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Eggz, The Conclusion

Tia shivered. She could not take her eyes away from her reflection in the mirror just above and behind her head.

A new sight distracted. The whites of Karen’s eyes stared back. Black hair lay across her white chest, but most of all, Tia saw half of her own pink nipple disappear between Karen’s lips. She felt her breast move as Karen sucked more.

She turned back to the open wound on her lower belly. Electric scissors whirred, and she saw the professor lift out a purplish shape: her womb. He leered and tossed it over his shoulder. Tia saw the severed uterus smash into the white wall. A red smear trailed the pulp’s fall to the floor.

Cold kept chilling. He next pulled out spaghetti shapes. Tia heard her Fallopian tubes splatter as they were dropped. Her teeth started to chatter. Karen ran a finger along her shivering lips.

The professor cut around the roof of the ravaged vagina and removed an orange and ivory colored lump. He set the excised cervix on Tia’s chest bone. Black trails of fresh blood ran from each side.

Tia saw her puckered cervix, and then felt Karen’s fingers remove the plastic bit. 

“Please…please help me….” Her voice sounded feeble as she pleaded.

Karen’s lips wickedly spread. She gingerly opened Tia’s jaws and placed the cervix between her teeth.

Shadows grew inside of Tia’s head. The body part her teeth gripped made things worse. Her eyes rolled back. Shadows grew to midnight black as all for Tia was stilled.

The familiar brown fingers caused her to jump as they reached down to where she sat. She recognized the voice above as it spoke. The hand reached for her papers.

“Time’s up, honey.”

Tia started and reality returned. She handed the TA the papers. Cramming for mid-terms was finally over, and so was taking the test. Spring Break was next and not a moment too soon.

Leaving the classroom, she was about to say something to the professor, but since his bespectacled bald head was buried in the papers on his desk, she did not. Finishing this class hopefully also put an end to her nightmares. 

She whistled a happy tune as she walked out of the class for the final time and into the hallway. She also made a pledge to herself to forget about taking any more pre-med classes in the future.

The End

