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A tall, shapely woman with strawberry blonde hair was standing in front of a window inside a maternity clinic. Her pretty face, framed by a thick mane of beautiful locks, was looking longingly at the busy street of where she lived, the second-largest city in Ireland known as Cork. At twenty-seven years old, and with a belly the size of a football, it didn’t take two guesses to know why she was here. Eight weeks ago, she had a drunken one night stand with a man whose face was another blur in that evening of too many glasses of high-end wine. Appearances were deceiving and few regarding her, particularly the receptionist eyeing her larger than average stomach, wouldn’t guess she would be the type to engage in such irresponsible behavior. It was one error in an otherwise successful life as a historian. She had well-studied the mistakes of many figures over hundreds of years and she fell for one of the oldest in the book.

Her name was:

“Olivia O’Belle?” the nurse called out.

And she was about to be first in a future book where they would chronicle the history of her hyper pregnancy.

“Yes.” she almost meekly acknowledged, as though she was being accused of something.

As a person who never had as much as a parking violation, she almost wanted to get caught. However, she put on a good poker face, keeping a hand on her near-full-term looking belly, when she wasn’t out of her first trimester. She exchanged pleasantries with the medical professional, walked into the examination room, and was told to wait for the doctor, who was busy with another patient. After she left, Olivia still refused to sit down, that on edge from the forthcoming and first ultrasound of hers. This was her second appointment in the week, Dr. McKenney insisting on a sonography “first thing” when he first set eyes on her belly. O’Belle swore she heard the receptionist say “huge” at the first appointment. She loathed the extra attention but couldn’t help agreeing with them.

-Whatever witchcraft this may be, something keeps telling me I’m supposed to be ‘bigger’. ...Or maybe it’s just being bloated.- she conversed with her internalized anxiety.

She went to her favored spot by the window, trying to imagine the seas she would sail on while disappointing streets and buildings laid outside instead. With her self-awareness at an all time high, she irrationally focused on how high her voice sounded when briefly talking with the nurse. Of course, her high-pitched Corkish accent made all natives sound that way and it usually disarmed people from her somewhat intimidating six-foot-zero height. Despite having the body of a goddess, she was decidedly modest about her sexuality. The outfit she wore was playing it down as much as a female could, still, the trained perverted eye could tell she sported assets worthy of passing down her fine genetics. She was big but not plump in the slightest, a vixen with C-cup breasts, firmly set hips and curvaceous legs for days. Nevertheless, attracting the opposite sex for tipsy tangos wasn’t something anyone would expect of her. The excessive extent of her belly was almost like a mark of shame for her. As though it would grow every time she tried to hide it.

-It’s not like my stomach isn’t making that an impossibility. I bought this whole outfit one size up just last week!- she observed, chastising her newly-bought clothes already looking taut against her slowly swelling frame.

Thinking she was getting ahead of the game of growth, she had purchased her favorite daywear as said. She figured it would carry her to the halfway point at best and thought so because normally, baby bellies grew small on tall women. If she was expecting just one, like she foolishly assumed, then she could’ve realistically kept her belly covered maybe into the fifth month. Nature be damned, it barely lasted one week after she slipped into the blue short-sleeve shirt, half-thigh cargo shorts, and white stockings in clogs. Her belly bulged the once loose-fitting clothing with what appeared to be a small yet gradual growth spurt, a whole inch added to its circumference.

-I didn’t even have breakfast! So why do I feel like I’m about to pop a cork soon?!- her anxiety again voiced.

The thing was that she wasn’t that far from the truth. Inside her womb was the number she was waiting to find out on the ultrasound machine in the corner of the room. The amount in her engorged womb was higher than any, including the doctor, could ever estimate. How the extraordinary pregnancy was possible wasn’t in question yet and wouldn’t be until a later chapter in her story.

