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The evening sun casts a warm glow upon a quiet lane of cottages, its suburban district sitting two blocks behind the village green of the mid-sized settlement. It was as ordinary as any medieval society but had the marks of moving into the inevitability of industrial mechanics, mostly noted by the gigantic steam plough that sat on the opposing northern part of town. The residents were mostly farmers and fur traders, evidenced by the endless fields of crops encircling the thousand-people-strong residence. And furthermore, by the widespread creature-filled forests that encompassed the total settled land. The plentiful resources and relative isolation of the location made it the target of bandits and thieves. They had a respectable militia of fighters that kept the threat of raids at bay, however, they didn’t have the numbers to keep the constant shrinkage to a minimum. Due to this, they hired bounty hunters and magicians alike to curb the ever-fluctuating troubles to their small economy. This dance ebbed and flowed, the people recently harvesting a surplus of goods that came at the end of a period of intense bloodshed. They hadn’t seen much of the fighting. In part, that was thanks to the efforts of a huntswoman who went by the name of “Aelynn Cloud”, a well-proportioned and arduous human that was an out-of-place jewel.

“Better hurry...or that pestering mage will come.” she muttered. Her thick wavy mane of natural black hair stayed in place as she scanned the road ahead and behind, thankful that dusk had brought all of the villagers inside their quaint homes. She moved as fast as she could, which resulted in an ungainly limping across the dirt path that led to her front door. In terms of favorable “gaining”, her stacked yet soft physique exuded an alluring but daunting appearance. The unwashed state of her face didn’t take away from her almost wild beauty, exemplified with wide eyes and a big-lipped mouth that could dehydrate a fruit in two seconds flat. Her fat breasts were begging for air, trapped in the tight enclosure of her scarlet brigandine, its leather shoulder straps joining its upper-torso brothers in their outcry for mercy. Her slightly tanned skin peeked out of the stretched middle seam, garnering the attention of men from the village and also those she regularly sent scattering in emasculating embarrassment. Although brave, she was still a mortal with limitations and the last few days had tested the chipped bastard sword in her scabbard. Her fairly broad hips rocked to the right as she unfastened the sheath from her strained belt. In hurried succession, she placed a booted foot on the unlocked wooden door, pushing it open with a suppressed grunt.

“Ah, sweet freedom.” she quipped, stepping in with a limp and using the good shapely leg to slam the egress close. The blade and brigandine were haplessly tossed onto the table to her left, clunking and shifting with its weighty contents. Much like the settling of her liberated knockers, the round pillows resting on her central ribcage. They remained covered by a loose-fitting undershirt, its gray color and linen material causing her to comfortably ease into a post-hunting comedown. She found the feeling fleeting, reminded of the toll her extensive series of battles had taken on her tough exterior, Aelynn wincing once she saw the large bruise on her minorly distended potbelly. The injury came from a cheap shot. One of her mark’s cronies had dealt it while she was clashing steel with his now beheaded boss. She further contrived herself by side-stepping an elbow into the injurer, pulling the muscles that connected her thick thigh to her kneecap. Truthfully, she didn’t note the hard blow until the “high” of the fight had passed, happening about halfway through her short trek back home. Fortunately, a pleasant mage caught her limping pace and offered a potion that would give her the “exact relief” she was looking for. The odd comment was ignored, her recalling the uncertainty she felt with his demeanor. He was a little too kind.

“Erk...fucker it all. A...g-good night’s sleep should...AH!” she belabored, the irony cutting her off. Cloud resigned to taking at least a sip of the deep purple liquid in a glass, oval-shaped container. But, not before completing a stumbling rendition of her nightly routine, taking the potion out of its pouch and hopping to the wash basin. She peeled off the pullover and then steadied herself on the edge of the counter, tenderly cleaning the dried blood and grime. As she did, her leather chausses gruntily slipped down her toned lower limbs with the other hand. She gently sat on the surface, fond of the visual sensation of seeing the thighs spread, but not lose their luscious thickness. Aelynn would have no clue what a sexual fixation was but if she did, it would be a budding interest in the blunt fullness of her body parts. Rather, the swelling of stuffing herself with a good feast and then the subsequent burning of the accumulation. She liked to eat yet wasn’t a foodie. Her unconscious fascination was with the bloating of her supple brawn and the utter exertion it would take to trim that down. The fluctuation was trite, usually causing a physical version of the phrase “one step forward and two steps backs.” In that, her constant train of absorbing nutrition and building muscle mass exceeded any weight lost through the cardio of travel.

