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The crack of dawn peered over the hills that faced Tsutsukawa, the unincorporated small town of Ine, Japan. At the back door of its cultural center, the big bellies of the Expecting Souls gently filed out into the low-lit atmosphere. The ten-foot width and length of the exit wasn’t tested until the last and greatest-tummied of them came levitating through. The belly—that of the highly fertile Fukui Sakura—was approximately eight feet in both aforementioned measurements but the levitation put her tiny belly-top body about level with the top of the doorframe. She was lewdly indulging in the perspiring physicality of her recent power-up, the June heat doing a number on the outdated air conditioning of the building. Thus, the sweaty and heavily pregnant women were relieved to catch an early morning breeze, the cool air now passing over the first to greet the forestry outdoors—the least fertile Tsukamoto Akari. She was half as large as the flower-haired most and besides the minor relief from the wind, the Stalker got an ominous feeling as she peered through the thick leaves obstructing the field on the other side of the treeline. Her suspicion was disrupted with a high-pitched yelp from behind.

“Ahhh!! Dammit...that smarts.” Sakura grumbled.

Akari turned her four-foot mound as easily as her agonizing friend did, watching as Fukui grunt dramatically as her small figure came out from under the door head. The massive tum wobbled and pressed against the sides of the frame as she wiggled herself free of the belly and gravity magic that worked in opposition to her. It was an amusing and attractive sight to Tsukamoto, finding humor in that they had become much more gravid than the biggest of natural pregnancies—and in the span of thirty-six hours. She heard of the increase in multiples in the regular people of Japanese society but the ordinary folk weren’t ready for their significant gestations. Especially with Sakura, Hanako, and herself making such a ruckus last night. A policeman had already stopped by and despite the infatuation of the clerk, Tanaka, he insisted they depart before the authorities would investigate further. They agreed—needing to find where the Dragons had skittered off to. However, they needed to get their bearings, and bellies, straight before they could continue their quest.

“Whenever your head bump has healed, we’ll need the ‘tingling feeling’.” Akari put forth, being a little insensitive but rushing due to the sensation that was looming higher than Fukui’s belly, “...We’ll have to stay off the main roads. Looks like we’re going...hiking.”

Tsukamoto further demonstrated her impatience by displacing the brush in front of her with the breadth of her massive stomach, finding herself falling prey to the lewd indulgence that had distracted Sakura. Out of all her cute comrades, she was also the least inclined toward the pregnancy fetish they all seemed to share. However, that was the mindset she had before becoming instantly impregnated with what had to be a countless amount of offspring. Her view of the fetish was more inclined to the sub-niche that strictly dealt with just “pregnant sex”. She loved feeding the growing lives inside her and the progression of the belly but to her, two women engaging in the intimacy of both was the kinky chef’s kiss. Although she had her spicy way with Hanako yesterday evening, a part of her absolutely craved to taste the profuse flesh of Fukui. Her better judgment was telling her to scan the meadow but her perverted aspirations had her turning around again. The fact that the door-filling woman was naked from belly-bottom up activated that neuron.

“Sheesh! Screw it...” Sakura relented, flexing her cumbersome mass and creating cracks from the edges of the egress, “We’ll just use the ‘acts of growing bellies’ fund.”

Akari felt her panties dampen at the erotic spectacle of her tremendous-bellied and bare-bodied mate bursting the concrete. The wealth of belly that came heaving into the outside had them backing up from the unstoppable motion of the imposing abdomen. The back area was meant for an employee or two to have a relaxing cigarette from work and surely not to contain the occupancy of four greatly knocked up females. The reaction time of herself, Hanako, and Kanon was still on point—them using their athleticism to brave the prickly branches and quickly back-stepping themselves onto the edge of the field. Nonetheless, the full breadth of Fukui’s immense belly had them stepping further back, Tsukamoto stopping once she felt her heel touch water that wasn’t there a minute prior. She reluctantly rotated her distracting tum and saw exactly what she hoped wasn’t there. About fifty feet away were their adversaries—the Dragons.

“Hey, guys...I sense the Dragons are..." Sakura began, still obstructed in the treeline.

“...Nearby?” Akari finished, equipping her hand claw.

“Ohhh! Stop interrupting me!!”

