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Addie Cuttenclip, a diminutive Quadling, was walking along the streets of the Emerald City. She was the spitting image of her deceased mother, the former Queen of the Cuttenclips. Besides her four-foot height and delicate features, what stuck out most was her honeycomb hair, roseate cheeks, and teeth as white as snow. In this multicultural metropolis, the citizens lived a mostly ordinary life. The facets that stood out were two decrees by the Emerald Judge herself. The first was the "Abundance Act". To sum it up, it meant the residents who resided in the city had to constantly work for the overproduction of food. The reasoning for this was because of a horrid famine that occurred twenty-five years ago.

It was discovered that the Phanfasms, who produced a majority of the sustenance, had faked the initial disaster that led to the starvation in the first place. It was also revealed the magic they employed was much stronger than conveyed. The wild creatures lived on the Mountain of Phantastico and from the outside, it appeared like a wasteland of rocks. In reality, it was a camouflage over one of the most opulent cities you would ever lay eyes on. Furthermore, when the Judge's forces assaulted the stronghold, it was shown they'd been hoarding provisions that could feed the whole continent.

The "Long Famine" that had lasted five years was brought to an end and the Good Witch of the West was crowned as the new Judge. It was an unprecedented move, seeing as the Cardinal Witches usually served as protectors, not rulers. However, it was an unorthodox time period, so the people readily accepted it. They were so desperate for order that all sides were willing to break the rules to restore peace among the four lands. The next two decades saw a return to normalcy, except with a few tweaks. The aforementioned was simply put. All of the major cities were willing to avert another scarcity, so they all worked hard to contribute to the Great Vault.

Its location was unknown to everyone except the Judge. They had to avoid any possibility of the selfish behavior that had birthed this. The populace couldn't agree on a better person than the savior of this troubling time. To further prevent it, the second decree was that no one could grow their stomach past a certain point. Pregnancy had to be factored in and so did multiples, so it was never anything past a woman carrying twins. The long history of this world never saw a mother going past that, but as with the events that had transpired, a change could come at any moment.

"You're sure it won't be a problem, right?" Sasha Bluestein inquired.

Addie was walking beside her best friend, the beautiful and expectant babe that was carrying triplets in her ripe belly. "I told you. It'll be fine. You're the first of your kind. We're being honest...and plus I'm sure she knew my mother. Even though we lived in the South, she frequented the West quite a bit." Cuttenclip reassured.

She was banking on the clout of her family name, seeing as they had a solid reputation. Her mother had a relationship with Glinda, the Good Witch of the South. The independent ward was impressed with the paper dolls she made and gave her magic stationary. Anything she would cut out of it would come to life. It brought much happiness to the surrounding communities, so her services were requested by the Western territories.

"What if that's what gets me...you know. I should have come forward earlier." the fertile humanoid fraughted.

The short-statured Addie sighed, detesting this part of her personality. Sasha was a Flutterbudget, a peculiar group of people who worried over the most trivial of matters. Granted, her case was something to be concerned about, but it was making their most irksome traits occur worse.

"Maybe if I lose some weight. We could come back. It might sit better." Sasha added.

The Quad had enough, grabbing her and forcing the worrywart to turn to her, even though she got a face full of her belly. "If if if! If this! If that! What if I jump in that puddle forty times? Seriously, you've got to cool it. This kind of thinking doesn't help!" Addie fervently reasoned.

They said the word regularly and she'd been speaking it all the time lately. The dejection on the gravid person's face made her feel she had gone a little too far.

"...I'm sorry. It's just...well, you've seen what happens." Bluestein lamented.

The tiny, yet confident lass consoled her with an embrace, kissing the distention as well and said, "Be calm. Go back to worrying about stuff that'll never happen. Like when you told me the rain would melt your house."

The Flutter's eyes widened, apparently forgetting about that silly fear.

"Ahem, excuse me!" a mousy voice called out.

They turned to see a three-foot Munchkin, holding a covered serving tray. He was dressed in their usual frilly, all blue servant getup. He removed the cover and showed a single chocolate kiss. "From the Judge. She says to eat it right away. She'll be with you shortly." the high-pitched man told.
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