“These wounds won’t cure overnight. And I abhor seeing Leofwine for longer than half a moment...” she mumbled, referring to the “pestering” mage that served as the village apothecary. The young magician had an infatuation with Cloud, having developed over her numerous visits for one wound or the other. He loved sharing the secrets of his curing craft. And, her disinterested demeanor was totally missed by the chatty bloke. The memory of their last “talk” made her unhesitatingly plop the rag into the basin and grab the blue elixir. Its cork hit the floorboards below, Aelynn carefully tipping a small amount of the violet liquid back into her dry mouth. A droplet of the refreshing drink touched her tongue before she decided to take it upstairs, the weariness of not sleeping for over forty-eight hours catching up with her. She slipped her scrubbed loins on, the chilly air of the ending Fall season seeping through the cracks of her home. She kept an attentive eye on the concoction, being careful to not take any sudden movements, and finding herself liking the miniscule yet invigorating taste of it. Though it was moderate, she was already sensing an overall reduction of her wounded and tired condition. Nevertheless, the hopping ascension of the spiral steps took away that alleviation, making her vision blur as she went to her bed, practically melting into the wool-stuffed mattress. She sat on the bedding, mentally swimming between idle comfort and sleep.

“One more sip should do it. Just in case this is poison.” she resolved, and quickly swallowed just that. Her sight faded, Aelynn going in and out of consciousness as she stared at her reflection in a lengthy dirty mirror. She had pilfered the item from a former noble who had foolhardy aspirations to be an outlaw and smartly gave up the dream after meeting her tooth-breaking backhand. A passing warmth in the pit of her stomach made a palm rub the squishy belly, the lethargic female spreading her averagely tall but heavily set body across the length of her bedspring. Her ravishing head drifted to the direction of the looking glass, slumber taking her just prior to noticing the splotch shade of purple-hued sorcery appearing on the tip of her nose. The lower portion of her torso also billowed with expansion.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Bigger...” she softly whispered. Aelynn was in the luling transition to consciousness, the mystifying changes happening to her vitalized anatomy arousing her out of the short rest. She bolted upright, surprised by the fluidity of the motion, and finding her fingers going to the hem of her shirt, which felt somewhat snug. It was lifted, her evergreen irises dilating at the significant decrease of her unsightly bruise. In its discolored place was a slight yet attractive bloating of her abdomen, her eyes achieving a bigger dilation. She did note the lingering sluggishness but attributed that to abruptly waking up. In consideration of the oil left in her lantern, she estimated that she couldn’t have been asleep for no more than an hour. Thus, she was in the refreshing state of what would be known as a “perfect nap”, and it was doubled by the effects of her mystery medicine. In immediate impulse, the elated woman swung her thicker legs over to the floor and though her hand was reaching for the potion, her bulging sights stopped Cloud from grasping it. The reflected image of her face almost busted an optical blood vessel, the transforming babe taking in the complete dark purple shade of its unusual pigmentation. It was unusually provocative to her as well, her shaking fingertips touching it in disbelief. Then, the spoiling flare of doubt came.

“...I might have to see Leofwine, after all. This can’t be...good? Though...I do feel better than good. In fact, I feel...rather rand.” she admitted, a flushing of her cheeks unseen underneath the dark blue skin of her amorous visage. Aelynn wasn’t fibbing either. Instead of worry overriding her judgment, she was genuinely enamored by the coloration, her loins stirring the longer she gazed. A rough barked hand of hers was making its way to her crotch but an involuntary adjustment of her left leg put the flaring doubt back in mental first place. The pain wasn’t close to what it was sixty minutes ago but it was enough for her to reconsider the situation. More willingly, a continuation of the notion she had after waking. If one sip was sufficient to heal her this swiftly, then common sense told her that it would behoove her to gulp down “maybe” a couple more swigs. Her lips wrapped around the spout of the bottle, and down went two sizable swallows of the sweet juice. Its flavor galvanized her taste buds, somehow more palatable than before. Again, she was washed in the relieving sensation it reactivated, feeling the walls of her stomach alight with the fast absorption of the enchanting energies of its infused sorcery. As her eyes rolled back in pleasure, the contusion disappeared and a prominent pulsing shuddered her waistline.

