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“Okay, class, open your ‘Introduction to Stella History’ document. Once you have, adjust your seats so your first growth spurt doesn’t make your belly knock off the things on your desk. ...I’ll give you all a few minutes.” a woman named Stella instructed.

In a futuristic-looking classroom, one-hundred of the latest full-grown Stellas were tapping away on their desk-embedded tablets. Each of the students looked identical to the one sitting next to them, and that’s because they were all clones. In fact, everyone that lived and worked at the overall larger facility was a Stella clone. You wouldn’t find a single other person that didn’t somewhat match the physical profile seen a hundred times over with those in their seats. There were no men, or anyone else that didn’t have the name Stella.

Although the older Stellas somewhat varied in their appearance, the crop of one-hundred students was the default look of each and every woman that was born and raised here. To start, all of the clinically beautiful women were five-foot-nine, even if their large, perfectly-spherical bellies made them seem an inch or two taller. They had big tums because they were all pregnant. This was an undisputed reality, seeing as their physiology was genetically-programmed to auto-impregnate themselves shortly after their eighteenth birthday. Besides their looks having a default preset, their pregnancies came pre-loaded with ten growing embryos.

-Ugh, can’t wait to get this over with. Being a ‘Floater Stella’ makes it harder to snoop around.- the Stella teaching class thought.

She was our main character, and although her official designation was “Stella # 401,501”, the self-applied nickname she secretly went by was...“Seeker Stella”. But around here, she was redesignated as “Floater Stella # 54,185”, FS for short. She was among the five percent of the clones that didn’t conform to the ingrained system of hyper pregnancy the original, “Stella Prime”, had developed thirty years ago. Since any given Stella had a brilliant mind, they made use of their non-conformity by rotating her through the various parts of the operation. In her investigation thus far, she hadn’t found anything nefarious and didn’t really have a reason to. Not a single Stella in existence had been disposed of, or arguably ill-treated, in the entire history of the organization. No, for every single one of them was meticulously designed to keep their replication going. Therefore, their swollen pregnant bellies carried their selfsame broods.

“Final reminder that you must double your estimated measurements when adjusting your seats. Some of you could be carrying our adored ‘Rosie Stellas’...and we know how heavy those girls are.” Seeker Stella paused, the classroom giggling.

Row-to-row, the newest crop of “Fullbreeds”, or FBs, did a second shift of the adjustable desks they sat in. Since each were carrying the same amount, their one-month-along pregnancies made the smallest of them appear full-term with one baby. For the moment, their bellies and overall fit figures looked as normal as any other ordinary pregnancy. However, in the next minute or so, that’s where a hard line would be drawn. The world outside would most likely never know how different they were from Stellas, and vice versa.

“Attention, attention! All personnel standby while the latest Fullbreeds go through their first scheduled growth spurt! Be sure to give them the suggested amount of space, and once they're done, congratulate them by giving an ‘affirmation rub’!” Mistress of Ceremonies Stella announced over the PA system.

All of the Fullbreeds made their last-minute adjustments and so did Seeker Stella, backing up a couple of steps from the lectern on stage. Seeing as she was nineteen years old, this was her second pregnancy, but since she was a Floater, her gestation would be as standard as most of the attendees would be. Unlike the FBs, hers had zero chance of being what they call “Aberrations”. As much as the Senior Stellas had manipulated their biology over the decades, they still couldn’t put a complete cap on the variation of life.

“First scheduled growth spurts commencing in three...two...one...let those bellies GROW!!” MC Stella avidly inaugurated.

Seeker locked her hands over her juicy wide hips and didn’t bother to observe her own pregnant belly expand. Having witnessed it happen to herself in her first pregnancy, as well as happening to several Stellas at once every scheduled month, she wasn’t missing anything she hadn’t seen countless times. She’d only been Fullbreed for precisely a year longer than the students but twelve months as a pregnant Stella was all it took to know the system inside and out. Thus, why she was surveying the small auditorium for the aforementioned Aberrations, the thirty percent of Stellas whose pregnancies would deviate from the standard ten-baby track.

“Woah, lookit, not only a Rosie Stella but also an XL Rosie! That happens to only five percent of crops! ...Very rare!” Seeker remarked as the students turned their heads to look at either of the newly designated Rosie Stellas.

