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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
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