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Deep in the Sirius system, there lies a space station known as the Floresco, home of the United Surrogacy Services headquarters. The organization was a joint-venture of five Giga-Scale surrogates, otherwise simply called the “Giant Five”. Our story focuses on one of the founding members, Kara Amerson. Due to the sheer scale of her pregnancy, her belly was too much for Floresco, and like the rest of her four Gigas, she inhabited her own separate station that was co-orbiting USS HQ. Although an ignorant space traveler would be flabbergasted by the very presence of these prolifically pregnant women, they would find themselves minorly sneered at for not knowing of the galaxy’s largest surrogates. Humanity was already a star in the galactic community for their xeno surrogacies, which in short meant they could carry any and all known alien species a part of said community. Combined with the invention of womb implantation, the once aggressive and self-destructive humans had advanced their kind to increasing levels of prosperity over the last three centuries.

“...Elena? You with me, love? I think your ‘Omni Eyes’ are acting up again...” Kara attempted to greet.

Sitting gigantically afloat in the zero gravity of her expansive quarters, Amerson was getting ready for another day in the life of a giga-scale surrogate. Her morning routine was a few hours long, considering that more care had to be applied to her mountainous belly than the small parts of her anatomy she could reach by herself. Everything else, whether it be dressing, cleaning, eating, or anything in between, was managed by a highly intricate and intuitive set of machines. Since she carried so many, and pooled her resources with the other four women in the USS, they could afford the top-level technology and AI management systems.

The majority of tasks were automated, but since these ludicrously large ladies ran the organization, they had to put their personal decision-making in where required. In reality, the support staff were the real stars, the numerous operators of said machinery and computers working every day to ensure their high-digit pregnancies were regulated in proper order. When it came to numbers, Kara was respectably “massive”, but still a fraction compared to her best friend, Elena Veracruz.

Nevertheless, Kara was happy with her progress, resisting the urge to look at her latest pregnancy total. Presently, and somewhere opposite of the northern pole of her phenomenally globular gut, one of her countless belly wombs was being inseminated for another set of multiples. The number of that conceptualizing pregnancy could range from one...to millions. She was aware of the surrogacy contracts she received and accepted on a weekly basis but purposely didn’t keep track of the running total for each week. Today was the last of the seven-day cycle, and besides wanting to know Elena’s total, she couldn’t wait to read it aloud. While she waited for Veracruz to fix whatever technical problem she was having, Amerson took a wise minute to make sure her Omni Eyes wasn’t experiencing the same malfunction. As implied, OE was one of the cutting-edge tech they had purchased a long time ago.

When you have a pregnant belly with a diameter of five-hundred and seventy meters...you need all the “eyes” you could get.

“Dios mío...apologies, Kara. One of the station’s power cells had a short, and of course, the cell was connected to my OE. Give it a minute while the system recalibrates. ...Maybe a few seconds more since I had another growth spurt.” Elena explained.

“Aha. Don’t apologize, El. You’re always too hard on yourself. Be proud that you’re one of the biggest—and probably the biggest—giga surrogate! ...You don’t always have to be perfect.” Kara advised, envious of the day where she would be near her number.

“You’re sweet, but I’m not perfect. ...Perfect would be achieving ‘Tera’ classification. Giga is nice...but the feeling wore off when I hit that next digit. Ugh, look at me. I’m pregnant with a planet and I’m complaining. Little Elena would be disappointed.” Elena lamented.

“...‘Little Elena’ would be a freckle on your belly. You’re right...be grateful. Aha.” Kara joked back.

The talk of immensity made her take a sweeping glance at three displays floating above the small one she was using for the call.

-...I wouldn’t mind achieving that ‘next digit’. ...Sooner rather than later.- Amerson hypocritically complained in her mind.

The trio of monitors she glanced at were further divided into many smaller windows, each viewing a particular point of interest on her momentous mound. Reeling her modesty back in, her eyes darted across the usual sequence she did when surveying her seemingly endless stomach. Omni Eyes were not only good for inspecting the parts of her belly she had long lost with her foresight but also good for maintaining a sense of scale. She often compared her ever-increasing measurements to old architecture on Earth, a larger window on the middle monitor displaying the dimensions updating in real-time.

She was pleased to see her great belly was about as tall as its stated diameter, and generating the next comparable structure, she blew-up the text to see it was the former CN Tower in the country of Canada. The particular fact that stood out to her was the 2,579-step staircase that ran from top to bottom of the tower, evidently the longest metal staircase in the world at the time. She gushed furthermore at the additional fact that, on average, it took a person twenty-six minutes to climb to the top. Kara knew that with their tech that no one would have to struggle that much to see the top of her belly. The closest experience was when the bottom floor of her station had a similar power outage like Elena did and maintenance had to use hover boards to manually inspect the imposing underside of her belly. Amerson imagined her girlfriend, Anika, wanting to climb those steps anyways, as a personal feat of fitness...and enjoyment.

“You’re right. I should be. When we started this three years ago, the both of us thought our first billion would be a five-year goal. Well...now look at us!” Veracruz again lamented and then reflected by opening her arms at her belly. The OE in her station was back in working order and the highest camera droid gave a sweeping pan of the pregnancy bump that spanned more endlessly than Kara’s.

“Look at ‘us’...look at you! What’s your current diameter? I measured five-hundred and seventy at daybreak. And don’t tell me what my pregnancy tally is. ...I’m saving it for when Anika gets back.” Kara inquired and then requested.

She had to stop Elena from potentially spoiling the freshly-updated count because like with the rest of the Giant Five, they had access to the same server where their measurements were tracked and adjusted every second. For various reasons, they needed access to the numbers, an example being for accounting purposes, such as knowing how much fuel to buy to keep the six space stations going. Their bellies were a whole separate logistic of their own, so many other factors such as womb implant allocation or the gallons of skin cream they had to order for weekly resupplies. However, these highly educated and efficient ladies weren’t above the cursory considerations of a carnal kind. No one but the network administrator would know how many times a day each of the giga surrogates checked on their giga dimensions. For Kara, it was about ten times daily and nine of them were for Veracruz’s belly.
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