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Osaka, Japan. The concrete wilderness was home to many of the biggest industries the island had to offer. If you were looking to aim high, the city offered opportunities for a wide array of reputable ambitions. Those who wanted to be a big-money player set their sights on the Securities Exchange, otherwise known as the stock market. For individuals who wanted to make it big in the music industry, most of them had dreams of selling out concert tickets at Osaka-jō Hall. What of those who aspired to be pregnant with an outrageous number of babies? The third major leading business in the giant municipality was coined as the “Gravid Wave”. It was a nationwide event that was trailblazed by an idol from the second category. The fantastically expectant diva that needed no introduction. Her orange hair, upbeat vocals, and inordinately enormous belly all formed the iconic images one would conjure when the name “Ishikawa Chiharu” was spoken. While she was responsible for inspiring the resurgence of life, magic, and commerce, this wasn’t her story. On this rather cold Friday in early February of 2020, the focus of this extraordinary tale will be a starry-eyed lady that goes by “Yazawa Mio”. The gorgeous blonde strived to immerse herself in the latter two groupings. Soon enough, all three would give her the call of a lifetime.

“You can go on ahead without me. I have an...um, errand to run. I should make it in time for the announcement. I’m sorry that I can’t be a ‘spotter’ for you. Try asking one of those cute boys that hang around the door. With that belly of yours, they won’t say no.” Mio remarked. She was speaking to her good mate, Yamamoto Kagami. The eighteen-year-old students were walking down the sidewalk, heading to a local hangout called Cafe de Kusunoki. It was a quaint little coffee bar they and the rest of their social circle frequented after they got out of school. However, today wasn’t going to be an ordinary day of sipping hot beverages and chatting about their lives. As Yazawa had stated, they were waiting for a very exciting piece of news. For now, our beautiful protagonist had something important to take care of. She had kept it to herself for a sound reason but Kagami knew without asking. Yamamoto could form a pretty spot-on guess just from the bazillions of times she caught her staring at the gloriously round belly. The crimson-haired friend of hers was bursting with pregnancy. So much so that even her hugely dilated breasts were blocking most of her forward vision, necessitating the aforesaid spotter.

“Oh, okay! You’re not wrong. Let’s hope I don’t squish them before I get to the door...” the redhead mentioned, grabbing the broad sides of her solidly lush womb. Mio, on other hand, knew of her badly-disguised depravity just from little comments like that...uttered ad nauseam. No slight amount of judgment could be cast, bearing in mind the saturation of bellies in any general cardinal direction. Kagami was a low-key pervert of ultimate proportions, but it was nothing compared to the level of her gravidity fetish. At this time, her panties were wetter than the rainiest month in Nippon. And that was from just looking at her wide-load of belly for the duration of walking one block. Yazawa couldn’t completely understand it, nonetheless, a seed had been planted. She had been gawking at her mate’s tum for weeks but the curiosity was related to her greatest aspiration. She looked at the time on her pink-cased smartphone and grimaced, glancing at the pathway that leads to her “errand”. Yamamoto saw this and left her with, “Don’t let me keep you. You kind of want to hurry. ‘She’ said she wants you live on video camera precisely at four o’clock. Um, you have six minutes. Go. Go!”

Mio didn’t need to be told twice. She had been working hard for this opportunity and even though all signs pointed to it being a sure thing, the insecure young adult was compelled to beseech a higher being. Her light and dark blue school uniform, for some reason, seemed “foreign” to her. One could make a joke about the British style of it, the attire consisting of a fancy blazer and a pleated skirt. The forty-four-degree temperature did little to cool the unsteady flame of her day-long suspense, which was amplified by her mad dash to the Sumiyoshi Taisha. Yazawa slowed her stride, knowing she had to enter the historic Shinto shrine with a calm presence. She stopped before the vermillion-painted “torii”, the gate that signified the passage from the secular world to the realm of the “kami”, their gods. The respectful woman took a few seconds to gather herself, wanting to appear her best in the face of whichever god chose to give her the luck she desperately sought. She adjusted her wavy mop of yellow locks, brushing the varying-sized bangs that framed her lovely visage. Considering the business she was trying to break into, her “Japanese girl next door” looks definitely helped.

-You might have to take a shortcut. This is cutting it close.- her anxiety said. She performed a quick bow and stepped into the shrine with her left foot. As Mio fast-walked to the nearest “temizuya”, she begrudgingly cursed her short height, standing at exactly five feet tall. Her hefty breasts bounced all the way to the water basin they were supposed to purify themselves in. The dainty fingers took the ladle and scooped up some of the cleansing waters. The meaty thighs of hers slapped together as she stood straight, washing a bit of over her left hand and then repeating the step with the right. Switching hands, a little was poured into her left, subsequently brought to her wideset mouth. After rinsing her thin-lipped trap, she washed the mitt that was used and then prepared for the final step by attempting to keep the dipper straight without losing the remainder of the dipped water. The problem was that, in her rush, muscle memory had already kept it level, so the rest was now a puddle on the ground. Her grey-blue pupils dilated bigger than Kagami’s chest once she realized the slip-up. Fundamentally, she had tainted the realm by not flushing the ladle touched by her unclean mortal energy.

-...Close enough.- she reasoned, putting the special spoon back. Her curvy anatomy sheepishly paced to the Third Shrine, hoping nobody had seen it. No one in the crowded place did but a certain big-bellied kami had. The clock was winding down and guilt made her throw in a couple of one-thousand yen notes into the offering box, followed up with two bows. Afterward, she clapped her hands twice, making certain the right was lower than the left. She was skating on thin ice so the penultimate part of the ritual had to be abided by. Mio has no talent with sorcery but she had heard of wild stories of deities stepping in to give magicless humans a chance at experiencing the wish-granting power of their extraordinary abilities. A more recent account that kindled this last-minute prayer was the amazing “growth” of a regular human, “Isozaki Rei”, becoming immensely parturient. The “Jūryoku-sama” of Tokyo had acquired her giant belly without having any latent magical ability either. Although Yazawa was mildly interested in that aspect, she was more concerned about the “stage presence” Chiharu was adamant about. -Please hear me, great kami. ...I want to make it big in the idol industry.-
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