“Ohh...gods, what the devil was...that...” she questioned, breathless at the bodily phenomena. Presently, her downcasted optics were mesmerized by the simultaneous occurrences, firstly drawn to the rounding distention of her belly. The swelling was slow, ample for her to appreciate every millimeter of added mass. The trimming of her pullover rose in submission to the dominating paunch. Her digits were sultry seconds from prodding it, and at the same rate, the “bluening” of its stretching skin had her panting with questionable wonderment. At that tantalizing instance, all she wanted was...more. The fulfilling elixir was greedily guzzled, electrifying her internal framework with an enthralling saturation of its energy. She swilled the last of its empowering solution, dropping the container to the floor and standing up with her prickly feet. The vertical bolt up was met with a blurring of her eyesight, instinctively sticking her meaty arms out to counterbalance the change in equilibrium. A wave of overwhelming nausea hit the bottom of the once hollow organ, her bloated middle ceasing its expanding charge against her steadily tightening gray garment. Her thumbs and other adjoining fingers clasped the biceps, the forearms protectively hugging her abdominal unease. In the next shallow breath, her vision reluctantly returned.

“Whoa...oh no. My face was fine but I don’t know about the...tum.” she remarked, the hormones consistently breeding uncertain thoughts. With a who-knows-how-long pause, the string of developments was visually considered, her crossed arms resting on the slight shelf of her stomach. A blot of violet had appeared on the creeping sphere, centered on her dyed and vanishing navel. The mirror was muddled with dust so only her magnifying midsection was in view. It was clear enough to realize the inflation was happening to other areas, namely her thighs and wider, equally sheeny biceps. At the moment, she was fond of her new immensity but less so with the pigment. Initially, she believed it was a temporary side effect, however, the second splotching swung her back into concern. Yet, the pendulum was caught in mid-swing when she noticed the absence of the formerly yellow bruise. Moreover, her upper limbs were unfolded in inspection of the minor scratches she remembered seeing in her all-body cleaning from earlier. The greener irises of Aelynn never left the reflection, twisting her limber joints in suspicious examination of the minor lacerations and seeing...none. In an obsessive recheck, she was further shocked to discover the most peculiar of the missing wounds, that being an old scar on her neck.

“This is...too good. It can’t be real.” she said out loud, unable to contain her verbal fascination. Cloud had squatted and moved closer to the reflected image, tracing her untrimmed fingernails over the spot of her bygone five-inch blemish. The deep purple magic had cured every external and internal injury, including the imperfections of the past. This, the big belly, and everything in betwixt had her ignorant warrior mind swamped with disbelief, lust, and all else, causing her to nod out of consciousness. ...Blue bled across her pulsing tum.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“...Big—...GER?!” she blurted. This time “around”, she was aroused out of semi-sleep by the hair-raising ripple coming from the core of her changing being. Its sense-awakening weight was as strong as the booming volume it produced, her spine straightening in lecherous surrender and hands searching for something that could ground her out of these kaleidoscopic circumstances. Aelynn wouldn’t find the reality she was looking for, her palms almost magnetically planting upon a belly that made her look like she was expecting two very heavy children. Since no male could reach her with their swords, much with less their fleshly spears, she doubted that pregnancy was in the list of possibilities. As she felt her shirt cinch the lower and upper orbs of inflated might, Cloud was convinced she had been mad at the wrong magician. The complication that came with the emotion was that although she was righteously furious at the unexpectancy of it, she couldn’t deny the incredibly lewd reaction. On cue, her nerve-endings were ignited with the sexual heat, her peepers and heart throbbing at the sight of her abdomen overtaking the width of the looking glass. The blaring gurgle sound had settled and was sensually replaced with steady growth, the flax threads of her top and bottom garments letting out their silent scream.
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