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The year was 1850, well into the late modern period of history. Across the world, many nations had undergone their respective ideological and political revolutions. The Americans had achieved independence, and the French had overthrown their monarchy. In a broader scope, the United States and Europe were swept up in the transitional reliance on machines. While changes were happening in every layer of society, there was one aspect that would remain the way it always had been. Magic was the same as the numerous realms that utilized it. It was a multifarious force that had no will of its own, weaved by the hands of those with conflicting and overlapping desires. A trio of bright-eyed and adventurous women was allied in their objective, but separately, they weren’t confined to any personal yearnings. They were too young to know what they wanted. The mission was all that mattered. Having said that, it was essential to consider that they hadn’t been enticed by the prospects certain spells offered, including the pregnancy-granting talisman below them.

“Right...here. Don’t go outside of the circle. Not like the last time. If you’re one centimeter off, then it's drafferth for all of us.” Arwyn Tantathryl forewarned.

The adorable redheaded elf was the star of the show. The twenty-two-year-old chipper archaeologist hailed from Wales, far from their current location. They were in a territory of the United Kingdom designated as Scotland. Specifically, the bustling city of Glasgow. She wasn’t entirely concerned about relations between the constituent countries. Unintentionally, it made her the perfect choice to spearhead this potentially dangerous expedition. Her unique charm extended past her country of origin. Physically, she was exceptionally lush. The stunner could have been married into a high-standing household. Even so, her looks matched her brains. She was of standard height and sported an outfit that befitted her occupation. The tan, button-up shirt had its long sleeves rolled up due to the peak humidity of the early August heat, a sheen of perspiration showcasing her relatively large bust.

“Sod it. No one is around, and it’s a sizzler tonight.” Arwyn remarked, unbuttoning her top.

The round orbs stayed in place, half-covered by the now untethered flaps of her blouse. Furthermore, she wasn’t wearing a bra, an indication of her diminished feminine outlook. Even her body agreed, widely set, and more athletic than most females in her age group. A few years ago, her Kiwi grandmother commented that she had, “Hips that could carry a thousand children.”

Although it was intended as a compliment, she took it with some disinclination. She couldn’t deny that it was flattering, though she aspired to be known for her professional accomplishments. Regardless, she had confessed to using her alluring features to advance the afore-described. Her stocky legs, scantily shielded by kneehigh boots and a mini-skirt, spread apart as she readied to perform some stretches. Firstly, she tucked a strand of her thick and dark orange hair behind a pointed ear. The mane was as big as her personality, styled into two long pigtails, held in place by blue jewel-encrusted clasps.

Arwyn’s grey eyes then took note of the other full elf of the party, catching the woman looking at her half-exposed breasts. It wasn’t the first time she had caught Fiona Blackwood in the act of perversion...and she didn’t mind it. The eighteen-year-old Canadian was a breath of fresh air, in assorted respects of the phrase. For one, she was a budding and proficient Elementalist. She was the youngest of them and counterbalanced her inexperience with magical prowess. It also didn’t hurt that she was a looker. The six-foot-tall deviant was a mark of natural beauty, dressed in an attire that underlined her humble background. She was faking an inspection of her plain black corset, the highly fleshy bosom perched on top of the tight garment. The rest of her was as slender as the tiny waist that was wrapped in a carmine-colored double bustle skirt. Her long legs, enveloped by mid-thigh waders, trodded over to the article of interest.

Fiona reset her blue steel wired spectacles and asked, “Are you sure you don’t need me to spark it? On a night like this, it’s nothing.”

Tantathryl, in a quick change of irony, practically didn’t heed the query, staring at Fiona’s lengthy and chestnut brown locks that dangled down the complete length of her lofty physique. Even though her head of tresses was enrapturing, she was drawn to their similar facial structure. It was like gazing at a mirror, noting her dainty nose, strong jawline, and larger than life lime-tinted eyeballs. As for the subject at hand, she was referring to the granite-made, inscribed cone they had purchased when making landfall in Glasgow this morning. It was a magically-infused item called a “rune”. Arwyn thought of an answer to the question, however, the short-tempered third member of their circle did it for her.

The beautiful and classy Liliana Starspyre was sitting on a nearby log, snacking on a Japanese sweet known as a dango. Unlike them, she was a half-elf, who was greatly invested in discovering her elven genealogical roots. She expressed her authority on the matter by saying, “Do it the proper way. That little bugger cost as much as the boat ride to get here. We can’t risk it.”

Liliana was a true Brit, born in a noble family from England. Her status as a princess afforded many opportunities, mainly made possible from the substantial wealth she was allotted. Much of it was used to finance the sundry archaeological enterprises of Arwyn. Magic-wise, she was second to Fiona. Her utility lay in her cleric abilities, trained as an intermediate healer. Looking at her, you wouldn’t guess she was either blue-blooded or a curer. She hid in plain sight, clothed in a commoner’s ensemble. Despite showing half of her skin, she had more clothes on than everybody here. Her inexpensive loafers tapped the grass as she finished off the snack, the chocolate-haired lady fixing her pink stockings. From there, the article of clothing came just below a sapphire blue and flared skirt that sheltered her extra plump thighs.

“Bloody sweet soy sauce...” the aristocrat vented, licking her finger and trying to clean the stain on her pullover. It was a white and form-fitting tunic with a half-zip that revealed the deep cleavage of her huge tits, the biggest of the three. “That’s what I get for worry-eating.” Liliana self-scolded, standing up to her short stature.

In terms of body type, she was somewhere in the middle. Beside the thigh and chest area, she was healthily built, thanks to her pampered lifestyle and rampant sweet tooth. Starspyre adjusted the royal blue ribbon ties that secured her two bushy bunches of straight ringlets. The other part of the soft pelt hung to the extent of her torso. The financial backer of this straightforward venture paced to the spot, joining her mates in starting this excavation.

Arwyn considered the rune with reluctance, skeptical of her skill with sorcery. Her specialty was what they dubbed as “precision tracing spellwork”. In short, she essentially drew corporeal lines that were employed for a number of applications. Tantathryl made use of it for two practical purposes. Primarily, it was implemented as a method for mapping hidden structures. Tonight, she was experimenting with a new technique. One that was making her unconsciously protect her belly with an arm.

“What’s the holdup, Arwyn? If you’re worried about making too much noise, the local village has been notified. For some bizarre reason, I had multiple pregnant women thank me after the officials made the announcement. The barmy birds nearly choked the wind out of me with all of those...belly-filled embraces.” Lilianna put forth, somewhat bothered.

Arwyn concurred with every facet of the statement and was held in place by the uncertainty with both observations. She wasn’t troubled by the clamor this would give rise to, rather her ability to make it work. Admittedly, she was the weakest when it came to magical aptitude. Whilst her peers were chatting about whatever schools of wizardry they were accepted in, Tantathryl chose a path that left little room to study magicks. She and Liliana were from completely different worlds, yet the itch to uncover their supernatural bloodline brought them together. Moreover, they shared a common ancestor, that being the ancient and overly fertile race that was known as the “Genius Cucullatus”.
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