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A three-striped starliner begins docking procedures at a giant space station known as “Upper Axial”. The vessel was essentially a spaceship version of a tour bus, painted red on the upper and lower stripes, and yellow in the thicker middle stripe. The color scheme was paying tribute to the pregnant pop star’s native country of Spain. She was proud of her origins and even though she was numerous light years from the nation on Earth, she was happy to educate the interstellar masses about where she had grown up. Needless to say, she was a long way from home and her people notwithstanding, it was only one part of her identity. The many people that had come to see her on this stop of her interstellar tour were mostly interested in who she was as a songstress, her music so delightfully infectious that it had spread across the stars of the galactic community. However, some were here for another reason. She’d been a musician longer than she’d been knocked up, but her pregnancy had added another market to the swelling ranks of her fans.

“Valen, no need for the stimulant shake this morning. I woke up bursting with energy today! Let’s skip straight to a mirror check.” the excited singer requested of her personal AI assistant.

Her name was Isabella Marin, or as everyone in the galaxy called her, just Bella. She was in her personal suite aboard the huge starliner and as said, had woken up not even five minutes ago. She had slept naked, and going against the advice of her manager, remained unclothed as she admired her pregnant body. Even in deep space, the stalkers and paparazzi would follow her around, taking any minute chance to snap a photo of her. The dark privacy windows of her room should take care of that but some were so desperate, they would hire hackers that break into the ship's surveillance system. Bella shrugged at the thought, finding a modicum of understanding for the creeps since even she enjoyed what she was currently looking at. At thirty-four years old, she possessed a maturity and confidence that made it understandable why her younger fans looked up to her as a role model. She didn’t see herself as such, just a lucky girl who followed her heart, mind, and dreams wherever they took her. She was in her hyper pregnant “era” and loved all of it.

“Certainly, Bella. I’ve already queued-up your day wear for when you have to check into the hotel, but your workout attire will be on standby in your room. That’s once we dock, of cours—” Valen reported, cut off by Bella’s snap arm raise.

Her hand went back to her enormously exposed belly and interjected, “Go ahead and queue up the workout attire first. I’m just checking into my room, not like there’s going to be a welcome mat for that. ...Let the creeps be disappointed.”

Valen responded with a winking emoticon on her communicator and initiated the mirror check process. In the year of 2370, technology had evolved in many different ways, the first of which shown with a privacy cylinder sprouting from the floor and around the big-bellied female in a wide radius. Through the holographic communicator on her wrist, she could get a thirty hundred and sixty degree look at her physique. The mirror tube captured every angle of her swollen anatomy and being in a profession where every angle of her physical appearance was put under a microscope, it helped her maintain the image she wanted to project. And that very much applied to the mound before her in a strict sense. For the last nineteen months, Bella had been carrying four overgrown babies, and like her self-assurance, she carried them strongly, and all in her belly. In the mirror, she first checked her hair.

“Valen, make sure that special shampoo my sister recommended is in my room for my after-workout shower. ...Lorena was right. It’s given my hair a nice volume.” Bella requested, twisting her head from side to side.

Even without the shampoo, her mane was quite beautiful and before the belly, it was arguably her most distinguishing feature. Cut short and resting below her sharp jawline, the cute bob was parted to the left side of her head, the wavy locks faded into a two-tone of brown and blonde. Bella took inspiration from lesser-known pop stars in much older times, disregarding the usual long and with bangs look and opting for a style that highlighted her face. And what a face she had indeed. Her big grey eyes drew people to her symmetrically attractive facial features more than her hair might. Along with a cute button nose, moderately full lips, and a distinct beauty mark below her right eye, she fit the pretty prerequisite for stardom more than sufficiently. Her tan skin uniformed those features and colors nicely.

“Let me see myself in the outfit first, though. ...I’ve had a little growth spurt during this leg and I want to make sure it still fits right.” Bella added, waiting for the mirror system to project the image of the outfit onto her.

