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[Day 1: Dairy Conception]
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“Guess I am a ‘super-surrogate’, after all...” the quiet, surprised, and soon to be overwhelmed woman said.

Her name was Ami and not even five seconds ago, she had received the news that not only was she successfully pregnant but greatly so. In the futuristic society she lived in, human pregnancy had rapidly evolved alongside the acceleration of technology. Women could carry much larger litters—mainly through surrogacy—and the machines used to maintain them could accurately diagnose every step of their gestations. To the point where fertilization could be detected the moment it happened. Furthermore, the potential for multiples could be assessed within twenty-four hours. What this all summarily meant for our protagonist was her possibly expecting:

“Up to...one-hundred. Is that...right? ...Or possible?” Ami asked with incredulous wonder.

“As we discussed, Ami, it’s merely an estimation. However...our tech is ninety-five percent accurate. Even assuming the five percent margin of error, the least is still...remarkable. Ahem...‘least’ being a litter of...ninety-five.” the conception doctor answered.

The medical professional was doing her best to be exactly that but even considering her high-competency, the surprise in her voice was there. This was a genuine rare occurrence, seeing as the highest in recorded history was fifty, safely-delivered babies. At the same time, it wasn’t entirely unbelievable. For this reason, the female physician knew more tests were needed. For now, though, she settled for a “manual” approach, the beautiful blonde grabbing a small scanning device and approaching the table-bound Ami.

“Um, w-watcha got there?” Ami opined, the concern in her tone evident but voiced as quietly as before.

The potentially super-pregnant girl spoke in this manner because she’s quite shy. At twenty-four years old, she should be more confident, yet a life of little worry hadn’t tempered her for the undertaking this was going to be. Life for humans had been made much easier but that didn’t mean that problems didn’t exist. The result of a unified society was due to a low population count that came from years of conflict and disease. Those hard times ended two-hundred years ago and although humanity had mostly recovered, the need to breed was still in hot demand. Like women in her position, she was drafted into a surrogacy program, one that selected them based on:

“Pregnancy-prone genetics like yours sometimes need a closer look. Don’t fret, Ami. Like our ancestors used to say...it’s a ‘good problem’. ...Lift your shirt for me.” the doctor assured with a calming smile.

Ami’s anxiety focused on the “problem” part but she relaxed with the instruction, lifting up the plain white medical wrap banded around her flat breasts and belly. Her waist was the slenderest part of her wholly lean body. Puberty was kind enough to give her hips wider than her dainty shoulders. Nonetheless, the genetic gifts pretty much ended there, besides the apparently fertile reproductive system warmly incubating the purportedly potent zygote inside. Through their mandatory education courses, she knew it could be around another week before the true number of her litter would be known. Even at this early stage, she felt like the tiny pieces of her long genetic line were telling her that this pregnancy was, for the lack of a better word, going to be a “big one”.

“I think I had an aunt who carried twenty to term for the program, but that’s it. ...I’m an only child.” Ami admitted, trying to make sense of it herself than pry more explanation out of the physician.

“Sooner or later, we’ll find out, Ami. If your case is indeed special, we’ll know inside of a week. ...If you’re as big as estimated.” the focused doc assured, activating the scanning device and waving it three times over her belly.

Ami studied the doctor’s facial expression, the first two waves of the device giving her the impression it was routine and then the third showing a forehead scrunch. The irregular feeling she got from the MD was confirmed with a throat clear and a:

“...Hm.”

The doc looked at the device’s screen, pulled up a holographic from her wrist device. She appeared to double-check the information and without warning, she waved the instrument over her breasts...four times. The pretty physician flashed a finger for “one moment”, subsequently going back to her unfolding station. In the future, the majority of furniture and appliances were built into the structure of any given room. Wireless holographic technology allowed them to access their local network and personal files instantly, so they could perform their duties on the fly. Thus when the professional sat down, inserted both of her devices into a port, and pulled up a bigger screen, Ami’s concern was raised sharply. She sat up, delicately touched her belly, and felt nothing out of the ordinary. When she did the same with her boobs, a tenderness that shouldn’t be there was felt. Even she knew it was too early for this maternal effect.

“Everything...okay?” the young surrogate meekly inquired.

She swung her legs over the edge of the table, a stool automatically rising from the floor. The implement had to raise itself higher than normally, considering that Ami was quite short. Aside from an above-average intelligence, the genetic lottery hadn’t been entirely kind to her. Her parents were taller than average but they created a woman with a height of five-foot-zero. She did fine in academics and while that helped her secure a decent career in early adulthood, her less-than-gifted physicality didn’t suit her for breeding purposes.

At least when it came to attracting a mate. She wasn’t unattractive by any stretch of the word—her petite physique, softly beautiful face, and long straight blue hair made her irresistibly cute to take in. All said though, it didn’t put her on the shortlist for attracting men whose duty to society was to pick a woman with a mind and body fit for reproduction. The surrogacy program was only in place due to her voluntary participation. For girls as “curveless” as her, she had to take her chances. Most that applied weren’t accepted, in view of the fact of the strict genetic requirement. Only when their DNA was studied under a rigorous process, and when population levels were beginning to fall, did they call on the right candidate. To say the minimum, Ami was surprised to be here.

