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Tucked away in one of the northern districts of the Kyoto Prefecture sits a hidden fishing village known as “Suiten”, a haven for mages of all types...and sizes. On the barely trodden path to the mystical but sacred place was a woman so tiny, one would wonder why she was venturing in the deep forests north of the town of Ine all by her liteful lonesome. In actuality, they would probably ask about the reason behind her blatant nudity first but these were only surface-level concerns. Granted, her beautiful blonde elven looks weren’t something someone would snub so quickly. Although she appeared unseasoned, the eighteen-year-old-looking and four-foot-tall curiosity was an experienced adventurer and skilled wielder of primal magic. Besides the complete absence of clothing, the somewhat curvy mage was seemingly tattooed with black chevron-patterned markings on her upper and lower body parts. The former would be immediately noticed, and before a passerby would belt the “why’s”, seeing as they were trailing down her generous breasts. If they got past much of that, then they might remember to ask for her name, that being the devious “Igarashi Kanon”. Her hobbies included a bright vigor for her spellcraft and a poorly understated love for everything involving pregnant bellies on cute women. The latter was not far behind.

“Kan! ...Kan!” a concerned voice called out, causing Igarashi to turn around and see the fleeting image of her friend disappear behind a magically generated shield, “...Don’t move! I think we got a ‘hot eyes’ in the area. I saw tracks for one but there could be more. Can you do your creepy ‘one with nature’ thing? They should be close...left flank. ...Your other left, Kan.” The large tower shield shifted to the aforesaid direction, the confused eyes and brain of “Kan” following it as well, wowed by its realistic design. She had seen it a million times yet the impressive authentic look was due to the competency of its user, who was coming up the dirt road, ponytail and a chest much bigger than hers bouncing away. The crimson-haired female that went by the name “Kawakami Hanako” was a beauty in her own fierce right. She wasn’t mean but she was, letter for letter, a highly protective individual. Her blue eyes flashed with that stalwart glint, the partially armored and even less clothed “Shieldbearer” rushing to her position, long sword drawn and beige skin glistening in the late summer sun. The way her dark blue corset top bobbed the great bust up and down had the easily enticed Kanon readily using her “eyes of the green” ability to get a closer view. The gray trim lined her slightly distended belly and cleavage gloriously.

“...Nice arse.” a whisper said. The comment gave her an amusing tickle in the ear, also activating her “ears of the blue” and catching it from the now in-view “Tsukamoto Akari”. The frisky remark was to be expected from the fairly coy “Stalker”. Though Igarashi was bad at suppressing her lusty inclinations, the purple-eyed cutthroat and her permanent modest expression spelled her mostly cool demeanor. She was leisurely brushing a light brown lock out of her pleasant face and heading to a tall tree just off the lushy green path. The three curved and carved blades of her hand claw weapon shone in the just past noon light, the blue top containing the second-biggest bosom of their quartet. Her teats stood out with three triangle-shaped teeth placed on her steamy areolas, and in lesser notice, cutely adorned on the toes of her boots. Kanon was utilizing the full capability of her ocular and auditory abilities to soak in the whole tempting torso of the flirty and quick-thinking lassie. Naturally, her regard was on the exposed midriff, which was a fashion choice they all unconsciously participated in. The tummy fetish was starting to make sense but was “largely” derived from the high degree of fertility in the settlement ahead. They had lived there their entire lives and despite the horny boys that recklessly attempted to get a peep at the swollen-bellied babes, none of them had been up the duff. However, the “one” who was most likely was appearing in the distance.

“Slow down, dammit!!!” the temperamental vocals barked from behind. Their impatient venting betrayed their fully visible form, the shortest of the diminutive group sporting a very bloated and naughtily round belly. “Of course, some cum brain ‘HE’ has to creep on us after I’ve had a...f-filling lunch. I s-swear, I’m going to completely s-smother one in their sleep or my name isn’t...Fukui...Sakura...” The hot headed shorty was broken up by an embarrassingly loud belch, their stuffed tum deflating with the forced ejection of wind. A trace of pink-hued energy wisped off the flat abdomen, her gravity manipulation used to make the temporary expansion happen. It was definitely a peculiar method of swelling but Igarashi was taking in a “Gravimancer” prodigy. The kami that circled her brand of sorcery must have looked down upon her fondly because the pig-tailed Sakura was blossoming with “attractive” prowess. Which was greatly applied to knockers so enormous, they made her look like she was more boob than gal. Their heights amplified the illusion but the randy and ever-distracted Kanon wasn’t complaining, her optics lovingly attached to the only person who was more lewd than herself. And, the only other thing that could detach her was a short-haired man—dressed in a black suit and coke bottle glasses—tapping her on the shoulder.

