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Aboard the Tempest space station, an imposing five-foot-ten woman entered the lodging sector. From head to toe, she was a person that struck the spirit as confident, capable, and always looking for more. Plainly speaking, Anika Larsson embodied this impression not only just physically but also in the way she carried herself. Starting from the top that was her lovely head, her sandy blonde hair was cropped short—long on the scalp and skinned from the sides to back. Parted to the left, her nice trim locks would immediately indicate that she was former military, which she certainly was. Formerly, because her hair was a little lengthy on top for a regulation haircut. And also because of her current outfit. However, the employees or passing guests possibly wouldn’t guess that at all, because the incredibly enormous pair of breasts dominating her upper torso would capture their attention before any assumptions could be made about her as a person. She was wearing an all-black onesie, the portion covering her torso looking separate, but not once they saw her from the back.

“I need to remind myself to not arrive too early next time...” she muttered to herself, involuntarily adjusting the thin straps over her stern shoulders.

She had already settled into her room at the hotel, so she decided to walk around and shop for some supplies. Avoiding the looks of those who couldn’t help stare at the foot-long cleavage exposed by her unnaturally large mounds, she cast her eyes outside, looking at the various ships leaving and docking, then into the void of space. In the year of 2370, humanity had evolved past their home of Earth and managed to terraform the solar system. With her yellow head of hair, moderately-tanned skin, and athletic build, she wore her Swedish genetics proudly. Of course, the days of national pride had waned once humans united under the banner of the world government, aptly called the United Nations of Humanity. She had long-forgot about her bloodline’s ancestral home, seeing as she grew up as a military brat. Naturally, she enlisted in the Navy branch. If any of the people gawking at her looked up at her pleasant face, the purple cybernetic eye in her left socket would give it away. Implants weren’t exclusively for the military, though. In fact, many had them.

“Keep staring and I’ll add you to them...” she mumbled, squeezing one of them in a playful jab at one particular looker.

Anika was joking but if she wanted to, she could very well make that happen. Like the huge, three-foot long and wide pregnant belly she carried with fluid repose, her curvy anatomy was heavily modified with several womb implantations. Besides the six artificially grown wombs distending her belly in such a uniform, spherical manner, she also had quite a few installed in the majestic spheres of her breasts and her buttocks. Nonetheless, the ones in her belly were currently the only units that were occupied. Larsson outwardly didn’t appear to be mostly machine, due to how advanced the technology had progressed since its advent in the mid twenty-first century. Yet coupled with the many cybernetic modifications she received while in the service, she was verily a fierce fusion of nature and instrument.

-I better stay inside for the rest of the night. The client doesn’t want any attention on this...and my big belly and boobs aren't helping.- she told herself in the safety of her mind.

The implants in her slender yet muscular legs hoofed it, aided by the partial exoskeleton boots she wore from the knees down. Even though she was carrying six different pregnancies—and all at varying stages of gestation—the multiple implants allowed her to move and fight at the same level, if not better during her military days. After completing her five-year tour of duty, she left the Navy to spend three years with a firm known as United Harmonia Security. Eight collective years of combat experience and making connections eventually culminated in her going into business for herself, after parting on amicable terms with Harmonia. In the present day, Anika worked two jobs in tandem, the first being that she was a bounty hunter and the second was that she was an...illegal surrogate. The former profession made her a notable and respected individual in the business, and the latter united to make her quite a name in UNH space...and outside it too. She was actually in another solar system, the Tempest orbiting a gas giant designated as Axial-3.

Looking at the great world, she immediately thought of the third major part of her life, the relationship with her girlfriend, Kara Amerson. -I can’t wait until this is all over so I can lay myself on that planet of a belly she has...- she wholesomely and deviously mused.

As she entered the elevator to her room’s floor, Larsson rubbed her respectably large belly. Once the doors closed, she gave the ample bosom resting comfortably on her belly a nice, long squeeze, recalling the many times she had lovingly fondled the much more massive orbs of Kara. You see, her lover was so pregnant that Anika’s full, bulbous anatomy couldn’t begin to cover a small fraction of just one of Amerson’s breasts. The mission she was about to review was dangerous, so she used the image of her gigantically gravid girlfriend to encourage her to finish it fast and efficiently. That image was overlaid with the view of Axial to her back, adoring how the giant belly of her partner could earnestly fill up a sizable portion of the giant world the Tempest station ringed around.

“Ahem...that’s enough belly for now. Better focus.” she remarked, fanning herself by pulling on the tight shoulder strap.

She reached and then entered her room, taking off her metal boots and massaging her belly as she scanned her quarters for listening devices again. As mentioned, she was a surrogate for people who had no choice but to work outside the system. Her clientele ranged from those who had pregnancies from illicit experiments, clones, or aliens that couldn’t afford the normal means. Thus, she had to be especially careful. Her reputation allowed her to hide in plain sight but that also brought opportunistic eyes in her direction. She had to work solo for this very reason, unable to trust anyone but only a few select individuals with her dual-purposed business.

-Cut the audio for this playback. I’ll listen to the full replay in the ship.- she resolved, pulling out her communicator.

Anika had actually met the client in this very room and as a form of insurance, she recorded their interaction. Although it was done in case they tried to frame her, or some other nefarious backstab, she mainly did it because she was that thorough. Her discipline as a soldier taught her to look at a mission from every angle—wanting no surprises when she inevitably embarked. Once her re-scan finished, she activated the recorded hologram, having placed a camera right above the table they sat at. For a moment, she was lustfully locked onto the sight of her own huge belly, her training having taught her to put herself as an obstacle between her and the client.

Subconsciously, they would think there was no way out and with the immense presence of her strong, pregnant frame in front of them, the subtle intimidation usually caused them to divulge more information than they were inclined to. Since she disabled the audio, Larsson had to remember the main points by the various intel the client presented. What made her more careful than usual was the big stakes of the well-paying job, considering the fact that it came from the Empress of Candara.
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