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"Come on! Hurry up!" I anxiously glanced down at the face of my gold Timex, my foot tapping impatiently against the greasy tile floor. My stomach gave out a loud gurgle, a set of ravenous teeth gnawing against my insides like I had never had anything that might be considered food in years. A different set of movement, a deep swish inside me, reminded me that I wasn't just waiting to eat alone.

"Now serving number #35" A toneless electronic voice droned over the speaker, and the fragile old woman that looked like she might break if she breathed stood up from the chair beside of me, and waddled over to the counter for a small box of pizza.

"Thank fuck for that." I leaned back hard against the flimsy plastic chair, crossing my arms under my way too full of milk to be comfortable breasts, and let the full roundness of my nine-month pregnant belly roll out into my lap. Straining the buttons of my maternity silver silk blouse, my belly was measuring pretty big even for my current state, like I was ten months pregnant instead of nine. This made dressing a challenge to say the least, small squares of pale flesh were gaping between the buttons of my shirt, and they would probably bust right off by the time I took the first bite of my pizza whenever it arrived.

A deep groaning rumble started to come from deep within, and the empty ache inside the protesting organ felt like it would never be filled. I sighed, rubbing one hand over the lower curve of my belly and briefly flicking the popped out nub of my navel hanging out between the seams of fabric. It shot an instant bolt of heat straight down to my crotch, just like it always did, and a small smile curved up the corners of my lips as my nipples started to harden deliciously against the lacy fabric of my bra.

"Now serving number #36." The electronic voice droned again, and I glanced down at the ticket in my hand and groaned. I was still another fourteen away from getting my dinner. Why did Luigi's have to be the most popular pizza joint on this side of town? I just got off work, I needed food! My stomach let out another groan, one that must have scared the baby because it started wriggling and kicking like there was no tomorrow. 

My bulging belly started shifting to each side, drawing more than a few eyes my way as the baby created a lopsided shape. With the baby's movement, the waistband of my skirt painfully dug into the sensitive underside of my belly. I reached down and adjusted it with a wiggle of my wide hips, blowing out another sigh as someone else that wasn't me lumbered up to the counter and grabbed a pizza.

"Sounds like someone is hungry? I don't blame you. I would walk 50 miles just for the chance to taste one of Luigi's sausage and pepper thin crust specials." Sweet and low like a river of fudge poured directly in my ear, the deep baritone sent a curl of heat straight through my core as the owner of the voice placed one hand on the empty chair beside me before sitting down. Curious, I glanced to the side and was mildly surprised to see that the owner of such a sexy voice wasn't quite the suave businessman I was expecting.

He was kind of cute, in that skater boy all grown up kind of way. Slightly wavy dishwater blonde hair hung just over his ears, streaked with highlights of caramel gold in a way that would have made several of my coworkers jealous. His nose was a little pointed and upturned on the end, reminding me vaguely of a mouse in some weird way, and a pair of dark aviator sunglasses were perched in front of his eyes. A baggy burgundy varsity hoodie puddled around his upper body, and his jeans were slightly faded down to a soft powder blue. The most surprising item however, was the long grape purple cane he was holding in his left hand, circles of silver reflective tape were spaced at even intervals up and down the long length.

"Yeah, being pregnant kinda makes you hungry all the time. Plus, I just got off work and I was starving." My stomach let out another rippling growl of hunger as it reached back and popped the butterfly shaped hair clip out of my frizzy wheat colored hair. The curls immediately bounced back around my face, brushing over the tops of my shoulders.

A brief flash of surprise flickered across his features, pulling the edges of his plump lips up in a boyish grin. "Congratulations! My sister-in-law couldn't get enough of this place when she was pregnant with my nephew."

"Oh, yeah. Their spicy BBQ chicken pizza is my favorite. That and the baby is probably the reason why I'm busting out of these clothes like I am." I slapped my belly for emphasis. The hard flesh let out a deep smack, barely even moving at all from how firm it was, and a few of the guys standing across from me nearly dropped their jaws to the floor. The baby started twisting again, shifting my belly over to the right side and swirled around up and down, and I let out a long moaning sigh. "Oh, god. All that sweet stickiness of the sauce clinging to my lips, those crunchy bites of salty chicken deep fried and put in a pool of that piping hot cheese, and then there's that crusty. A thick, doughy rind that can stand up to all that dripping goodness. I think I could eat those every day for a year and never get tired of it. It always makes the baby kick whenever I think about it. Like now, the little bugger won't be still. He knows I'm here."

"Yeah," He said with a strange breathy sounding voice, his thighs suddenly pressing so tightly together that they almost melted together. "Sounds like he would love it."

"You wanna feel?" Shuffling my hips closer to him, I pushed my belly out as far as I could and placed my hand on the armrest. "Give me your hand and you can see for yourself just how excited he gets."

The lean lines of muscle flexed in his jaw, and I could just about bet he was chewing on it. He was quiet, so quiet that I wondered if I had offended him somehow. That was pretty common with a lot of people, I offended them by being so blunt. But this guy just felt different, I don't even know his name, but he felt nice. "Do you make it a habit to let strangers pet your belly?" He finally whispered, reluctantly loosening his left hand from his cane and reaching out towards me. I reached up, the tips of my fingers just grazing the underside of his palm, and I almost gasped at how warm they were.

"You're not a stranger if I know your name. Mine's Alexis McShannon." A second softer moan bubbled up in my throat as that warmth spread over the right side of my ribs, so soothing to the tightly stretched skin that I could just about scream. The baby moved right under his hand, pulling out a surprised little squeak from him when a little hand pressed right back.

"Elijah Smith. It's a pleasure to meet the both of you." Slipping his hand from my fingers, he started to rub small circles into the side of my belly where the baby was, easily sliding under the silk of my shirt and right against my skin. My heart started to beat faster, my breathing speeding up as the gentle pressure of his knuckles kneaded in against my belly. "Feels like he's a big healthy baby, and Momma's pretty healthy too." I swear his husky moan instantly made me wet, my hips gyrating on the seat in a desperate search for pleasure. My head flopped back against the back of the chair, more long lingering moans starting to pour out of my throat, when I heard something strange. A gurgling, choking sound almost like someone was trying to speak.

"Excuse me, Ms. McShannon. Your order is ready." Just like that, Elijah's hands left my belly, and I opened one eye to see the nervously blushing intern shoving the box of my extra-large pizza in my lap. I smiled, letting out a small giggle of my own at how everyone was staring at me and my newest friend over here.

"About time. Thanks for the pizza. See you tomorrow." Carefully balancing my dinner on one arm, I pushed myself off the chair and up to my feet. Swaying only slightly as my sticky thighs rubbed together, I trailed the fingers of my right hand down Elijah's arm, noting the shivers that rolled beneath
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