“...Excuse me. Could I trouble you for a moment?” the composed unknown asked. The heavy masculinity in his tone had sucked her out of the arousing entry of her friends, and going on the defense, initiated the budding encounter by agiley side-stepping. She then crouched and in the same beat, brought her right leg in for a sweep, simultaneously triggering her skin-hardening “touch of the earth”. The ability was strong enough to be employed in an offensive manner and while it usually had no trouble in knocking over men twice her stature, she found her bare feet connecting to an unbudgeable calf. Instinct told her this was no ordinary foe yet she saw the immediate irony with that thought. Kanon was looking up at a human that was not only just a half-foot taller than her but also held the appearance of a harmless and exceptionally common “Salaryman”. This bewildered her into withdrawing the ineffective limb and running over to the sword-raising Hanako, her shield splitting into two smaller metal bucklers, covering them both. Even the sturdy Kawakami was unnerved by the perplexing confrontation. They eyed the male, decked in a cheap three-piece outfit, holding a hefty briefcase in one emaciated hand and gripping an archaic-looking circular disk in the other. His physical dichotomies were present on his handsome face too, shown with the ludicrous magnification of his eyeballs and a remarkably detailed tattoo of a black-orange dragon. It started above his raised eyebrow and slithered along the entire right edge of his visage. He politely introduced himself as, “Sorry for the scare. I am...Merritt.”

“I know you’re listening, Kan. Stay close. ...He has ‘friends’.” the-low sounding Akari reported. Igarashi hadn’t dispelled her increased hearing, and heeding the report, casted a wider auditory net over the vicinity. The sounds of clumsy footsteps of friend and foe alike put her at unease, hardening her belly and generating enough power to make the markings glow with an indigo hue. She feared exposing her abdominal weak point yet Kanon wasn’t ashamed of this “Merritt” seeing her naked glory. Her all-seeing eye was focused on their moody rear, a pang of anxiety coming when she didn’t see Sakura. Nevertheless, she was getting a deep-seated sense of foreboding from this particular “Hot Eyes”. The name they had for the peeping toms was widely used by the villagers and though he mostly “looked” the part, there was a well of great strength coming from within him, her primal senses attuned to every soul in radius. She clenched her fists.

“Okay, ‘Merritt’. If this is your first time here, then let me apprise you of the rules. They’re pretty simple. And, number one is...no men.” Hanako sternly warned, proudly pushing her minor gut out and orange sparks crackling off her visibly amplifying muscles, “In other words, you don’t belong here. Follow the path behind me out of here...now.”

Merritt, remaining unperturbed, looked them both up and down, then frankly addressed Kawakami. “...Do you belong here?”

The normally staunch redhead was mentally taken off guard by the direct yet strange question. Igarashi had the same reaction, their bellies compacting with the contraction of their abs, her toughened paw touching it in insecurity. The two practiced yet vulnerable ladies weren’t speaking of it, but they both felt the truth of the accusation. Regardless of their lifelong residence of the place that was also called “Water Heaven”, there was a small part of their little selves that was telling them to consider the dispute. Be that as it fately may, they dismissed the notion as ridiculous and assumed a harder stance, the energies of their magicks forming an aura that emanated from the cores of their beings. They had just had a post-venturing feast that consisted of many soy milk doughnuts so they were in a half stuffed, half energized state. Merritt seemed to notice the effect his words had and presented his palm, revealing a pretty sizable coin.

“As an infant, when I was left at my adoptive parent’s doorstep, this and a note instructing them to teach me water manipulation magic was left in the basket I was in. It also said that at age eighteen, I was to return to the ’spring of fertility’. A ‘Water Heaven’ that was ‘hidden from the eyes of men.’” he explained. The unrequested backstory was punctuated with the piece of currency in his hand actually shrinking in size and floating an inch above the sweaty palm. It appeared to come from a foreign land and was glowing with arcane runes, unsettling the brave gals in front of him. The reason being was that it was emitting and acting as the deep red energies the “Grand Priestess” would conjure when she was using her water manipulation techniques. She was their personal master and the de facto “leader” of Suiten. Despite her several titles, the old lady asked them to simply call her “Mizu”. And, they were sensing the signature of her earnest spirit coming from Merritt as well. The swirling of essences had the attuned senses of Kanon overwhelmed but before the man with the dragon tattoo continued his speech, her “scent of the ether” recognized the whiffs of the nearby Akari and Sakura.