“And...check. ...One last thing. ...Okay! Sorry about that, Ami. it appears I’ll need to send these results to my superior. It’s nothing to fret about. If anything...it might be another good problem! Haha.” the doctor informed, using her best bedside manner.

Ami half-smiled, believing her but sufficiently smart to know she might be as “rare” as stated. “Thank you. ...What now?”

“Well, ‘big’ or not, you’re pregnant. So it’s time to get you ready for Orientation. While I speak with my superior, go ahead and get changed into this.” the doctor smoothly transitioned, pushing her hand on the wall. Out from it was a small box that contained an even smaller item of clothing. “The 3-D printer made this as soon as we ran the pregnancy test. With the other results pending, we might have to...‘adjust’ its preset dimensions. It’s the standard clothing all surrogates wear. ...Take a look for yourself.”

With a few taps on her wrist device, the white wall behind Ami became translucent—revealing an expansive common room below. Her regard was pointed in the direction and scooting back onto the table, she looked out and then down. Below were ten or so women, each of them with varying-sized bellies—from singleton bumps to floor-dragging mounds that stuck more than an arm’s length before them—and all of them decked in individually-tailored...bikinis. The one-day preggo stayed affixed to the group of women at various stages of their pregnancies, not noticing the doctor had left her. Suddenly, her imagination of the future was superimposed over the spheres of pregnant possibility. She never looked at big pregnant bellies with such wanderlust before, the smallest to the biggest of them used as references for the forty weeks ahead of her. If there were ninety-five, even less, she would outsize the largest well before she got to the end. She used to view pregnancy as any other young woman—a reluctant but necessary part of her biology.

-Why did she scan my boobs more than my belly? ...Am I going to get ‘big’ with them too?- she inwardly regarded.

With her bright green eyes still on the naked, lustrously swollen stomachs of the surrogates, she allowed a hand to lightly fondle one of her scarcely distended teats. There wasn’t much to grab to begin with—having never grown out of her training bras—but what was there was moderately tender, and with the slightest squeeze, the responding pain was fleetingly dull. And also having obsessively checked her chest for the smallest measurement of growth since puberty, she dared to think that...it had finally happened. Nothing to average-chested girls, or even heavyset males, but everything she’d wished for while sprouting up. Her hand left the tit and re-ran her imagination with the same template. The obvious exception being the various bikini-top-straining melons of the surrogates being the limited future of how utterly large her breasts would become. Her pregnancy fetish was just beginning, divided into her love for belly and boobs. With a stronger love for the latter, she looked forward to her trio of orbs swelling in fluctuating cadence with her great gestation.

-I’m not just going to be ‘big’. I’ll be...massive? ...Yeah. ...Massive. ...Massive-bellied...and greater yet, massively milky.- her inner train of thought turned progressively lustier as she let it take over.

When she stopped absentmindedly rubbing her small snatch, her pupils went wide at shock from such devious thoughts. Ami was sexually reserved, in spite of outwardly or inwardly. Every part of this was new to her and although quickly overwhelming, she took her first step in embracing it. To keep herself centered, she stepped down from the table and approached the box. Looking inside, another forehead scrunch made her take out both pieces individually, then holding them into both hands. The doctor had explained that the printer had created the “uniform” after the pregnancy test was run, but that didn’t explain the choice in...design.

“This looks familiar. ...Something I read when studying Old World farming.” she thought aloud, holding it closer for inspection.

Ami gave up and awoke her own wrist device, scanning the black and white spotted theme of the attire. Within less than a second, the tool brought up the results, showing examples of other types of clothing with the theme...and an animal she couldn’t name.

Providentially, it was the first word of the two-worded result displayed. The clothing style was, “...Cow print.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[Month 1: Early Leaks]
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Twenty-nine days later, the first day of her unusually gravid surrogacy still hung heavy in her mind. ...Much like her physicality.

“Inform me of your decision promptly, Ami.” her personal AI assistant, “Amice”, patiently requested.

Amice was named after the aforementioned aunt she was named after, and while any given decision came with a differing bag of pros and cons, Ami figured her “bag” was bigger with considerations. In fact, everything about her life had become handling the multiple “bigs” on a daily basis. Regardless, the choices presented to her at the moment were seemingly surface-simple. Which was either:

“Get up from my bed with assistance...or not.”

She said it out loud because it was becoming a question she’d been asked every day since about...three weeks ago. Back when her first week of pregnancy culminated with a belly and set of breasts the size of a singleton. “Within a week”, she was not only looking nine-months pregnant with one but also wholly expecting one-hundred confirmed fetuses. There was no room for the margin of error and additional tests were run to see if there was an actual unaccounted excess. Luckily, there was no less and no more. Yet it did very little to alleviate the daunting triple-digit surrogacy before her. ...Much like the mound of belly jutting nearly to her already-sore knees.
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