moment, the people in the Cafe saw a heavily pregnant woman sprint up and literally fly through the air, only to collide with another heavily pregnant woman on a bicycle.  The sheer ridiculousness of the situation was immediately rejected as impossible, and all at once, the memory of it simply ceased to exist.

Despite the fact that there were two heavily pregnant women lying on the sidewalk, both with scraped-up knees and bloody elbows, they simply didn’t exist.

At first, the woman looked just a stupefied as before as she tended her skinned-up elbow.  “You mean you can really, really see me?  You’re the second girl today that could see me!”

Bonnie growled, “Actually, I’m the same girl who could see you twice.”

The other scratched her head, “What?  Oh!  You’re...” she pulled out her clipboard, as if only just remembering Bonnie.  Which was actually completely true- she only just then remembered her at all.  “You’re Bonita Clarke,  15605 Davies Hill Drive, right?  Your husband is John Clarke, a lawyer with...”

“Uncle Jack is my uncle,” Bonnie said, then shook the redundancy out of her ears.  “Bonita Clarke is my aunt.”

“So you aren’t Bonita Clarke?  You know it’s a crime to impersonate-”

“I am Bonita Clarke.  Bonnie.  I was named after my Aunt Nita.  Bonita.  Get it?”

It was then that it all made sense.  It was then that it all became clear.  It was then that the red-head literally shook with fear over the notion that she was going to get fired over this.  “Oh.  Oh my.  This is. Not. Good.”

Bonnie laughed, “You’re telling me!  I want to know how you got me pregnant!”

This snapped the red-head back into the here-and-now.  “No, John Clarke got Bonita Clarke pregnant.  I just got the delivery wrong.”  Then she looked, wide-eyed, out into the parking lot.  “Aw, fiddlesticks!  Now Laura Dabrowski is on her way home!  Do you know how hard it is to chase a car on a bicycle?”

Stunned, Bonnie hesitated before replying, “What about my belly?  What about this baby!”

Annoyed, the red-head struggled to get up off the ground and get the 1930’s style woman’s bike back up.  She leapt sidesaddle onto the seat (the only real way to do it) and then paused.  “Okay... Bonnie.  I’ll mark this one down, and get back to you on it.  But I really have to go, or I’ll get behind.”  And with that, she started off.

“But how will I know where to find you again?” shouted Bonnie.

The other sighed deeply, then doubled back long enough to shout, “Honestly, Bonnie, I don’t know how you found me the first time!”


