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An extraordinary scene had befallen the ordinary tiny town of Kamanyu, a trio of super enormous individuals having blanketed and froze the people in bated terror. The single empowered male of this standoff presented the overall threat, the devious Dragon Zero having merged his bestowed abilities, and assumed the form of a giant one-hundred-foot-tall tidal wave. His “opposition” was the two overabundantly pregnant women laying on top of their tremendous tummies. Fukui Sakura, the sixteen-foot challenger to his immense magical power, was staring up at the suspended but trickling waters, realizing the outright peril it imposed. Despite being equal to his ability, the man wasn’t beyond holding the bayside community captive. Next to the eighteen-foot pillar of belly that was Tsukamoto Akari was the remains of the Temple of the Harmonious Soul, where the larger-bellied woman had obtained the titular Matron Shard. He sought the Dragon counterpart and wouldn’t let the highly expectant babes stand in his way. For the smaller-bellied woman, she couldn’t accept that and looked around, attempting to see if she could repeat the trick she used to stop the repeated calamity he was using.

“It appears we’ve been here before, ladies. So, let’s dispense with the fertile flaunting. We’re all here for the same ravishing reason and I won’t be denied what’s righteously mine. ...Hand over the Dragon Shard and I’ll be on my way.” Merritt communicated, yelling yet managing to sound composed. He was so self-assured that he even lowered his towering height by twenty feet.

This greatly irked the gravid and grounded gals, Sakura having done her visual sweep and unhappily confirming that her barrier trick couldn’t extend far enough in time to stop the looming leader. Previously, she was able to make it work due to the surrounding hills forming a perfect enclosure with the blocking technique. Presently, the coast of moderately low-lying lands was more extensive than any physicality of those in attendance. In hope, she looked to Akari and almost instantly, she was ecstatic to see that her companion was in possession of both Shards. In the longer cleavage of her breasts were the creepy-looking opposites, their curved ends firmly planted.

“...Didn’t you hear me, nerd?” Tsukamoto taunted, holding her hands up and showing the two objects that gave her the scary confidence she exuded, “...Shard or no Shard, you need one of these old relics as a conduit. ...Is this yours?”

He lowered himself by another twenty feet and squinted, his brows immediately furrowing in “righteous” anger. In one little mitt was the straw hat the Third Dragon had used to channel and amplify his water defense style of magic. His First brother had demonstrated exactly what Akari had just said, transferring the sealed energies of the destroyed Wondrous Dragon Shard and then giving it to their Zero. With the battle report from Kanon, Tsukamoto knew it wasn’t enough to break them and went with holding her hand claw to the weird middleman. The bustier and especially rounder Stalker had the upper hand and took advantage of it by ejecting both Shards from her—doing so by flexing her chest dramatically. The fragments of ancient celestial force were as lusted after as the bodies they had been continually swelling so it was no surprise that their male and female recipients would use their powers to quickly snatch them.

“Catch ‘em if you can!” she shouted, teasing them both.

Fukui didn’t appreciate the unexpected move, nonetheless, she was grateful that Akari trusted in her gravitational prowess. In less time than it took for her to eat a bag of squid jerky, she utilized the “pull” aspect of her style to magnetically attract what rightly belonged to her as well. The yellow remnant of the Matron went on a direct path to her open mouth and then was promptly swallowed.

“That’s more...l-l-like it!!” Sakura bellowed. Her stammering was blatantly caused by her belly rippling with expansion, the citizens now eyeing her with unease that was growing as much as she was about to. The pregnant power-up was vibrating all of creation, her massive belly arising and emanating the dilating outline of her pink-crimson aura. The two feet in difference between their big bellies was made up the instant she stopped speaking, drawing the lustful gaze of Tsukamoto as the twenty-foot mark was speedily surpassed. In the next three beats, it appeared that her abdomen had mightily swelled with every blink of Akari’s increasingly smuttier regard. A foot extra was added to every bursting growth spurt, twenty-two turning into twenty-five and twenty-nine crackling into thirty as she used gravity to raise her nearly doubly larger womb. The spurts were in full control by the animated gal, an early tell of her new supercharge.

“S-Stay there, M-Merry.  I-I’ll reach your height soon enough!!” Fukui contested, her speech stabilizing in spite of the startling amplification. She reached the twofold proliferation in one centering breath, also lessening the gap in their energized statures by passing his halfway point. Her hair-raising rise seemed to arrive at its fantastic finish—highlighted with her purposely releasing a concentrated blast known as “distortion” at the head of Merritt. Normally, the attack was barely tangible, taking the form of its namesake as a rippling orb that disrupted the physical and mental faculties of its target. However, with one more Shard in her, it was still mostly without mass but illuminated with pink electricity. The blitz would have hit the stationary man but his faithful Third fastly intercepted the blow.

“Huh?! What’s this?!” she heard Tsukamoto exclaim.

Sakura glanced over and instantly had the same question, mystified as she watched the now half-as-big brunette being forcibly tipped back slightly. The source of it was a part of the selfsame projection that had blocked her Gravimancer spell, her whitened eyeballs observing syrupy tendrils as yellow as the mustard she abhorred. The projections were respectfully as mystically strong as the control she had over near-mastered abilities. From beneath the tilting tower of belly that was Akari was multiple wisps of his full capability, the one blocking tendril retracting to aid in the strenuous effort of a man so short that Fukui couldn’t even see him at the base of her belly.

“Take it, Sakura!!! I won’t be fast—” the smallest tried to salvage.

“...enough.” the biggest reluctantly finished.

The salacious sisters in epic expectancy were stunned by the swift versatility of the once smothered TD—a small group of nine-foot-tall golems holding her belly up. And swiftly swirling up the extensive slant of tummy was a waist-up beefier version of the four-foot-nothing projector himself. The short stack was sitting on his own emulated shoulders, the single golem swiping the hat from the unsuspecting and upturning Tsukamoto. Not only that, he also showed a brazenly clever attitude in using his free mitt to grab the Shard and deliberately shattering it by ramming it on the sharp claws of her weapon. The series of successive moves didn’t end there, the fat-bellied fella swirling around her and absorbing the dissipating yellow energies—imitating the sly wink of Akari.

“Ya were right, Tsukamoto. I should stick to ‘playin’ defense’. ...Nice try, Bearers, but our Dragon Zero has a destiny to fulfill...” the tiny yet gruff-speaking cohort quipped. He then shot away from the nearly overturned lass, testing the elasticity of his tendril technique by stretching upward to his leader. Akari attempted to make up for her oversight by casting a last-ditch devour on his person but alas, her magic vitality had finally been expended. The fizzling crackle of her canary yellow spirit indicated so and was furthermore evidenced by her belly shrinking to less than half of her preceding immensity. Sakura’s dismay at the turn of events was exacerbated by watching the Third Dragon being met halfway by the also extending, waterized arm of Merritt. Sucking her worry up, her great tummy flashed as she lightened the force of gravity on herself and moved to intercept them—charging up a stronger pinker version of distortion.

“I said that I’ll be the one to reach his height!!!” she passionately let out. The battle cry did little to deter either Dragon and it looked as though they had written off the strongest of the Bearers. The biggest belly was more than alive with the fluttering bumps of her inordinate and multiplying brood. They weren’t sure of the true nature of what they were impregnated with but the wisdom of Mizu’s raw power—coursing through the bloodstream of her completely nude and flushed womb—told her they came from a plane of existence she would soon become acquainted with. And as DZ had stated earlier in yet another long day, the unborns gave the gravid gals a boost with the energy they carried over from that dimension. At the moment, she was expending every ounce of
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