Kawakami and Igarashi readied their respective spells—the former making a wall of phalanx shields and the latter amplifying her four senses. They were facing their male counterparts, their corresponding magic fighting styles and the Shards suggesting the notion forthright. The idea had been on the mind of Tsukamoto since she had returned from the night struggle at the Temple of the Ara-Mitama, and looking across the soggy grass, she could see there was a new member amongst the ranks of the assembled Dragons. In the middle, of course, was the noticeably taller and beefier Merritt—the leader they called Zero. He was as tall as his bearded and big-assed cohorts, the five-foot-six First and Second standing on either side of him. And standing behind them was who she assumed was the “Third”, who appeared to be a six-foot big-bellied fella, his slightly faded robe managing to cover the gut but hiding his face underneath its hood.

“Good morning, cute ones!” the Dragon Zero casually greeted, the bass in his vocals apparent.

“That’s a pretty good impression of that nerd ‘Merry’, Akari. But, you don’t have to be a jerk so ear...” Fukui trailed off, the great belly of hers audibly causing a small tree to break once she came into the clearing and the scene making her finish with, “...ly.”

The strongest sorcerer of each group stared each other down, the female parallel immediately assuming the possessed form she displayed the night before. Flower petals encircled her crimson-pink energized aura, the bright light and blossoms swathing her pulsating tum. Little bumps appeared over her exposed and lustrously humongous belly, the half-transformed Sakura rising steadily above the minorly quaking grounds. Her male parallel followed in suit, emanating his dark crimson aura and generating water spouts below each of his three men—Wada not in attendance. In a manner of speaking, the old forgetful Dragon was here—in spirit. The same went for Mizu.

“Stop calling us that!” Fukui asserted, her voice deeper but still retaining her personality, “Let’s end this right here and now. Just you and me, Merry. ...Or do you have to hide behind your cronies cause you’re too much of a pansy to hit a pregnant woman?”

Tsukamoto let out an inappropriate laugh—loving and amused by the assertive side of Sakura. The confidence in her haunting vocals gave her the gusto to ready a set of abilities, first using her go-to ability—casting devour on the water that had swamped the meadow. She knew Merritt could generate more of it but she figured it was best not to give him readily available ammunition for the water empowerment magicks he had gained. Based on his taller appearance, she and the rest of the Bearers surmised it, each of them feeling the heavier weight behind his manifested red spirit. For this reason, she hurried her liquid consumption, slurping away until Akari was twice her previous size. Temporarily, she had doubled her size and excusing the sensuality of having a belly that blocked all of her forward vision, she also activated “bulk up”, a skill that fortified her vitality and thus maintained her bigger form for the battle ahead.

“...Now, now. There is no point in provoking hostilities. We are beyond the need for trading punches like savages. ...No, especially to those as ‘special’ as you and I, Fukui Sakura. Our magic...” the formal Zero ominously declared, holding his hand out and showing his floating coin—spinning rapidly with orange electricity, “...is so teeming, it's begging to burst from us!”

The environmental atmosphere subtly changed and only Kanon noticed, the busty blonde yelling, “On guard! I can smell a great concentration of rain near...”

“...by.” Tsukamoto again finished.

The Dragons ascended higher on their spouts, forcing the grounded ladies to look up and behold the weather phenomenon happening in the hilly backdrop. A blackened rain cloud blotted the sky behind them and with a faster rotation of his coin, the area was soon blanketed in nimbus—the darkest cloud staying in place and depositing an overflowing column of water. As the raindrops fell, the respective optics of Igarashi and Akari spotted incoming streams from either side of the hill. The first of them struggled to think of a power in their skillset that could assist in the looming disaster this was about to become but the last of the sensory-focused pair was ready. She knew something was fishy when her devour ability wouldn’t stop its application. That indicated the object it was applied to hadn’t fully been coated in its yellow film and on instinct, she bulked up for the substantial attack that was evidently forthcoming.

“What are you up to?!” Fukui demanded to know, then deciding to see for herself by levitating her fantastic-bellied being and becoming level with the airborne Dragons, “...You wouldn’t dare!!”

By the distress in her reverberating tone, Tsukamoto knew her instinct was right and additionally applied “metabolic churn”. All three of her skills were primed, and looking at the increasing width of the hillside stream, she
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