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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."

She put her hand down and so he did his body, making him catch his breath, on all fours. "...Forgive m-me, my master. It's been a...long...journey." he pleaded. Opposite to what she said, he still called her the honorific as a sign of respect. Not even "mistress" either, further displaying the esteem he had for her.

She sat on her rudimentary throne, built from the birch trees their camp was surrounded by. "It's fine, Mikola. I was overwrought when you didn't return at the appointed time. I know I can be heavy-handed, but you know you're my dearest disciple." she voiced with a loving look that made him melt.

He got to his feet, removed his cloak and hung it on the makeshift peg board's hook. The nineteen-year-old magus was a looker as well. His medium-length, silver-blonde hair was parted to the right on top of a face that could make the good church girls swoon. It was soft, like an angel's—a distinct contrast to Viera. Mikola was of average height, standing at five feet, eight inches, and thanks to the rigorous training she put him through, he had a fairly muscular build. Due to his poor opinion of himself, he didn't know how pretty he was. It was a big factor in why so many people came with him.

He was happy to report, "You'll be pleased to know my absence was for a good reason. I have recruited one-hundred ser—...soldiers to our army!"

Her response was more than he expected. She appeared as though she was drunk, face elated and hands shaking. Viera balled them and being the over-the-top person she was, proclaimed, "Excellent!! You have done very well. Before we retrieve them, let's carouse."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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He was the only one to partake in alcohol. To Viera, carousing had another meaning and that was to consume hefty portions of food. This wasn't a recent development. He'd known her for six moons and even their initial meeting consisted of her devouring a meal that could choke a horse. He presumed it was because of the ample array of abilities she utilized. She was the strongest magician he knew, so it could be a part of the preparations she had to go through. Mikola never asked in fear of overstepping. This evening seemed different. They still hadn't left her home and she ordered him to cook the entire stock of salted meat.

He couldn't help staring as she ate the last of it, down to a couple of bites. The scene had him bewitched, but he found it wasn't the consumption itself, but the outcome. Specifically, the swell of her big belly. This was the biggest he had ever witnessed it become. Viera looked like she was expecting a weighty child, the taut fabric showing off every inch of its flawless shape.

She let her utensil fall to the table and satisfyingly said, "Ahhh, splendid. And to think this is just an appetizer."

He was astonished by the statement, unable to fathom what was in store after such an exhibit. "Master, I mean not to hasten you, but they have been waiting since yesternight..." he urged, his eyes trailing from her belly to her gratified stare. She approached him, her pelvis swaying hypnotically. He put his back to the chair, the sphere right in front of his face.

"Get a good look, Mikola. This belly will be the symbol of our strength. It's everything we need. I trust that you will make sure that it grows more. I don't know how capable these batch of recruits are, but they will follow your lead. Can you handle that? Tell me now, because weakness has no place here." she proclaimed, putting a hand under his chin and lifting it to look at her solemn countenance.

He was completely enamored by her stomach and the charisma of her words. He swallowed the lump in his throat and ardently asserted, "Yes, I can. You know I will."

It was the first time he exhibited confidence and even so, she wasn't assured. "Do I? In any case, I'm not the one you need to convince. Show it. Our shining star isn't here, but this will be its vessel. You might as well practice." she asserted, baleful.

Falling victim to her cunning ways, he instantly placed his hands on it and adoringly caressed the smooth surface. He couldn't see it, but she was grinning with a malice that would tyrannize him and thousands of people for years to come.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Far from a remote village that would eventually become the modern-day Reshetki was a gathering of Viera's expanding swarm. Not counting the fifty or so already under her employ, the fresh one hundred inductees were encircling the markings of the aforementioned ritual that would officially bring them under her full control. It took over two weeks to make the necessary arrangements. In the interim, Mikola wasn't helping in the fashion he thought he would be. She delegated the majority of the work to those below him. On the totem pole, she called them Initiates, one rank behind him. The ones waiting to be inducted into her forces would become Apprentices. He was a Disciple and the lone warrior to hold the grade.
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