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A mute and preternatural air was infiltrating the empty encampment this July 15 morning in 1410. Sunup was four hours away and it was uncommonly stuffy in the wee hours of this significant date in the history of Belarus. Nearly all of the natives had accepted their rule under the Grand Duchy a long time ago, whereas a small group fought twenty-four years for an unrealized cause to take it back. They lived in a bubble. Only a select few of the militaristic mages comprehended they had been manipulated into the belly-expanding conquest of a seductive sorceress. By the time it became apparent, it was already too late. The well-constructed delusion had them completely ensnared the moment they took part in the ritual of the Arch. The charming Viera had converted thousands of ordinary serfs into powerful, food-peddling wizards. These men and women were convinced they were preparing the way for the arrival of a mythical revolutionary entity—stuffing her gargantuan tum with enough edibles to feed the whole nation she wasn’t going to liberate.

“OOOHHHH!!!” the monstrous Oracle howled.

The ear-piercing screech was comparable to a lady in childbirth, the giantess experiencing an indescribable and quickening pain. It could be heard throughout the mostly vacant complex. Summertime was in full swing—kicked off with a three-week-long heatwave. Although the five-hundred members of Unit Three were suffering from the muggy weather, it was abated by the wounded cries of their oppressive leader. Regardless of their awareness of the two-decade-long ploy, their contempt stemmed from the grisly treatment they had been subjected to. You wouldn’t hear a peep from them, though.

In the preceding ten years, the order of things had drastically shifted to singularly enlarging her belly, summed up as a decree called the “One Mandate”. The days of fighting demons and spirited camaraderie were over, the true purpose coming to the forefront. Their quietude was enforced by the unreasonably strict rule set Viera had put in place. It wasn’t a complicated system. As demonstrated in 1400, any offense was punished with lobotomy, consumption, or both. If it deviated from the mandate, then it was considered as heresy.

“Three...two...and stop.” Low Master Nina Volkov flatly recited.

The gorgeous Belarusian had survived fifteen years as the Oracle’s head servant by keeping her head down and obeying every outrageous command. She was attending to an order made by the second-in-command, holding a pair of iron-made scissor snips. The shears were tightly grasped as she braced for the calculated aftershock. Volkov used the little telekinesis she knew to ground her lithe frame. In her other mitt was a rusted tin box, blisters on the edges of her fingers. The tenacious lass marched on, hoping she hadn’t missed the pivotal appointment.

As Nina turned the corner, she felt a foreign sensation. It was a passing emotion but the relief was evoked from the sight of the Low Master of Unit Four. The dirty woodswoman was standing opposite of the entrance to the tyrant’s room. As the two commanders met, a second rumble made them practically fall into each other’s undernourished arms. They were equally perplexed by the quaky activity, the walls creaking.

“MORE! My Shining Star will overcome this agony! N-nothing c-c-can...tame my invincible belly!!” the proud yet foolhardy Viera demanded.

The humbly-dressed women were in attire that didn’t befit their high-level positions, decked in green-colored hemp tunics. The twin sisters brushed the short dark curls out of their tired faces, grateful to see one another. Nonetheless, the familial bond was put aside for the greater good, their source of salvation held in the pouch on the frayed belt of Natallia Volkov, who whispered:

“Quickly. It’s a bit less but it should suffice.”

Her calloused paw unfastened the purse and at the same time, her sibling removed the lid from the metal container. Together, their efforts produced the widening chink in the Oracle’s armor. It took a decade of measured and meticulous planning to get to this point. The result came in the shape of a special ointment, the penultimate ingredient in the tiny vial pinched by the bony digits of Natallia. She popped the cap and poured the sulfuric acid onto the white balm.

“My thirst must be quenched too! Bring the...th— ...AAAHHHH!!!” Viera wailed.

The sheer force of her voice alone was sufficient to rupture their eardrums. It meant nothing to the indifferent twins, their blue eyeballs lighting up as Nina mixed in the colorless liquid. It would become a short-lived feeling, becoming conscious of the cracks forming on the enclosure to their right. Acting on instinct, Nina slapped the cover on the holder while Natallia shielded the sister with her person. Before the protected one could protest, the corridor abruptly collapsed, a wall of swelling flesh overwhelming everything in its path. It caused a domino effect, the interconnected sections of the wooden layout easily crumbling one-by-one. From an aerial perspective, a third of the structure was blown away by the eruption of a pure, pearly belly. The chunks of timber rained down on the unrestrained and naked thirty-foot-high behemoth. The full-figured physique of the queen of gluttony proved there was no god, her physicality as unblemished as she appeared in the foregone century.
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