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[Day 2. Nozomi.]
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“Cute uniform. You said your group had graduated senior high. Does this happen to be for a graduation reshoot...or perhaps for a cosplay? I’m only asking because, on the form, the shot type was changed from ‘promotional’ to...’miscellaneous’? ...We’re mostly a ‘maternity’ studio so I just want to make sure everyone is of age.” the photo assistant inquired. At the “Phases of the Bump”, they were about as modern as it could get. In the summery year of 2013 and on Okinawa Island, things were about to progress for a quartet of young adults. The hearty females were moving forward with not only their education but their blossoming singing careers as well. One of them, the calm and composed Tojo Nozomi, had a different type of “growth” in mind for her friends. The purple-haired beauty rubbed the bracelet she purchased from a souvenir shop at Shirumichu, touching a charm that was a miniaturized caricature of the god called “Shinerikiyo”, of Ryukyuan mythology. She had visited the sacred site yesterday, knowing it was a “power spot”, a place where highly potent fertility energy was noted to congregate. The five-foot, two-inch lass was known to dabble in the occult but what wasn’t known was her perverted proclivity for pregnancy in general. She gave her companions the charms so they wouldn’t question why she went.

“Oh, of course. We all are. And, sorry about the last-second change. The shoot is for business...and pleasure.” Nozomi redressed, adjusting her gleamy waist-long locks. The slightly wavy pelt was separated into two tails, held together by a couple of coral scrunchies. Visibly, she couldn’t fault the employee for assuming she was younger but it was by a close margin. She was nineteen years old, having actually graduated high school about two months ago, clearing the confusion up with, “We’re going to a women’s college. I’ll be taking today’s session in uniform. I’m not certain if the others will. We figured it was best to do this individually but we can adjust to your needs too. We’re here for the rest of the week.” She smoothed out the pleated, light blue mini skirt, disguising the seemingly random flare of horniness. That morning came to mind, remembering her prayer for “the kind of growth we need” at the aforementioned sanctuary. Although her interest in the spiritual was more of a hobby, Tojo had a moderate inclination that she could indeed sense the invisible energies that weaved around the planet. It was pure intuition and though she hadn’t ever seen anything out of the ordinary, the various feelings she was having were poking her consciousness more than usual today. Her penny loafers shuffled with building nerves.

“No problem. It’s pretty normal for people to change their minds...a lot. You are capturing a moment for the rest of your life. It’s okay to be picky about the particulars. ...I still think the ‘promotional’ concept can work for what you have on. The set-up is ready, so let’s get to it. Just have your friends contact me later. It’s supposed to be a slow week, anyways. I’m Fumi, by the way.” the associate said, extending her limp dainty hand. Nozomi gently smirked and flaccidly shook it, noticing that her royal blue blazer felt a tad snug when she pulled her slim arm back. At the same time, she sensed what she perceived as an “explosion” of the energy, starting somewhere below her belly button. Her reserved personality kept the rush of titillation from physically surfacing, however, the sensation apparently behaved as painless contractions. As quickly as it receded, the faster it came back. As it chanced, her wincing yet adorable green-eyed facial expressions couldn’t be seen by the leading Fumi, them moving down a short hallway. They came to three doors, with one at the end and two on each side, Tojo following her into the righthand room. The set-up wasn’t complicated, consisting of a foldable V-Flat board, a cushioned stool held up by four wooden bars, and a circular reflector attached to a stand. “Take a seat. Just need to calibrate.”

What was meant to be a simple acknowledging “okay” came out much different than she intended. “O...kay!!” The word was split up, beginning as a banal muttering to a high-pitch, unduly exhilarated shriek. She saved face by pretending one of her loafers had accidentally slipped off, going as far as to complete the act with a stumble and a blush, awkwardly smiling at Fumi. “...Um, heh. Perhaps I need to uh, ‘check’ if the rest of my outfit will comply for the rest of the session?” For the formerly shy Tojo, this was one of the waking nightmares her social anxiety would craft but thankfully, the assistant was used to the self-conscious behavior, half-smiling back and pointing to the vanity dresser in the corner of the vividly lit space. She slid the shoe back on and took her time walking to the piece of furniture, attempting to contain the raging inferno in her knickers. Nozomi was an admitted pervert but in a spotty mischievous meaning of the term. An example was recalled, her thinking of the time she would “punish” her girlfriend, “Eli”, by grabbing her breasts from behind, in order to keep her centered on studying for exams. On a hunch, she gave her D-cups a squeeze, each handful cusping the tender teats. She stopped, wincing from a harder grip. Her big eyes inspected her delicate build in the mirror, noting a heavenly glow.

“Ready when you are, Miss. Don’t feel rushed, though.” Fumi called. The saving habit kicked in again, her nonchalantly fixing the bow that matched her irises. She focused, putting all of her willpower into ignoring the blundering bouts of arousal. With an adjustment of her long stockings, disregarding the sounds of threads ripping, she marched her ill-fitting self to the stool. Her decently wide hips touched it, waiting for further instruction from the photographer, suddenly feeling clammy, despite being in an air-conditioned room. The casually dressed woman in her twenties finished her calibrations and stated, “Let’s start off with your arms crossed...and a bright smile.”

“Like—...thi...s?!” she verbally fumbled. Once more, the two-word sentence was divided into three unevenly spaced syllables. In succession, the units of speech were paired with a series of bodily and wardrobe malfunctions. Initially, the first requested action was performed, Tojo crossing her arms, which appeared to trigger a most peculiar phenomenon, that being her bust going up a full cup size. She hadn’t wished for larger breasts in the past and wouldn’t mind showing her non-objection, nonetheless, she had the undivided attention of the amazed Fumi. She would also owe her a bottle of water, the top button of her blazer shooting across the space and knocking over the container to the floor with a splashing bonk. Her top had burst open but fortunately, the stretchy bikini top remained. The second request was nervously given, meeting the blank face of the associate, who somehow continued to stay professional. In truth, she was positively perplexed and didn’t know how to properly react, making two of them. This world wasn’t recognized as having any tangible force of magic so they were similarly intrigued, albeit in divergent ways. Nozomi couldn’t feel embarrassed just yet because the contracting lust had overwhelmingly overridden her dazzled senses. The third syllable was accompanied by this sensual wave, and as she perceived a stronger surge blooming from the dead center of her belly, her lower button tightened with pressure. “...Reschedule?”

“Yes, absolutely...well, unless...” Fumi came back with, trying to keep the relaxed air afloat but succumbing to superfluous pity, “We could turn this into a—” The easygoing efforts of both were punctually shot down, the locked forearms of hers bizarrely rising and the stressed fastener finally giving way to a pop that sent it as a projectile toward the employee. Ruefully, the bullet struck the lens of the camera, ricocheting to a spot unseen by either. Clothes and expensive equipment be damned, they were affixed to the big round belly of the radiant centerpiece. The distension looked as though she had skipped ten months of a full gestation in the blink of an eye. And, the peachy sheeny protrusion wasn’t anywhere near done with growing...or adding to the list of damages. Her upper limbs were still interlocked and as her ensemble suffered more, Nozomi was lightly patting the sides of her dilating mass, unconvinced of this upsurging reality. The mound widened, her insides fluttering with an assortment of biological and magical developments. She was tranced, uncrossing her groping hands as it surreally lurched in front of her, the encasing articles of clothing outwardly shrinking with the waves of increasing flesh dominating her form. Soon enough, there was more belly than there was
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