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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.
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