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“Bollox...just bollox. How can my belly even get this big already...” Olivia O’Belle remarked to herself as she stared down.

Below and slightly side-to-side, her perspective was half-filled with the ninety-inch circumference of her big pregnant belly. About three weeks prior, the rhetorical question she asked to herself had already been answered with the first ultrasound from her obstetrician, Dr. McKenney. For a full day afterward, she refused to confirm the number of babies, keeping the sonogram image turned around on her fridge so as to ease herself into the surreal reality of her pregnancy. Suffice to say, she did indeed turn that picture around and confirmed that she was carrying thirty, beautiful and growing children. Olivia had struggled to accept her belly’s unusual girth since she started growing as early as four weeks in. And although validated, she still had lingering doubt this was real. Nevertheless, she didn’t need a picture to tell her as much when the pregnancy proof was roundly before her ravished regard. Another indicator was increased appetite.

“Uh-uh. Don’t you dare well up that growl. We just had a third snack! ...Ugh, I’m a mog to keep resisting." O’Belle tried and failed to deter her large developing litter.

As voiced, she gave up easily, the growl amplifying in intensity as she spoke. As soon as she stopped speaking, the hunger pang reached its highest level of intensity, the core of her corpulent belly vibrating with her children’s substantial need for nutrients. She draped the royal blue skirt over her mound and folded her knees over the end of the sofa. Pre-pregnancy, the garment flowed down to her ankles. Three weeks ago, the bottom hem was up to her knees. Today, she was lucky it could cover her whole belly. Over two-feet wide and with about six months to go...Olivia figured it would be reduced to a wash cloth by then. She then planted her bare feet on the carpet, gripped the edge of the furniture, and with a count of three, she stood up. O’Belle wavered for a second but found her center of gravity once she counter-balanced the weight of her belly by placing her hands on the backside of her hips. She avoided standing up for this very reason, because when in this stance, her belly appeared bigger than it already was—going from quite large to huge.

“I just finished my first trimester too...” she added, the looming implication making her imagination go wild with images of her future belly.

They're exaggerations of a naturally exaggerated pregnancy, snapshots of the months ahead, starting with her breaking double-door frames and then ending with her gigantic belly sinking a cruise ship. The last shot brought her back down to reality hard, realizing the sail boat she owned might need to be sold for the same scenario her imagination had conjured. Regardless of how big her belly would actually become, the days of traveling on the seas with her 28′ O’Day were practically over. There was no realistic way she could get time away from raising thirty kids, nor even fit the little village of little ones on the boat itself. These thoughts, and the skirt she refused to replace either, had summarily shown how far Olivia had progressed since receiving the confirmation of her litter size.

Which was no progress at all, punctuated with her waddling to the phone to order out again. “...Not too bad, I guess.”

Obviously, she was in denial, and delaying the inevitable. The denial being that she could make this work by herself and the inevitable being that she needed to ask for...help. This very thought, as with all in the past month, was dismissed...but reality fought back.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, the forefront of her belly having brushed against a stack of books.

The stack shifted a little but stayed steady, O’Belle’s palms instinctually going to her belly. As she sweated from the building anxiety, reality hit her with a successive blow. Once her time of stagnation had begun, she was able to wrap her arms around her super occupied womb. But after cleaning out her fully-stocked fridge in that timeframe, her fingertips were noticeably farther apart, the length of her arms having reached their belly-holding limit. One delusion she hung onto was that she wasn’t as big as the biggest with multiples.

“That Kate plus whatever woman from the States had a ‘torpedo’ belly, so she may still have me beat...” she remarked, the doubt in her voice showing the cracks in her delusion were spreading. “Sod it...I’ll revisit this later on. I always think better on a full stomach.”

A strong craving for pizza then came, Olivia looking at the flyer she received when she last got some from Mooney’s. She had ordered once more after the first order weeks back, but disappointingly, the nice scruffy-faced man called Albert didn’t show up the second time. However, the barely legal teenager that came instead did pass along that he said hello before sending out the order. Said young adult went on to add that he hadn’t stopped talking about her since they first met. O’Belle overlooked the remark, figuring he was going on about her ridiculously pregnant state. The teen substantiated the thought when she too openly stared at her bigger belly.

