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A large house contained in a dome sits isolated near a colony on Earth’s moon, the dark shield over the biosphere partially opening to absorb the energy from the Sun. The structure was constructed as a series of seven interconnected spherical units, one big common area serving as the central sphere, with six smaller spheres attached in a hexagonal pattern. The three units at the top were individually occupied by a trio of beautiful pregnant women. They shared a bit in common, in that they were human and had completed the first trimester of their pregnancies. However, their similarities ended there, and the distinction began with what they’re carrying. Indeed, they were members of the homo sapien race, but the children in their big bellies were each from a different alien species.

In the twenty-sixth century, humanity had come a long way, finally settling their differences and working together to become a part of something much bigger than them. They had integrated into a galactic community and while the history of that was intriguing, it was too extensive to get into. Where our salacious, stellar trinity fit into the picture was the capitalization of human’s impressive fertility. The major players of the community had them beat in terms of technology and although their advanced tech had secured their respective species for many centuries to come, there was only so much machines could do. Human pregnancy was unique in that they could carry multiple offspring, something which none of the other alien races could bring to the table.

Once this was discovered, a wealth of opportunities opened up for humanity, their fecund physiology fawned and sought by the several aliens whose genetic makeup weren’t as fertile. One such race dedicated themselves to genetically modifying humans so they could be used as “one size fits all” incubators for any of the other races. This mutually beneficial relationship eventually earned the denizens of Earth celebrity status. A hundred years into the process, humanity had brought back several species from the brink of extinction. Every planet was guaranteed to have a group of round-bellied females on it, the girls breeding at the behest and hospitality of whomever needed the help. Nonetheless, the threesome aboard the Moon was working for a freelance division that helped new species looking to colonize in space. Since they were carrying for three different species, they were housed on the satellite of Earth, the colony considered as “neutral” territory. Presently, they were three months pregnant and despite the wonders of the future, they viewed it as:

“Another day...begins. ...And smells. Pee-yoo!”

The unfortunate nose belonged to Phoebe, whose complaint would embarrass her later, the smell of discarded fish she forgot to put in the cleaner wafting from the kitchen unit, which was polar opposite of her personal quarters. Her sense of shame would come from the fact she was being messy in a house that literally took care of itself, and all their needs. Her ancestors from five centuries ago would call it a “smart house”. Every function, from lights to the toilet, was automated and operated by an artificial intelligence appropriately named as “Midwife”. The system was a well-oiled machine and besides maintaining their house needs, its primary function was to monitor their expectant physiologies. And the effects each unique set of alien DNA had on their psychological well-being.

“Good morning, Phoebe. Before I initiate your morning routine, I must remind you to properly dispose of food. Either in the designated receptacles or placed in the auto-washer. ...You don’t even have to rinse your dishes, so please reciprocate this convenience.” Midwife greeted the now blushing preggo.

She felt especially embarrassed, considering that Phoebe was rather intelligent. She always had her nose in a book and perhaps due to “pregnancy brain” did she forget something so customary. As the lights in her room began to click on one by one, the reflection of her bulging body in the also activating mirror reminded her of why her head may not be in the right place. She was expecting a six-count litter for catlike aliens. Thus, her huge belly already looked full-term with half that number. As mentioned, the pregnancy had given her an seemingly infinite craving for fish. Phoebe cradled as much of the sixty-five-inch circumference of her big belly as she could. The measurement was exact and hard to miss, seeing as it was displayed on the same mirror she was checking herself out in.

“Damn the stars. No wonder I’m getting so forgetful. I apologize for not cleaning up after myself, Midwife, but...if you were this big and pregnant...” Phoebe conversed, pushing her belly out, the set of whiskers on her face straightening as she rather enjoyed the feeling of being so large, “...then maybe you understand why I’m eating every fish in the ocean.”

