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Some days after the defeat of Naraku, the fresh eighteen-year-old adult called Michiru Kururugi had returned to the modern era of 1996. Although the evil spider yokai was a persistent antagonist for the young Shikigami wielder, his story mainly centered around the priestess Kakuju and their creation, Utsugi. Long story short, they too had been put to rest. With the enemies gone, he and the band of demon-slaying comrades that helped him had gone their separate ways. He missed them all, but one in particular left him feeling hollow:

“Sango...my love. I will get back to you.”

During his adventurous journey, he developed a close, romantic bond with the beautiful demon slayer. Despite her only being a year older than him, he looked up to her in a few respects. Of course, before meeting her, he was a regular everyday Japanese high school student. After wielding the elemental magic of the Shikigami, he was stronger and more self-assured. Nevertheless, whatever strength he gained from fighting demons from five centuries ago was starting to wane without the presence of his “rock”, Sango.

“I think I’m starting to forget what she looks like...” he worryingly said to himself as he rifled through a junk drawer.

He wasn’t. But his increasing anxiety was telling him otherwise. As always, he stopped for a minute and closed his wavering eyes. The pretty mental picture of her immediately came to him but his scatter-brained mind lost it as quick. He started with the background to anchor him first. The memory stuck with him because he remembered it as the first time he started to fall in love with her. They were traveling through the woods, and he thought he heard a concerning sound. He turned around to promptly realize it was just Kilala stepping on a branch. The cute nekomata was unaware of him looking at her and nor was her faithful partner, Sango.

“Maybe I should hire an artist to draw this memory in my head. Seeing as...I may not...s-see her again.” he continued to say aloud.

His last statement had him choked up with sorrowful emotion. Once again, he didn’t have a solid reason to believe in the sad possibility...but the same was true of vice versa. Either way couldn’t be weighed on, because right now, it all depended on if he could get into contact with Kagome Higurashi. She was much more experienced than he was when it came to coming and going to the feudal era. He specifically remembered her talking about something known as the Bone-Eater's Well. He had actually been transported by the means of an etched pentagram in his family’s storage shed. Naturally, and desperately, that was what he checked first. To his dismay, it was gone.

“Higurashi...that kind of sounds familiar. ...Wait! The TownPages!” he happily resolved.

TownPages was the Japanese equivalent of the Yellow Pages in America and with some luck, he might find the pretty black-haired girl that would lead him to the even prettier black-haired woman. He pulled the drawer all the way out and fortunately found the slightly bent and incredibly used booklet in the back. Not caring if he got a papercut, he rapidly flipped through the pages until he got to the H section. To his wider fortune, there weren’t many with the Higurashi surname. He then recalled that Kagome mentioned living in a shrine. His dry throat screeched when he saw the two words he wanted to see, tearing out the section for the “Higurashi Shrine”, and bolting out the door in a flash. As he dashed for the nearest bus, the complete picture of Sango came to him as clear as the blue sky above him. With her gigantic boomerang weapon, Hiraikotsu, on her back, Sango was dressed in her traveling outfit, a magenta and light pink kimono. A black sash kept her trim waist secured and out of everything in the mental image, he centered on her nice soft-looking belly the most.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Good luck!!” the supportive, cheery voice of Kagome yelled down to him.

Michiru was happy to reunite with the helpful Higurashi, however, the man in love had priorities. Even the mystical blue energies swirling around as he fell towards the white ball of light that served as the portal to the past. After fighting all sorts of demons, he was undeterred by the world he viewed as hostile. He came out the other side, literally hitting the ground running. He came massively unprepared but luckily, the nearest village he found remembered him—Inyuyasha and the gang having saved them from an attack. In fact, this was Kaede's village. They were happy to point him in the right direction, which was thankfully not far. On the outskirts, he was informed that Sango had retired from demon slaying and was living by herself in a house she built with her two hands. Since it had been less than a week, the dwelling was rather basic. A small one-roomed home with a straw roof. As he approached it, his sentiment swelled.

-Just like we talked about...- he inwardly fawned.

On the night before the final battles with the aforementioned antagonists, they were cuddling together near the fire and discussed what they desired to do if they survived. Michiru let Sango tell hers first, thinking she would want to stay here, and in some capacity, continue to protect the villagers with her skills, including her brother Kohaku. His desire was similar, seeking to go home, but only with her by his side. He was reluctant about staying in the feudal era but in the end, he would go wherever she was, even if that meant living inside a volcano. To his surprise, she actually wanted to start “anew”, laying aside her duty as a warrior, and have a:

“Family...” he said aloud, the thought brought out of him as he spotted her Hiraikotsu.

The gigantic boomerang was split in half, the two pieces lying on the ground. Before he could fear the worst, he heard:

“...Michiru?”

He looked up to see his beautiful lover, dressed in the same kimono. Despite his heart fluttering madly, he noticed spilled rice on her green mo-bakama. Her glistening, open-mouthed face had a few pieces on her face and judging by the several empty bowls on the table behind her, it looked as though she might have found a “side desire”. She never looked more beautiful to him than she did now.

“Sango!!!” he blurted with relieved elation, running straight to her.

She did the same, the two lovers meeting in a spinning embrace. They kissed each other a handful of times, the thought of never seeing each other again wonderfully erased with their joyful reunion. As they held one another tightly, he felt the solid yet small pot belly she had underneath her clothes. It wasn’t big enough to be seen from the distance they were at, yet its soft doughy texture was against his flat waist. And he found himself rather enjoying the feeling of her little food baby. This was all they wanted, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t have more. As they hugged in comfortable silence, Sango blushed, pushing her belly out. She enjoyed it too. Maybe more so.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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A month then passed after the couple consummated their relationship in that tiny home of hers. They made love for the first time and although it was cold on that sweet October night, they didn’t care about anything but being in each other’s warm arms. During pillow talk, Sango addressed the three burning questions on his mind. The first of which was the state of her broken boomerang and the second being where Kohaku was. Both inquiries could be answered with the same story. Evidently, the younger brother was living with her up until the day before Michiru’s arrival. The great evil had been vanquished but the mental damage Naraku had afflicted upon Kohaku was heavy. Kohaku was dealing with, at least, immense survivor’s guilt and PTSD. His older sister would always protect him, including healing not only the mental wounds but the physical ones. In a surprising move toward self-betterment, the slayer desired to fight the demons of his mind by himself. He knew his doting sibling would attempt to be everything for him...and that’s why they needed to part.

-...I wonder how Kohaku’s doing. Surely, he can visit through the well too. Apparently, only Kagome was allowed to pass through it. I prayed to the gods when I brought Sango through. ...Whatever the case, I hope he’s happy...and healing.- Michiru inwardly reflected.

Back in the present time, he was walking through one of the halls of his family’s shrine. Michiru was moving slowly, and that was because he was carrying probably a quarter of weight in takeout from KFC. Today was November the 23rd, otherwise known as Thanksgiving. The holiday wasn’t celebrated in the over-the-top American way, with parades and sports events, but they indeed participate in the excuse to stuff your belly with as much food as you can take. As expected, Sango had troubles adjusting to the modern era, however, she didn’t have a problem with—in her hungry eyes—the seemingly endless abundance of grub. The ease of access to something she was used to tirelessly hunting and procuring astounded her the most. The concept of restaurants wasn’t foreign to her but the fast-food types were. It took him two weeks to convince her that a hot, crispy meal made in five minutes or less wasn’t a product of any “magic” her era was plethora’d with. Her suspicion aside, she appeared to love the result it had on her figure.
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