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The door to Mooney’s pizzeria opened, the round shadow of the figure made larger by the umbrella and coat they wore. Once the umbrella was closed and their hood removed, the attractive face greeted the young, eighteen year old employee working the register. The same female that delivered Olivia’s second order didn’t recognize the extraordinarily pregnant woman by her face, their eyes going to the huge belly bulging the coat forth. Even covered, the three-foot-plus width of the mound made its pregnant presence known.

“So Albert wasn’t lying, I guess. ...You have to be expecting thirty with a belly that big.” the blunt young woman spoke, eyeing O’Belle up and down, “...I did back him up when he said you were a ‘super hot babe’, though. Half the store doesn’t believe you’re real.”

Olivia self-consciously rubbed her truly noteworthy big belly, not knowing how to take anything she said. “Um...thanks?”

“Nope, thank you.” the employee replied, snapping a photo of the preggo with her phone. “...I just won twenty pounds.”

She said nothing further and dashed to the back of the shop, calling Albert’s name. Olivia sat with the words while she waited, smoothing a hand over her belly as she looked around at the small interior of the place. Not the most well-kept of pizza shops but nothing she wasn’t surprised to see after hearing her boyfriend talk of his place of work. Referring to him as that felt weird and wonderful, their relationship barely a month old. Unceremoniously, their bond had started the day they installed shelves in her apartment and as with everything her belly was forcing her into, another growth spurt led to them laying on the floor.

O’Belle couldn’t have told you what came over her when she made the first move, but kissing him had opened up a world of feelings she hadn’t felt since her first year of university. Officially, Mooney was only her second lover, and with seven years in between, she found herself navigating that world again, yet weighed down by her huge pregnancy. Ergo, she wanted to take this slow, which was why it took a month for their first proper date. She was here to pick him up for it, checking her laid-long hair in the glass of the window.

“Olivia!” Albert called, coming from the back and walking around the counter, “...I was supposed to pick you up.”

She smirked, smelling the grease of pizza on him before he came out. They embraced, her belly’s protruding girth making him lean forward to hug her upper torso, of which her one cup-size larger breasts pressed into his chest warmly. At this point, he was well acquainted with her womb and she was relieved to not be so shy about maneuvering the gradually more intrusive mound. With five more months ahead, these frontal embraces were becoming a fading non-possibility. And he wasn’t shy about how much he didn’t mind it.

“In my defense, I am a woman ‘full’ of surprises.” she quipped, cusping her huge belly for emphasis and pulling him onto the enormity for more unneeded emphasis, “I figured I should drive as much as I can before I can’t reach the steering wheel over this belly. Speaking of which, you’ll get to drive anyways...because said steering wheel and I fought for five minutes before I came in.”

Mooney chuckled, not fighting the second embrace but disconnecting to put an arm around her. “Next time, pick me up in your boat. It’s roomier, I imagine, and with how much you’re growing...you should get another week of keeping your independence.”

Olivia held your tongue, smiling and blushing at his teasing, lightly belly-bumping him before they decided to leave. He held the pizza shop’s door open for her, the staff—inlcuding his uncle—watching the whole cute exchange between the couple. Albert knew they would and although they teased him harder than he with her, he didn’t care. He felt like the luckiest Mooney in the city of Cork, and didn’t need to own a pizzeria to feel like it. After holding the car door open for her, they were off, as fast as they could in heavy rain.

“Hm...would you look at that. ...We might need your boat after all.” Albert quipped.

“Of course. We waited two weeks for the freaking reservation...and now the place is flooded the day of.” O’Belle complained.

And rightfully so. Both of them wanted their first date to be special so she insisted on reserving a table at an expensive restaurant on Main Street. Nevertheless, flooding had been a persistent problem for Cork, the same waters shutting down the same street two years ago. Olivia just now remembered this and was kicking herself for the mishap she couldn’t control. As she pouted, Mooney rubbed the new layer of scruff on his face, listening to her suggestion to grow it back. He thought of his own suggestion.