First, to compare, we needed to establish what a Standard Stella, or SS, pregnancy was, and looked liked. Let’s start with the standard Stella sitting in front of a regular Rosie. Her height, along with sixty-nine others, increased a mere one inch. Her physiology was preparing ahead of time for the third trimester “spherication” every Standard—or not—would evolve into. Most growth spurts were accompanied by some amount of height increase, so it was easy to pick out seniority among them by their height alone. Their spines were engineered to adapt to their bellies from the instant they were auto-pregged. As seen by this SS, her round mound had swelled outward by double, but only slightly upward, her loose-fitting long-sleeve shirt filling out nicely with an additional forty inches added to the circumference. Two feet wide and long, her belly filled her desk to the appropriate setting the adjustments required. And just like that, her belly and general pregnancy were bigger and more bizarre than any normies outside could expect to achieve.

“...Maybe ‘XXL Rosie’ is more appropriate. I’m so...big.” the newly redesignated XL Rosie remarked, drawing a harmonious chorus of giggles from everyone staring in her direction.

Despite the spotting of different aberrated bellies around her, this Stella was the center of the classroom’s world. She wanted to stand up but her bigger-than-usual expansion would make that a wobbly effort. As taught in their first month of pregnancy, they were strictly told all Aberrations to allow their bodies to adjust following every monthly growth spurt. The aforesaid Senior Stellas took a few years to manipulate their genes so their bodies would readjust as much as they did to their desks. What took longer was the accelerated aging they all would exhibit once turning eighteen. Yes, they would auto-preg at that time but not before their biology sped up their bodily maturity from that age to a crisp twenty-five years old. Physically and mentally, they needed a fully-developed mind and body to properly carry so many babies to the fullest health. Nonetheless, as the old adage goes, emotional maturity doesn’t come with age.

“Growth spurts are complete! Please take a minute to check with your Buddy Stella and then return to your scheduled activity. ...And! ...Don’t forget your affirmation rubs!” MC Stella signed off with.

While the student Stellas stood up to examine their new bulging proportions, Seeker kept her focus on the XL Rosie, fascinated by her spurt. The XL first touched her big voluminous bob of blonde hair, the same hairstyle as the ninety-nine others. However, with her first growth spurt, her hair grew from the standard boob-level length to a further three inches down her longer back. Instead of the regular one-inch addition of height, she had received a total of four. Six-foot-one, she stood above all of her peers in noticeable fashion, if it wasn’t for the fact that most were gawking at her extra large belly. The reason they were called “Rosie” types was because it was a pretty obvious reference to the famous American cultural icon, Rosie the Riveter. Mostly, it was a superficial reference, owing to the “big and strong” image of the classic arm-flex image of the original Riveter. Still, a Rosie Stella had their destiny set in stone, their bigger bodies taken advantage of with them delegated to the more physical aspects of Stella Production. Especially in the robotics factory.

-Hm...she might be my ticket into the factory. Floaters can’t work on the factory floor...but if I make her my Buddy, then I can finally get access.- Seeker schemed in her head, eying the bigger and taller Rosie with devious machinations.

While the others conferred with their Buddies, Seeker quickly slid out her tablet from the inside pocket of her long white lab coat. She took a second to check and pat her eighty-inch around belly, not expecting much and seeing nothing different from the seventy.

“XL Rosie, please come forth. The rest of you, especially the Aberrations, check the Buddy System on your tablets to see if you’ve been reassigned.” Seeker directed to the students.

The students pulled out their tablets and chatted away, giving her the proper distraction to unknowingly recruit XL into her plot. Seeker was a non-conformer, and feeling as rare as the XXL Rosie, she took her status to the next level by being the most disillusioned of her kind. With well over one-million Stellas having been born and lived, there were bound to be ones like her who questioned their entire existence. The thing was that while some had plotted to investigate, all of them gave up rather quickly. The system was so well-designed that those before her comprehended the futility of unraveling a network that had meticulously dictated every minute of their day.

Simply put, there wasn’t enough time to do anything outside of keeping the entire Stella System going. And without anything negative to spur them into rebelling, the non-conformers figured it wasn’t worth the effort. However, that’s exactly what motivated the Seeker. On the surface, their lives were perfect. They had everything they wanted and needed, yet it seemed too perfect. Sure, she may find out the complete truth and go back to being a Stella, but that’s precisely what she wanted. The opportunity to make the choice.

“Um, since you're a
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