In an instant, it had, and she was immediately impressed. She switched the view to a side-profile of her falsely-clothed body, and her eyes started with her chest. Dissimilar from those who had womb-implants in their breasts, or those pregnant in a regular sense, her breasts were a flat decent for the expectation of the image. She might consider plumping them up with implants but that would imply she wanted to have larger litters. However, she wasn’t pregnant for the commodity it had been turned into for human surrogates in the galaxy. She had implants in her belly and was what they called a “Womb Sitter” in the past, but divergent from most who participated, she wasn’t into it for the money. As a successful songstress with seven chart-topping albums, she never had to worry about financing anything ever again. No, the babies in the abdomen jutting quite a few feet in front of her were her own. Bella and her partner conceived them and once they were ready, her beautiful offspring would come out in the world she fashioned for herself.

“I like this top. It’ll help them breathe.” she remarked, checking out her bosom from different angles.

The cyan-colored top was a sporty number, comparable to a sports bra but with wishbone straps that crossed her partially exposed cleavage. Slightly swollen with the effects of lactation, her moderately-sized bust still sat small atop her lengthy belly. Any external and internal remarks she had faded as she assessed the huge girth of her womb. The dark grey track pants cinched near the upper third of her belly, the middle and lower portions stretched to cover the huge hanging swell of her belly. It projected from her torso well over an arm length, probably half of another. Although the bottom curve was level with her knee, it didn’t droop as one would expect with someone as huge as her.

That was most likely due to how the implants sat inside her belly. As mentioned, this wasn’t her first dance with pregnancy. She chose to receive the implants in case her potential lover would be alien, the technology made in part for the purpose to begin with. But her first encounter was when agreed to womb-sit for one of her older sisters. To say the least, it changed her whole outlook on pregnancy. It was some time after the end of her last tour, the third she had in her music career.

-...And I still don’t regret it to this day. I like it so much that some fans are theorizing I’m going to be perma-preg.- she amusedly remembered one day when scrolling through social media.

“Who knows? I just might. ...Valen, let’s just slap the outfit on me now.” she thought aloud and then commanded.

She had to stay outside of her head as much or risk losing track of her busy schedule. Valen knew this and didn’t offer an affirmation, straightaway opening a compartment inside the mirror tube and out the attire came. A pair of skinny robot arms carefully yet sleekly first helped put the top on, then slower with the snugly-fit pants, and finally with a cute pair of matching slip-on cyan, white, and bright yellow shoes. She took one more look at her practical outfit and down the tube went. She applied a bit of light makeup, deodorant, and brushed her sparkling white teeth.

When ready, she looked outside of her room’s window, always liking to take in the tour stop as it was from the outside. They were docking at the space elevator station on the planet known as Axial-1. Most of the world’s surface was inhabitable so virtually all of the civilization lived on a series of orbital elevators in its atmospheres. Despite that, the people lived in grand harmony, seeing as their solar system was a prominent part of the galactic economy. This planet, along with Axial-2 and 3 were mined for their vast amount of minerals on all three gas giants, the latter planet hosting the popular Tempest space station, one of most popular trade hubs in the galaxy. She was thinking of this because there was a news blurb detailing a breaking story about a failed “womb heist” on the giant monitor of the port.

“Is the Tempest compromised? Criminals responsible for stealing the babies of the Empress of Candara are apprehended after a tip from an unidentified ‘third party’. The twins are reported to be safely returned but an investigation into how it stayed under the radar of Tempest authorities are underway.” the news anchor reported, showing images of a long-haired illegal Womb Sitter being arrested.

“Valen...remind me to upgrade our security after rehearsal. All we need is one of those creeps getting ideas...” Bella smartly decided, then shrugged the possibility off as she watched the port workers in spacesuits move to take in their ship.

Contrarily, she betted that she probably had a security system on par with the Empire. She’d been doing this for many years and had attracted a sinister crowd that wanted to take advantage of her fame, thus her security staff was rather robust and experienced. Bella tapped her
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