“As you can see, my folks didn’t obey the instructions. They worked hard to make sure I became the best accountant in the land. They forced me to speed run my academics once they found out I had a high IQ. I graduated university only six months ago and I’m in one of the most prestigious firms in Kyoto. ...And, I don’t care for any of it.” he made known, pursing his lips to make a shrill whistle.

“Funny. I don’t ‘care’ for any of this either.” Akari suddenly chimed. She emerged from the right flank of Merritt, canary yellow spherules of her utility-like enchantments dissipating. She had an elderly stout man in her strong clutches, the three sharp claws of her weapon near his throat and his frail arms held behind his back. He wore faded robes bearing the similar lettering of the runes of his ally’s coin and barring his old age, he seemed to be in poor health—face pale and eyes closed in pain. His spine was arched too, the swell of his captor’s belly and bountiful chest pressed tight against his backside. Tsukamoto calmly stated, “Save your story for someone who does care. We got your other friend too. Come on out, Sakura. You’ve had enough...fun.”

“The jerk deserves it! This one is squirrely. Besides the ‘Suit’, none of these guys are the usual HEs.” Sakura complained, making a show of her emergence. A full-fledged and fuzzy-bearded man was trapped in a translucent rose pink-colored barrier, adorned in the identical but less-faded robe of his senior cohort. Kanon or any of the small-bellied girls didn’t recognize their attire but that intrinsic familiarity came back to them all. It had rang a bell and their filled bread baskets were awakening with its raunchy ringing. Granted, each of the close group of heroines were susceptible to their active libidos, and at any time. Having displayed that—and Igarashi no doubt the guiltiest party—there was something about the men’s presence that was evoking these distracting tingles. Again, Merritt was well aware.

“Hm...it appears we got off on the wrong foot.” the accountant plainly ascertained, gripping the briefcase and making the coin levitate to an upright position, “I was going to ask where I could find this fertile spring but looking at your bellies, those are what my dear father called a simple ‘food gut’. He had quite a belly himself. ...Anyhow, I think I should ‘trust’ you bright but unfriendly women as much as you would trust me at the moment. It’s a shame too. Every single one of you is...how do they say it? Ah...yes. ...Cute.”

The unwarranted compliment, their restrained arousal, and every weird thing in between gave Merritt the opening he needed, a denser manifestation of his dark red energy framing his vertically challenged self. Kanon smelled a nearly intoxicating aroma of rain water greatly permeating the area around them, and before she could blink, watched two concentrated jets of the blue element shot from either side of the ancient piece of change. Her heart leapt out of the packed confines of her little belly once she saw both streams strike the unexpecting foreheads of the sneaky girls, Tsukamoto and Fukui wailing as they fell backward. What happened next was anyone's guess, on account of a heavy mist blanketing the scene and blinding their view to the point where they couldn’t see one foot in front of their fit bodies. There were the noises of liquid gushing in various directions and expletives from either of the flanking females, followed by the chastising-sounding mutterings from each of the liberated males. Igarashi felt a hand grope her plump arse and as she pulled a fist back, the shroud was lifted, surprised to see Akari just as bewildered but blushing, the lechery striking once more. The “left flank” she couldn’t seem to pay attention to had added the irked Hanako, completing the lineup of the staggered ladies—bellies, spirit, and all.

“...I-I know it’s normal to dismiss what your elders say...but when I advised you to specifically avoid these four, you would think there's a good reason for it. ...A-And, although I scold you, even I don't know the exact reason. ...And, don’t dare blame it on my age. I’ve seen more pregnancies than all of you youngsters combined. ...A-...These ladies could get pregnant from air contact. ...They have to be them. T-The...Expecting Souls.” the shaky voice of the old chap stated, a hint of dubiousness in his statement but not with the last two words.