“For all I know, they get the gawks talking about me in private.” she waved off, not finding herself feeling sexy or otherwise in her extra swollen condition. “Gawks” was a thing people in Cork say when they feel ill after seeing something that turns your stomach.

On the contrary, Olivia would soon find out that any talk of her from the staff of Mooney’s—especially with Albert in mind—was exactly the opposite. After all, pregnant or not, O’Belle was a beautiful woman. She personally never put much stock into her looks, usually too busy with her nose in a book to notice the interest of the opposite sex. Her ambitions never included having a husband and kids, which was why she was in a period of inaction. It was a partial identity crisis, and one that didn’t make her self-esteem all that high. Plus, what man would want to hook up with a girl expecting thirty babies? She resigned to her lonely fate by ordering two small pizzas.

“Yeah, throw in a basket of ‘choco doughballs’. Why not? I might as well as beach myself to the couch. ...It’s inevitable.” she overshared while finalizing the order.

“Haha. Don’t talk like that. You’re eating for two! Um...I’ll be there in forty minutes. Promise! No rain tonight. ...Bye.” Albert somewhat nervously replied, hanging up without giving her the order total.

Olivia didn’t realize she was talking to him until his last statement. For some reason, she felt a little nervous too, suddenly worried that she looked unpresentable. She checked herself in the mirror, feeling bloated but actually the same, if not prettier, than she was pre-pregnant. Fortunately, she was all belly at this point but unfortunately, that meant her balance issue wasn’t any better. The anxiety-ridden beauty then waved a dismissive hand at her reflection, feeling daft from trying to impress the pizza boy with most likely the biggest pregnant belly in Ireland. She quickly corrected herself, remembering that he looked older, possibly older than her. Well, regardless of whether he were younger or older, there wasn't an Irish lad that desperate for romantic affection. In fact, she was going to make a laugh of it, purposely raising her skirt so her belly was fully bare for the revilement of the male gaze.

“If you all want to embarrass mammy again with another growth spurt...now’s your time to shine.” she said aloud to her bulging bump, tapping it lightly to encourage them to make it a laugh and a half.

If anything, O’Belle was making progress with her self-decency. She always put herself and others to a higher standard, and it resulted in a somewhat snobbish behavior toward indecent people. She didn’t think she was above people but it did cause her to be slightly judgmental. Her modesty was improving and in all truth, she might’ve not talked to people such as Albert in the past.

While she waited for him to show up, her OCD began to flare up. The disorder would show itself when she was dealing with unresolved anxiety, attempting to reduce it by performing repetitive tasks. With her belly the centerfold of those anxieties, she sought to get ahead of one surefire thing that happened to all shapes and sizes of pregnant bellies—stretch marks. Reading an article by an Irish pharmacist, she purchased a bunch of skincare products from a company called Dermalogica. Their products contained a chemical compound known as bakuchiol, a plant-based alternative that reduced fine lines and boosts collagen. It also contained anti-inflammatory and anti-bacterial properties that overall reduced blemishes. Her belly was predominantly blemish-free, however, a couple of small red lines above her navel appeared after her embarrassing growth spurt at the maternity clinic. Where her compulsion came in was that she would apply the skin cream practically every time her blue eyes would get a glimpse of the few almost negligible marks.

“At this rate, I’m going to need to order this stuff by the gallon...” she commented as she slowly applied the cream.

She imagined needing to also cobble together some type of contraption to apply the lotion to the parts of her belly she couldn’t reach, which was increasing by the day. Her OCD worked into overdrive because of her refusal to tell anyone how pregnant she was, O’Belle applied the cream to every inch of her stomach. Overcompensating seemed to be the theme of the last month and as her thoughts seriously thought of how she could actually rig a lotion applicator for her belly, a person who didn’t compensate showed up at her door.

In forty minutes, Albert had arrived. He could’ve taken a shortcut that would’ve shaved ten minutes off the trip but cutely fearing that would make him look desperate to impress, Mr. Mooney took the normal route. He had good reason to think so, considering his cleaned-up appearance was suggesting that anyways. He shaved the scruff from
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