It was how she was going to handle the condition. Behind the anxiety dominating the forefront of her mind, Olivia knew she was more than capable of raising a child—or children even. She graduated with a master’s degree in history from University College Cork three years ago and accordingly secured a job as a writer and editor of such books. Always self-reliant, she not only attained her degree by her lonesome but also was an independent publisher. Thus, she essentially worked from her flat, never having to answer to anyone but herself. In addition, she could speak in four languages—English, French, Gaelic, and Italian. She learned them in her spare time, affording her the versatility of translating texts and then selling them to other countries. The bottom line was that if she had one, two, or even three babies in her belly to grow and raise, she could give them a good life. Despite her inordinate diligence, smarts, and independence, her source of worry was mainly the one all humans wrestled with, which was the fear of the unknown.

-None of the pregnancy books I bought can tell me what this is besides expecting...multiples. Going by Dr. McKenney’s reaction, I might have ten in me. Fertility does run high in my family...- she pondered, her fingers gently prodding the firmness of her belly.

She was lightly touching her stomach, apprehension telling her she was going to pop if she pressed too hard. Then, as if the Celtic gods were mischievously messing with her, the pressure in her began to...increase. Olivia had been experiencing digestive troubles since being pregnant so the uneasy, cold feeling washing over her pale skin made her finally take a seat on the examination table. Her royal blue irises dilated with her pupils as she sensed this sensation was something more than indigestion. Her hands hovered over the shirt she didn’t need to smooth out, the fabric clinging to every curve of her funny-feeling belly. She closed her eyelids, the bodily tension not decreasing but her believing it was just another wave of nausea that would soon pass. The strange part was although she could feel the minor physical pain caused by her major mental stress, there wasn’t any discomfort ordinarily akin to the sickness. The two-seconds-from-throwing-up feeling wasn’t present and on the contrary, she was feeling...euphoric? This couldn’t be right.

“Settle, Olivia. You’re an O’Belle for Brigid’s sake! Pull yourself...” she trailed, feeling something press against her palms.

That “something” was her belly, but her delusional thoughts refused to accept what shouldn’t be possible. For a serious length of time, or what felt like it, Olivia didn’t move a muscle. For one, her palms hadn’t moved prior to that and that was the part she couldn’t get past. She knew that no other part of her body had been voluntarily adjusted so what’s touching her hands—warm and firmer than before—had to have...grown...involuntarily. For the last two months, she’d done nothing but read those aforesaid pregnancy books from front to back, anything she could visually absorb to help her inwardly understand what could be happening to her. As a self-sufficient girl, she hadn’t faced many problems she couldn’t crack on the first or second guess. She didn’t like asking for help unless it was damn near impossible for her to do on her own. Being an O’Belle meant that you didn’t bother mammy or daddy for a problem unless you were willing to wait in line behind her much needier eight, younger brothers and sisters.

“No...” she whispered in denial, her eyelids peeking open in the slightest.

They quickly shut again, Olivia sinking deeper into refusal from what she had seen. She was faced with something more inconceivable than the toughest of problems she couldn’t fix on her own. Not one of the instances in her whole existence could compare to how flummoxing this was. Nonetheless, she was a hard-built adult, so clearing her mind of the apprehension, she had to face reality. What she didn’t expect—as her eyelids fully opened—was that reality would elicit such a...ravishing...feeling. In her first stage of acceptance, she swiveled her head from right to left, then back again. Her belly was no doubt bigger than it was prior to the drug-out minutes that had elapsed. As a matter of fact, it was still enlarging, albeit slowly, behind her palms. She ignored the veracity, focusing on acknowledging its first round of growth, despite that already being an afterthought. The hard brass button on her shorts protested too.

“Urgh. ...W-Well, none too surprising, especially if it’s possibly more than twins. ...Possibly. ...Urgh!” she rationally tried to talk herself out of, the constant outward stress her belly was putting on the button testing every fleeting second of her diminishing denial.

The gross underestimation of the inflating brood inside her was almost laughing at her poor attempt at justification. Olivia didn’t study to become a doctor but even she was intelligent enough to know this was highly unusual. All the books and online comments she read never spoke of a growth spurt on this level. The most any woman with multiples or not would say it was like their belly “grew overnight”...instead of actively growing before their very eyes. She had come around to admit her womb was looking entirely full-term but that truth was half a minute ago. The actuality was shrinking around her presence
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