The trio of varying-aged males were standing on leveled “waterspouts”, a funnel-shaped cloud of spinning water, which made every one of the “Souls” become aware of their flooded surroundings. Their feet were submerged in six inches of it and behind the men, the sheet of the instantly generated swamp was edging toward the not too distant border of the magical barrier that concealed the village. Kanon wanted to believe it was a mirage but judging by the influx of sweet smells bursting forth from the disappearing shield, she knew it wasn’t the case. What was supposed to be an ordinary day of returning from an adventure had abruptly changed into their world being turned upside down. It was only the beginning. The “robe” in his mid-thirties scratched the ruffled beard, looking unimpressed.

“I ‘dare’ to blame it on your age...’Wada’. ...Your dopey name should give credence to your ‘wisdom’, because in its grandiose infinity, you're failing to see that this lot couldn’t hope to expand their bellies beyond these...disappointing bulges. Much less swell their wombs. You’re right, Merritt. They not only don’t ‘belong’...but they also don’t have what it takes. ...We must be going.”

The rude assessment made Sakura growl with frustration, her gravity witchery displacing the ankle-deep waters enclosing them. A flash of recognition had the brown eyes of Merritt locking onto the powerful display, a look of worry from “Wada'' spelling the contrary.

“I’ll take that into consideration...’First Dragon’. My own youth makes me inclined to listen to someone with a not so ‘dopey’ title as yours but we can’t wholly dismiss our elders so quickly. As you say...” Merritt remarked, raising a single finger to lightly tap the coin and causing the controlled deluge to rise, “...we must be going. ...’Destiny’ awaits...I guess.”

Just when they were getting the grit to fight back, they were overcome by a breath-taking tide washing over them. As their wet hair was removed from their “cute” faces, they were left further dumbstruck, watching the quirkiest team of Hot Eyes ride the wave speedily from out of their sights. Understandably, they were thoroughly confused by the situation...but the peeved Kanon had enough.

The fiasco brought Igarashi out of her introverted world, her primitive urges making her impulsively slap the tums of the companions next to her and then boastfully drum her own. “I’ll show you who can ‘swell’ their belly! ...We will show you. Let’s go!!”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Help me! I’m too big to get up!” one truly expecting matron wailed.

“I think my w-water is breaking!” another dismayed.

“Are you seriously eating that off the ground?!” a third exclaimed.

Chaos was abound in the deluged town, swollen tummies ping-ponging against each other. Kanon and the others had to tread carefully through the crowded paths of their secret world, troubled by the biggest of the villager’s bellies creating more of a clamor than they already had. The haven was a fusion of Japanese nineteenth century architecture, while using the media technology of the twenty first. In addition, its layout was contradictory, consisting of a giant “haiden”, a hall of worship and smaller “shukubo” style of lodging for its thriving residents. The real contradiction was themselves, an all-woman society that somehow were impregnated by the swirling and potent powers of the ethereal land—not a virile bloke in sight. Well, except for what the red-blooded invaders had left in their wake. Besides the belly-damaged structures, Igarashi could tell no offensive spells had been used. The appearance of the three “Dragons” was sufficient in making the peaceful populace break into a cascading upheaval. She was huddled with her comrades, Hanako having created a hexagon-shaped enclosure of connected, sideways tower shields. They were making their way up the uphill stone stairway to the haiden, the steps lined with the endless crimson-painted torii. The breadth of the gateways normally had ample space to accommodate all of them but with the waterfall stampede of large-bellied women, they were making little progress. And, Sakura had no patience for it.

“T-That’s it, I’ve had it!” Fukui bellowed, concerning her butt-to-butt partners with a greater manifestation of her gravitation and noting that it was much stronger than usual, isolating the time-space around them, “Everyone, hold your tits. This will get...bumpy.”

And that it did, in claustrophobic fashion, with their soft squishy flesh forcibly smacked together. The ring-shield collapsed under the intense weight of her blossoming talent, a brighter shade of pink coloring the larger sphere, and elevating them through the gaps of the gates. The panicking gals below hardly noticed, overburdened with protecting their brooding figures from the intrusion of the men that were too cool for surnames. Once again, as they fastly hovered over the multitude, Kanon couldn’t see, smell, or hear any sign of injury. Presently, they were dealing with a flood of salt water and the “hunch” of an accounting wizard turned actual wizard prodigy. What could go wrong? As they came upon the “Temple of the Reikon” summit, they would discover the answer would be...everything.

“...Mizu must be going mad. ...Her entire bedroom is out here.” Akari observed, a slight twinge of concern in her usual calm tone. Littered across the outer temple was the inexpensive furnishings of not just her room but as well as the sacred items and fittings of
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