She chuckled a little, the black vertical pupil of her yellow cat eyes finding amusement for the state of her body. The sight of her belly was further accentuated by her natural slenderness and five-foot-eleven height. Thanks to the size of her pregnancy, she wasn’t a complete twig but she was the definition of “all belly”. Along with fair skin and long wavy mane of fire-red hair, she was an exquisite being of feline fertility. The aforesaid physical changes was where the felinian’s DNA ended on the surface. Underneath, her other unmentioned senses had been acutely enhanced. Part of her wished to climb back into bed so she could nuzzle her belly with the whiskers that boosted her sense of touch. She was practically getting bigger every day so soon, she should be able to smother her face onto her belly with them.

“...Hm? ...Haha. Ceres, you don’t have to be so theatrical. ...I already like you. No need to draw attention.” Phoebe said in imaginary conversation with the woman located in the unit to the right of hers.

The pregnant cat-girl’s hearing was dialed up many notches so even through the many protective layers of shielding, she could perceive the dramatic moans and sighs of Ceres. As Phoebe went about preparing for her day, Midwife focused on the accused attention whore. Which wasn’t said in meanness. Even the woman in the upper-right unit of the house would shamelessly admit that she was.

“Good morning, Ceres. You are looking rather lovely today! I also have the ‘bikini of the day’ picked out for you. Of course, you can change your mind. What do you think?” Midwife opened to the sulking and soaking preggo.

The artificial intelligence had adapted to each of their individual personalities, the creators of the “Wombs for Rent” program finding it necessary. Three’s a crowd, and throw in nine months of isolated pregnancy, it was important that everyone got along. Which actually wasn’t a problem for Phoebe and Ceres, the quiet and reserved redhead gelling well with the rambunctious girl with white hair.

“...No thanks, Midwife. I won’t wear anything today.” Ceres seriously put forth.

The extroverted beauty stood up in a dramatic fashion, erecting to her full five-foot-two height yet with a confidence as tall as Phoebe. Naturally social and outgoing, being stuck in a closed space for nine straight months hadn’t put her best traits on display. Therefore, the short stack was overcompensating by being the fullest ham she could be. Not that she needed to lay it on thick, considering her physical appearance ordinarily attracted the regard of anyone looking in her general direction. In the far future, the human need to express oneself had ascended to the genetic-modification level. Some time ago, Ceres received cosmic surgery that changed her hair into the unnatural ivory color it was. That also included her skin, which was one-hundred percent purple.

“Ceres, while you’re welcome to of course dress—or not dress—as you please, I recommend you review the outfits the Frobian civilization specifically tailors for their pregnant females. It would be no problem to submit a requisition order for any number of them you require. We could get one for every mood you’re in!” Midwife professionally tried to pander to her.

It wasn’t working but the system designed to care for their every need had to try anyway. Once Ceres put her mind to something, there was nothing that could stop her. The same mentality applied to what she chose to impregnate herself with. As said by the AI, she was carrying a four-count brood for a froglike species. The purple-skin female liked a challenge and she certainly got one with the physical demand for her particular pregnancy. For one, the special bathing pool she was noisily exiting was designed for the frog creatures' need for a stable water environment. The water splashed all over the floor as she stepped out of it, the floor automatically absorbing the liquid before the soles of her webbed-feet touched it completely. The Frobians spent half their lifetimes in water, thus it was imperative that she spent as much of her gestation in the same manner. ...Much to her chagrin. She missed sleeping in a dry bed, and for this noble “sacrifice” for the prospectively colonizing race of frogs, she wanted to be appreciated. Still, she had to be herself, and stir things up a bit.

“Good effort, Midwife, but if my big wet body needs to breathe...then it’s going to breathe to everyone’s discomfort.”

The artificial intelligence had a quip queued up but wisely decided to give into her. Funny enough, it would have placated her ego like she liked. At the moment, the decision was ironically made to openly flirt with Phoebe. As established, they had developed a friendship, unusual at that. Opposites attracted and while it worked platonically, there was a budding romantic interest as well.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to these...” Ceres remarked, flexing her webbed-fingers and then placing them on her hugely broad belly, “...but I can get used to this. If it makes Io uneasy, then being completely naked should annoy her some more.”

She was referring to the visible, all-belly, and mostly all-body, moistness of her skin. As seen by the water conditions, the Frobians had semi-permeable skin in order for their bodies to breathe. For all the science that was involved, it summarily gave her the excuse to show said skin at all times. And with
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