“Hm...all else is packed at this hour...and getting back to your place will be tough. Looks like I can’t avoid it any longer. ...You’re coming to my place for a homemade meal! ...Then you can finally see how out of league I am for you, and dump me.” he joked.

She smiled and rolled her eyes. “If you say that one more time...I’m going to eat everything in your flat so you’ll have no choice but to move in with me. ...Stop putting yourself down, you handsome mog.”

O’Belle pulled him for a kiss, and loving how whimsical this was, she agreed to his idea. Normally, she would’ve stewed in her romantic plans falling apart but that’s why she was becoming fond of Albert. He took bad news well and always tried to make the best of things. He was rubbing off on her in that regard and to be honest, it was a refreshing change of mindset. Her days used to be meticulously planned to the hour and if one thing went out of order, it was enough to throw her whole mood off. Rolling with this unperturbed mood, she made him stop at the market to pick up some ingredients. The control freak in her surfaced to take the reins of the meal making. If anything, she wanted to show off her actually decent set of cooking skills. Mooney relented without a fight, admitting he knew how to make nothing more complicated than pizza and saved herself the decency of pretending his meal would be good. All said and done, they bought all required for a dish considered to be a favorite from where she grew up in Northern Ireland, a breakfast food called “ulster fry”.

“Hash browns are considered heresy for an ulster...so don’t tell my parents.” she joked as they lugged the groceries to his flat.

“...My whistle is sealed,” he retorted.

He was going to broach the meet-your-parents subject but that meant talking about his too. A sore subject for either, seeing as they both had their reasons for putting off that particular relationship eventuality. In addition, he was remaining guarded for her reaction once they stepped into his place. Luckily, he cleaned it the day before, in case one thing led to another on their date. In the intimacy department, they hadn’t gone anywhere past some minor heavy petting. They both wanted to have sex but it had been a long while for either. And Olivia didn’t exactly feel “sexy” in her condition, something Albert immensely disagreed with. Even now, he was side-eyeing her belly as they walked up the stairs to his flat. He was quite fond of how big she was and was sure she knew on some level. In the past four weeks, it took everything in him not to gawk at or touch her belly. As they stood in front of his door, he was afraid that any chance he had at fondling it or her would vanish the moment she stepped into his tiny apartment. Regardless, he unlocked the door and stepped in.

“Oh...wow. Such...character your place has.” O’Belle observed, taking a look around.

Mooney didn’t know how to take the comment, depositing the grocery bags on the small kitchen table he had, a surface clearly meant for one person. He clearly lived alone, his place absent of half the furniture ordinarily seen for a man his age. In place was a wealth of merchandise of sci-fi movies, comic book characters, some cartoons, and the latest-generation video game console. He felt like a child and kept the place lowly lit for the moderate shame he had for being interested in this stuff. ...Olivia didn’t think of him as such.

“I know you probably think it’s a wee bit...juvenile. But, for better or worse, this is who I am. ...Your partner is a Scottish nerd who delivers pizzas for a living. ...The upside of being an overgrown child is that I’m good with them too. They see me as a bigger version of them. Haha...” he self-deprecated, breaking eye contact with her. In a second, he saw her pregnant girth enter his downward vision.

“Albert...” she softly said, hugging him. “...You’re talking to the woman who made a gravy boat scrapbook. We’re both nerds.”

He hugged her back, lightly chuckling. “Aye, guess you got a point there. Nerds, but with different hyper fixations. Heh.”

She laughed with him, impressed by his vocabulary and laced with pent-up pregnant hormones, found herself instantly turned on. Olivia didn’t know he’d been brushing up on his vocab, seeing as she was highly educated and he felt intimidated by it. Albert was a genuinely intelligent fella, and she could sense that in their many conversations. However, his unstated problems with his upbringing led to him not pursuing an education, his single-parent father unable to afford to send him. He didn’t want to burden her with his familial troubles just yet, not wanting to rock the boat of their nice honeymoon phase. At the same time, from what little she spoke of her parents, there was a lot she was dealing with too. In a way, her pregnancy was creating a nice buffer zone of involvement for both of
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