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The sun rises over a city in southern California on a clear day, its rays baking a particular stretch of road called Sunset Boulevard. This morning, our story would not be set on the famous thoroughfare that most would call to mind. Instead, we shall take a peek into the lives of a few occupants, in a fairly new home, on a somewhat barren street. Either side of the hot asphalt was absent of any structures, with the exception of the aforementioned abode ranch-style residence, and an identical one across the five lanes that separated them. At the righthand property, the computer-controlled curtains are drawn at a window on the street-facing wall of the dwelling. The double-paned glass was incrementally revealing the pale skin of a substantially huge belly. It belonged to a beautiful, gothically dressed woman that went by the common name of Allison Rugger. What wasn’t ordinary about the raven-haired babe was the two sets of triplets she was carrying. The eggs were implanted in her fantastically stretched abdomen within a week of each other so the mixed brood could be considered as biologically unrelated sextuplets. Specifics aside, it all meant the same to the eight months pregnant surrogate.

“Let’s get going, I guess. ...Can you make it for one more month? Please?” she rhetorically asked the stunning mound, stroking it softly. Allison almost seemed intimidated by the striking size of her belly, amazed she had made it this far with little to no complications. If you asked those who knew her, they wouldn’t be surprised. In general, she was a stellar member of the human species. On the surface, the twenty-four-year-old Rugger was a ravishing spectacle to take in. Putting it plainly, her anatomy was an abundant overflow of unusually thick curves. The assortment of broad, spongy orbs were lustily stacked on a body that mightily stood at six feet and six inches tall. From the top, she sported a partially unruly mane of ebony black hair, the majority of the big wavy locks parted over the right portion of her gentle yet dark facial features. The left side of her nicely shaped cranium was shaved, donning the undercut haircut from a couple of decades ago. Her face was more than pleasant. The lengthy, ample eyes and a tight, full-lipped mouth made it an inviting, visually pleasing visage of comforting warmth. Today, the countenance gave the impression of hopeful anticipation, with a hint of doubt.

“Oh!! Good morning to you too, my sweets,” she startlingly remarked, touching the area of fetal movement, “...I’ll take that as a yes. Whatever the case, all of you want to stay in my enormous belly for as long as you can. ...Which isn’t bad and for many reasons too.” She moved from the expertly crafted aperture and rolled into the rest of her routine, carefully rotating her massive three-foot-wide uterus. At this stage of her blossoming maternity, she took every precaution in protecting the children meant for two immigrant families. Although both of the couples lived in San Diego, she presently resided in the town of Calexico, which sat on the border. The kind-hearted Allison wasn’t a surrogate in a professional sense. She was carrying six babies not only on a pro bono basis but also “under the radar”. The voluptuous lady was the ideal candidate for such a daring, selfless venture. Her immense, pillowy chest was already a show-stopping wonder beforehand, and they were now filled to the brim with milk, each the volume of a malleable beach ball. The teats had thoroughly tested the ill-fitting limits of the piece of fabric that used to be a fully functioning halter top. “Video killed the radio star...” Rugger sang.

“Yooou arrre a radio star!” she quietly chorused, trying her best not to wake said roommate. Allison wished to dissipate her fresh melancholy as well, needing to perk up for the day ahead. She worked from home so it was relatively unproblematic to both maneuver the swollen physique and manage her company. The large-bodied female then fixed the thong buried in between the rotund crevices of her monster-like thighs and the even bulkier belly, steering the solid vessel through the closing edges of the doorframe. Among other concerns, this was a minor issue that made her tether to the overall risky scenario she was in. Nevertheless, Rugger was determined to have a mostly stress-free mindset, ignoring the arising circumstances and focusing on preparing her burgeoning figure for the multiple arrivals. She decided on feeding the hungry mouths, waddling straight to the kitchen. The instant her feet crossed the minuscule sensor near the threshold, the smart home activated several automated routines, her various appliances assembling a calorie-loaded breakfast.

“Oh-a, oh-a...” the parturient saint versed, her bounding belly bobbing about. In the future year of 2035, technology had paced according to its inherent flow, furthering the convenience of a rather busy preggo. As displayed, she could fire up her workspace in the adjacent living room and by the time she bounced her jiggly booming frame back, the efficient galley had a fresh cup of herbal tea ready. The hot, decaffeinated beverage was gingerly sipped by her purple-textured lips, Allison exhaling a satisfied sigh and rubbing a miserly midriff. Her unborns took complete advantage of her pre-established appetite and constantly exacerbated the all-consuming hunger. Consequently and favorably so, that gave flagrant rise to additional flesh and grocery trips. The latter was handled by her housemate and judging by the discarded packaging of an edible from the closeby MexCal Cannabis Factory, they had got an early start, and on a “high” note too. The munchie influence could be seen with the Golden Graham Toaster Strudel pastries popping up from a little machine that compiled a plate of them and other sugary, unhealthy choices. Rugger just smiled and rolled her eyes, expecting nothing less.

“Well, we shouldn’t be rude. It’s a shame to waste um, ‘good’ food.” she politely reasoned, strumming her growling womb. Any morsel, glucose or otherwise, was cheerily welcomed by her unassuming litter. She quickly gobbled up the meal and washed it down with a cup of water, her tea still hot once she had situated her bulbous form on the sofa. Propped on the extensive shelf was a touchscreen laptop that projected a laser keyboard on her exposed stomach. As she opened her business plan for refugee reform, a click was heard.

“You’re a...goodess? ...Whatever humans call an enthralling metaphysical being.” the above-mentioned roomie opened with. The first sound she had perceived was their door unlocking. It was swiftly followed up with a blatant onslaught of her personal space, feeling the cold but soothing palms of “Sweet Indogene”. The womanly presence groping her was called “Indy” for short, considering her actual name was unpronounceable. As can be seen, Rugger was a champion of alien rights, foreign and extraterrestrial. The being from another solar system in the Milky Way was an equally alluring sight to lay horned optics on. They also had the same, high-standing height as the expectant human, albeit with exceedingly larger buxom assets. The bisexual Allison was calming the flutter of titillation that was coming over her, furthermore losing the battle for concentration as she eyed the hulking, amber-skinned breasts enveloping her warming belly. Before she could get a hello out, the touchy-feely “invader” kissed the bare ball of fertility and eagerly stated, “Going by the unstable sounds of digestion in your maternal cacoon, it appears you ate my purchases with no hesitation. Natheless, ignore my person. As a matter of truth, ignore everything else but your ‘work’. Allow me to unburden some of your problems. As you all say...’take a load off’.”
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Indogene exited the humble two-bedroom domicile and stepped into the enclosed, multi-paned porch, the mid-morning position of the star in the sky hitting the roof of the patio. A passerby couldn’t see the inside nor the quick-change into her “monkey suit” from the outside. In reality, her kind wasn’t much different from homo-sapiens, at least appearance-wise. Besides their orange-tan pigment, the only other physical difference was their hair. The locks were an extension of their senses, functioning as lengthy, mind-controlled eyes and ears. They are a humanoid species, thus making it easy for her to blend in. Especially considering that she was in the “melting pot” of American society, who assuredly appreciated her big exotic body and love for unhealthy food. She stepped into the light, exposing her thickly proportioned shape. The “Sweet” part of her moniker was aptly applied not just because of her fondness for the sugared selections the THC made her crave but moreover with the happy-go-lucky personality she brightly exuberated. Which played into her cute plan of action to pay back Allison. One year back, Indy had crashed landed in her backyard, naked and with no memory of who she was. The fragments of her past had echoed hints of her history
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