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In Kyōtango, the site of the Temple of the Happy Soul was in the midst of a face-off one-hundred and thirty-three years in the making. If one was viewing the confrontation from the forests to the west, then they would probably first contend with the fact that a quartet of four-foot women each had a progressively bigger belly than the next. These magical little ladies were known as the Bearers, a once arguably ordinary troup of curious and adventuring companions. They knew they were different from their forever-pregnant community when they had gone most of their lives without carrying a belly of any size. However, in less than two days, the blessing of their master had passed down the power that earned them the titular designation. The closest belly in observation was that of Igarashi Kanon and though the second-smallest of the group, it didn’t take away from the fertile beauty she exuded anyways. Even without the ten-foot mound of glistening roundness, she was one step from being a nudist. Her black chevron markings, nature-based sorcery, and pointed ears gave the blonde beauty the impression of being a woodland sprite that joyously embraced the physicality of maternity.

“My dear Wada, when you’ve healed the First of his injuries..unsheathe my katana and transfer the essence that Ryu was so foolishly willing to part with...” Merritt sinisterly stated, his fading composure almost evaporated. He hadn’t taken his eyes off the most gravid of the four fertile females, the lingering rage he felt from her negating his attack never seeming to simmer. The ever-transforming leader of the quirky band of sorcerers called the Dragons was the quirkiest mystery of them all. At the outset of this rapidly unfolding scheme, he came to the equally weird women as a short-stacked accountant, who was unnecessarily calm and wearing glasses as thick as the exposed nipples of the greatly bustier gals. Three Shards and a cross-district pursuit later, he was a six-foot terror, who was chiefly centered on enacting said scheme. He hadn’t explicitly articulated the plan but his actions had been slyly understated, especially since the encounter in Tsutsukawa. Nevertheless, step one was a quarter-step from completion and it came in the form of the Happy Dragon Shard behind him. As addressed, the ever-forgetful Wada had healed every injury of their party and the First Dragon was the last.

“Woooah..g-getting a little dizzy. S-Sorry to disappoint b-b-but I’m going to need a minute...M-M-Merry.” the faltering Fourth Dragon spoke, showing his age by fainting backwards. In an instant, he was caught by the strong arm of the First, who was burning a hole in the back of Dragon Zero’s long orange-black mane. As for the oldest and most weary of them, he had also forgotten about the secondary aspect of his magic, apparently ignorant of his magic style altogether. He had water-teleported the whole way here and coupled with his complete healing of the men “big” in their own respective right, the elder was exhausted of vitality. Notwithstanding that and the loud giggling of the big-bellied Bearers, the incorrectly addressed and irked DZ turned around, meeting the stern gaze of FD.

“...I can perform the ritual in his place. The relic will drain what little remains of my magic as a consequence...but I’ll be honored to give what you deserve...Merritt.” the First Dragon solemnly proposed.

Zero locked eyes with the bearded man, staying silent for a handful of seconds before his half-smile returned. “From the moment you showed up at my workplace, I knew I could trust you, First. ...I didn’t know who you were but my buried soul—lying dormant in this shell of an ordinary salaryman—told me you would be my most dependable Dragon. Do what you must. In the meantime, I believe it’s time to enlighten the cute ones on who I am...” he expressed, turning back to the blockade of bellies and in particular, choosing to make eye contact with Kanon, “...Ah, yes. The pretty, yellow-haired Primal. You're not the most pregnant of your friends but going by our first meeting, I knew you were the most...instinctual. ...When I was at my weakest, you could see past the meek body of this young man, and despite never meeting me, you knew I was your enemy. And, that’s because a piece of Mizu’s soul is inside every one of your bellies...”

Igarashi didn’t know how to feel about his ominous and unraveling speech but the fragment of her master’s spirit was telling her to do what she did best—the black marks she carefully drew onto her now bulbous being glowing with her indigo-colored signature. She closed her eyelids and with her recently restored vitality, activated all four of her sensory-based techniques. In truth and in opposition to telling her mates that the markings helped her better “connect” with the natural world, she ritually painted them simply because she just...“liked” it. Kanon couldn’t articulate it verbally but internally, her subconscious told her it was for the pure expression of her own character. Earlier, FD stated they were “aspects” of Mizu and in a “just” manner of speaking. As she opened her lids, she couldn’t help but ardently disagree with that and in dichotomy, she was watching the hypocritical man unsheathing a katana that didn’t belong to him.

“...She had a brother—a Dragon god that protected the very souls in those unfairly huge wombs of yours. He was called ‘Ryu’. ...I have collected his power from the disciples that faithfully stand behind me...but...though I now have the majority of his careless soul, I am not an aspect of that fool...in any regard.” Merritt continued, keeping creepy visual contact but his coin quickly flashing yellow and a tendril that resembled his closed fist smashing the Shard to his back, “...Long story short, Ryu had grown tired of his centuries of duty and when trying to express this to Mizu, they had a...disagreement. He had been holding onto his suffering for so long that it corrupted the four souls inside him and that corruption was so great, it was too much for even the plane of Yomi, otherwise known as...the realm of the dead. ...One hundred and thirty-three years ago, that wicked energy leaked into the exact spot we are standing on today. Behind you...on the very ground your engorged bodies so carelessly destroyed was the home I made for my family. ...At the time, I was just a fisherman but before that, I was a...samurai. ...I cast aside my blade but word of my strength went as far up as High Heaven. Ryu wanted to pass along his Dragon strength to me and though I accepted the ‘pre-blessing’ he gave me, it was...too late. The day after...the blackest rain cloud came right over our heads and...a storm that lasted for two whole days...flooded this valley. My family...were the firsts to perish.”

Starting with Igarashi and then collectively in the tummies of the Bearers, the various aspects of the fertility goddess’ heart tugged at the empathy she had instilled in them. Mizu had taught them everything she knew but failed in divulging about who she was as an individual. Kanon wasn’t a talker so she spent much of her time observing people and thus, she knew them on a more different but personal level. For years, she had taken in their body language and the subtle cues that indicated the psyche they hid from the waking world. At this moment, the warm glow of her sorcery was keeping her in tune with the dissipating pink energies swirling around the men. And although she felt the simmering sorrow from Dragon Zero, she could feel the equal amount of the same sentiment in the First. Yet, the latter, for once, had more malice than the former. Despite the scream of her master telling her to put the power buzzing her belly and breasts into another negating attack, she chose not to act, her own sense of self ordering her to do so. In that respect, so did “Beardie”.

“Allow me to...” the First Dragon calmly spoke, his shorter person disappearing behind Zero and in the next instant, the rusty rejected blade was protruding from the stomach of the male who was neither god nor human, “...reunite you with them.”

All at once, every woman but Igarashi looked at each other in absolute shock, almost wondering if it had actually happened. Yet the fruitful blonde was more attuned to the real story that was beginning to manifest itself. Again, she couldn’t say it out loud but the looks on the Dragons of Ryu confirmed the notion she had been chewing on since she became a Bearer of Mizu. Specifically, the same Tsutsukawa incident that revealed the menacing soul of
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