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This tale takes place shortly before the end of the fourteenth century, in the landlocked country of Belarus. It was the tumultuous year of 1388. I was a young mage and also a lowly vassal. With the unification of Lithuania and Poland, our land became under the rule of the former. I was a peasant and thought it couldn't get any worse. We were still under the Orthodox Church but were reduced to serfdom. That isn't the part I want to talk about, though. The Grand Duchy gave us an equitable amount of autonomy. The true enslaver of this story was a woman simply known as "Viera".

To this day, I couldn't tell you where she came from or anything that resulted in how powerful she was once I came in contact with her. When I refer to her capacity, I mean her great prowess with magic. Her emergence came during a period when the natives were in a low place and were susceptible to manipulation. I was one of them. I couldn't perceive it then, but as I'm writing this in our historical texts, I can understand she was recruiting peddlers rather than soldiers for a noble cause. The call for rebellion never came to fruition, because it wasn't for our nation. It was all for her. Namely, for her mighty belly that defied all imagination.

Twenty-four years have passed since the inception of her rise to power and only two after the fall from it. Some of you who are reading this know of the latter, and how brief that was in the lengthy background of our realm. So, you may ask: Why tell of this lesser-known sorceress? To that I say a plain answer: We must learn from the mistakes of those who came before this.

I'm sure you have heard this several times in your life, but this chronicle of the dangers of overusing our mystical arts is one that can't be forgotten. I must state that I'm not a historian. My position in the enclave is immaterial and even if I said it, you would probably dismiss this altogether. However, I care not about the reputation that precedes me. If anything, my standing in our community is a consequence of being involved with the person known as the "Dark Gormandizer".

...I think I have your undivided attention now. As I said earlier, her bloody end at the Battle of Grunwald was memorable. It had no impact on the greater offensive, more as an out-of-place occurrence. I spoke of this to some acolytes and presently, I know it has become a faded memory. I'm certain there won't be another like her but with humanity's appetite for authority, I feel this is all the same. Let's start from the beginning.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Mikola, I know you wouldn't be here without good news. Seeing as how you failed me last time, I would like to think you wouldn't dare step into my quarters with something less than absolute success." Viera announced to the meek man standing at her door.

He removed the hood of the cloak to reveal his emaciated face, plastered with discomposure. Although, his facial expression wasn't formed from any kind of failure. In truth, he had succeeded in the quest this sultry sibyl gave him. His fright was attributed to the pervasive aura of his master. A considerable part of that was her intoxicating attractiveness. She was taller than most females...and males. At six feet, two inches, she was already an intimidating presence. Despite the stature, she was more womanly than any queen that had come before her. Long dark purple locks hung past her strong, beautiful face and rested on the large orbs of fat that protruded from her chest. Her physique was mostly slender, except for the eye-popping hips that were broad enough to birth many children with no issue. The clothing matched her hair and was a form-fitting onesie that showcased these alluring features, completed with a black cape that was secured with grey fasteners on her wide shoulders.

He got on one knee, lowered his head, and said, "You are right, my master. Your new servants are waiting at Maladziečna."

He was immediately brought upright, controlled by a spell akin to psychokinesis. In actuality, it was the consequence of a staunch blood ritual. Once he pledged allegiance to the black temptress, a ceremony was enacted that, according to her, would, "Mark you as a soldier of the righteous army."

Remembering that made him realize why she was setting him straight at the moment. Her arm was outstretched, palm facing him with a red outline of energy emitting from it. She shook her head with disappointment, quietly uttering, "This is dispiriting, especially from my most loyal fighter. How many times must I remind you? There are no 'servants' in my militia. I seek to take back what is rightfully ours. If there is a lord of any kind here, it is the mother that is our country. We are her chosen retainers."
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